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fe INTRODUCTORY 


WALES is a Country interesting in many respects, and 

deserving of ‘more’ attention than it has hitherto met 

with. Though not’ very extensive, it is one of ‘the 
_ most picturesque countries in the world, a country 
_ in which Nature displays herself in her wildest, boldest, 
: and occasionally loveliest forms. The inhabitants, who 
f speak ‘an ‘ancient ‘and peculiar language, do not call 
this region Wales, nor themselves Welsh.’ They call 
| themselves Cymry or Cumry, and their country Cymru, 
| or the land of the Cumry. ‘Wales or Wallia, however, 
| is the true, proper, and. without doubt, original name, 
as it relates not to any particular.race, which at present 
inhabits it, or may have sojourned in it-at any long 
bygone period, but to the country itself. Wales 
|| signifies a land of mountains, of vales, of dingles, 
| chasms, and springs. It is connected with the Cumbric 
| bal, a, protuberance, a.springing forth ; with the. Celtic 
beul or. beal,.a mouth; withthe old| English welle, 
a fountain,;-with; the original, name of Italy, still called 
) bythe. Germans, Welschland ;..with’ Balkan: and:Vulcan, 
) both of. which, signify a casting out, an. eruption ; with 
-Welint or, Wayland, the.name of the; Anglo-Saxon god 
ofthe. forge; with the Chaldee: val, a. ‘forest,-and'/the 
| German, wald,;, with: the English. bluff,;and.the Sansetit 
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palava—startling assertions, no doubt, at least to some; 
which are, however, quite true, and which at some future 
time will be universally acknowledged so to be. 

But it is not for its scenery alone that Wales is 
deserving of being visited; scenery soon palls unless 
it is associated with remarkable events, and the names 
of remarkable men. Perhaps there is. no country in 
the whole world which has been the scene of events 
more stirring and remarkable than those recorded in 
the history of Wales. What other country has been 
the scene of a struggle so deadly, so embittered, and 
protracted as that between the Cumro andthe Saxon? 
—A struggle which did not terminate at Caernaryon, 
when Edward Longshanks foisted his young son upon 
the Welsh chieftains-as Prince of Wales;. but. was 
kept up till the battle of Bosworth Field, when a prince 
of Cumric blood won the crown of fair Britain, verifying 
the olden word which had cheered the hearts of the 
Ancient Britons for at least a thousand years, even 
in times of the darkest distress and gloom ;— 


“ But after long pain 
Repose we shall obtain, 
When sway barbaric has purg’d us clean; | 
And Britons shall regain 
Their crown and their domain, ; 
And the foreign oppressor be no more seen.” 


Of remarkable men Wales has assuredly ptoduced 
its full share. First, to speak of men of action :—there 
was Madoc, the son of Owain Gwynedd, who discovered 
America, centuries before Columbus was born ;’ then 


there was “the irregular and wild Glendower,” who § 
turned rebel at the age of sixty, was crowned’ ‘King . 
of Wales at Machynlleth, and for fourteen’ years’ con- — 


trived to ‘hold ‘his own against the whole power’ of 
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England; then there was Ryce Ap Thomas, the best 
soldier of his time, whose hands placed the British crown 
on the brow of Henry the Seventh, and whom bluff 
Henry the Eighth delighted to call Father Preece; then 
there was—who?—why Harry Morgan, who led those 

_ tremendous fellows the Buccaneers across the Isthmus 
of Darien to the sack and burning of Panama. 

What, a buccaneer in the list? Ay! and why not? 
Morgan.was a scourge, it is true, but he was a scourge of 
God on the cruel Spaniards of the New World, the 
merciless task-masters and butchers of the Indian race: 

on which account God favoured and prospered him, 

permitting him to attain the noble age of ninety, and 
to die peacefully and tranquilly at Jamaica, whilst 
smoking his pipe in his shady arbour, with his smiling 

_ plantation of sugar-canes full in view.) How unlike the 

_ fate of Harry Morgan.to that of Lolonois,'a being 

as daring and. enterprising. as the Welshman, but a 

_ monster, without ruth or discrimination, terrible to friend 

_ and foe, who perished by the hands, not-of the Spaniards, 

but.of the Indians, who tore him limb from limb, burn- 

_ ing his members, yet quivering, in the. fire—which very 

_ Indians Morgan contrived to. make his own firm friends, 

_-and. whose. difficult language he spoke with the same 

_ facility as English, Spanish, and his-own South Welsh. 

_., For,.men of genius, Wales during,.a long. period 

_ was. particularly celebrated—Who has, not. heard of 

_ the Welsh Bards? though it is true that, beyond the 

borders of Wales, only a very few are acquainted 


| with their, songs, owing to the language, by no means an 


| easy one, in -which they were composed.. Honour, to 

_ithem all! everlasting glory to the. three greatest— 
PiTaliesin,: Ab Gwilym and Gronwy Owen: the. first 
s pipieesed Christian, but in reality a Druid, whose 


ie 
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poems fling great light on the doctrines of the primitive 
priesthood of Europe, which correspond remarkably 
with the philosophy of the Hindus, before’ the time 
of Brahma: the second the grand poet of Nature, 
the contemporary of Chaucer, but worth half a:dozen of 
the accomplished word-master, the ingenious versifier of 
Norman and Italian tales: the third a’ learned and 
irreproachable minister of the Church of ‘England, and 
one of the greatest poets of the last century, who. after 
several narrow escapes from starvation’ both in England 
and Wales, died master of a paltry’ school at New 
Brunswick, in’ North America, sometime about the 
year 1780, 1 goat 

But Wales has something besides its wonderful scenery, 
its eventful history, and its illustrious men‘ of yore to 
interest the visitor. Wales has a population, and ‘a 
remarkable one. There are countries, besides Wales, 
abounding with noble scenery, rich in eventful histories, 
and which are not sparingly dotted with the birth- 
places of heroes and poets, in which at the present day 
there is either no population at all, or one of a-character 
which is anything but attractive, Of a country in the 
first’ predicament, the Scottish Highlands’ afford ‘an 
example: What a country is that Highland ‘region! 
What scenery! and what associations! If Wales has 
its Snowdon and Cader Idris, the: Highlands have‘their — 
Hill of the Water Dogs, and that of the Swatthy Swine: — 
If. Wales has’ a history, so have the Highlands—not | 
indeed so remarkable as that of Wales, but eventful — 
enough: If Wales has had its heroes, its°Glendower 
and'Father Pryce,|the Highlands’ have had their Evan | 
Cameron and Ranald of Moydart; If: Wales has'had — 
its romantic characters, its’ Griffith Ap Nicholas’ and ; 
Hey Morgan, the Highlands have ‘had Rob: Roy and 
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that strange fellow, Donald Macleod, the: man of the 
broadsword, the leader of the Freacadan Dhu, who at 
Fontenoy caused, the Lord only knows, how. many 
Frenchmen’s heads to fly off their shoulders, who lived 
to the age df one hundred and seven, and at seventy-one 
performed gallant service on the Heights of Abraham ; 
wrapped in whose plaid the dying Wolfe was carried 
from the hill of victory —If Wales has been:a land of 
song; have not: the Highlands also?—If Wales: can 
boast of Ab Gwilym and Gronwy, the Highlands can 
boast of Ossian. and MacIntyre. In many respects 
the two regions are equals or nearly ‘so;—In one 
respect, however, a matter of the present day, anda 
very important matter too, they are anything but 
equals: Wales has a population—but ‘where is that of 
the Highlands?—Plenty of noble scenery; Plenty of 
delightful associations, historical, poetical, and) romantic 
_+but, but, where is the population ? f 
» The population of Wales has not departed across: the 
. Atlantic, like ‘that of the Highlands; it remains: at 
home, and a‘remarkable population it. is—very different 
from the present inhabitants of several beautiful lands 
of olden fame, who have strangely degenerated | from 
their forefathers. Wales has not»only ‘a population, but 
a highly interesting one—hardy and frugal, yet kind and 
hospitable+-a bit: crazed; it is true, on the subject: of 
religion, but still retaining plenty of old Celtic peculi- 
_arities, and still speaking—Diolch i Duw !—the inane a 
of Glendower andthe: Bards. 
The present is a book about Wales and Welsh matters: 
He who does me the honour of perusing it will be ¢on- 
ducted to many'a spot ‘not only remarkable for’ pictur- 
_ esqueness,. ‘but. for, having been . the scene of some 
extraordinary event, or the birth: place or residence 
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of a hero ora man of genius; he will likewise be not 
unfrequently introduced to the’ genuine Welsh, and 
made acquainted with what they have to say “about 
Cumro and Saxon, buying and selling, fattening hogs 
and poultry, Methodism and baptism, and’ BS me 
persecuted Church of England. 

An account of the language of Wales will be ihe in 
the last chapter. It has many features and words: in’ 
common with the Sanscrit, and many which seen 
peculiar to itself, or rather to the family of languages, 
generally called the Celtic, to which it belongs: Though’ 
not an original tongue, for indeed no original tongue, or 
anything approximating to one, at present exists, it is 
certainly of immense antiquity, indeed almost entitled 
in that respect to dispute the palm. with the grand 
tongue of India,on which in some respects it flings’ 
nearly as much elucidation. as it itself receives in others. 
Amongst the words quoted in the chapter alluded to I 
wish particularly to direct the reader’s attention to gwr, 
a man, and gwres, heat; to which may! be added . 
gwreichionen, a spark. Does not the striking similarity 
between these words warrant the supposition that the’ 
ancient Cumry entertained the idea that man and fire’ 
were one and the same; even like the ancient Hindus, 
who believed that man sprang from) fire, and» whose 
word vira,* which signifies a strong man, a hero, = 
also fire ? q197 

There are of course faults and inaccuracies: in ‘the 
work ; but I have reason to believe that they are neither 
numerous nor important: I may have occasionally given 

* That vira at one time meant man in general, as well as fire, there ean 
be-no doubt. It is singular how ‘this word or something strikingly like; 
it, occurs in various European languages, sometimes as man, sometimes as 
fire. Vir in Latin signifies man, but vuur in Dutch signifies fire. ‘In like’ 


manner fear in Irish signifies a man, but fire in English signifies, the con-, 
suming, or, as the Hindus would call it, the producing element. 
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_a wrong name to a hill or a brook; or may have over- 
stated or understated, by a furlong, the distance between 
-one hamlet and another ; or even committed the blunder 
of saying that Mr Jones Ap Jenkins lived in this or that 
homestead, whereas in reality Mr Jenkins Ap. Jones 
honoured it with his residence: I may be chargeable 
‘with such inaccuracies ; in which case I beg to express 
due sorrow for them, and at the same time a hope that 
I have afforded information about matters relating to 
‘Wales which more than atones for them. It would be as 
well if those who exhibit eagerness to expose the faults 
of a book would occasionally have the candour to say a 
‘word or two about its merits; such a wish, however, is 
not likely to be gratified, unless indeed they wisely take 
.a hint from the following lines, translated from a cywydd 
‘of the last of the great poets of Wales: 


“ All can perceive a fault, where there is one— 
iy eae A dirty scamp will find one, where there’s none.” * 


® “Pawb ai cenfydd, o bydd bai, 
A Bawddyn, er na byddai.”—Gronwy OweEN. 
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| Proposed. Be ercmiedce. of Ween wineaday Groom— 


Asi cae Distich — Welsh Pronunciation — Dafydd Ab 
key 


faudee Up 


In: the’ summer of en year 19k ‘pets wife) and 


daughter determined: upon going into Wales, to ‘pass a 


_fewomonths thete. We are:country people of ‘a corner 
of East Anglia, and,at the:time of which Iam speaking, 
_hddubeen residing so’ long on our own little estate, that 


we'had ‘become tired: of the objects around us, and con- 
ceived ‘that ‘we should be'alPthe' better for changing the 


“Scene for a: short period.’ We were’ undetermined ‘for 
some! ‘time’ with® respect ‘to where! we should ‘go, I pro: 
posed’ Wales fromthe ‘first; ‘but my wife'and daughter, 
who have° always had ‘rather ‘a -hankering after what is 


fashionable, said they thought ‘it would be more advis- 


able ‘to: aed to” Hatrowgate}*or Leamington: '°On ‘my 
observing that those’ ‘were terrible places for expense} 
| they replied ‘that, ‘though’ the! price of ‘corn ‘had of late 
_ Been shamefully: low, we had a'spare hundted’ pounds or 
two''in our pockets, and' could afford to pay for a little 
insight into fashionable tiferol toldithem*thatithere was 


A 
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nothing I so much hated as fashionable life, but that, as 
I was anything but a selfish person, I would endeavour 
to stifle my abhorrence of it for a time, and attend 
them either to Leamington or Harrowgate. By this 
speech I obtained my wish, even as I knew I should, for 
my wife and daughter instantly observed, that, after all, 
they thought we had better go into Wales; which, though 
not so fashionable as either Leamington or Harrowgate, 
was a very nice picturesque country, where, they had no 
doubt, they should get on very well, more especially as 
I was acquainted with the Welsh language. 

It was my knowledge of Welsh, such as it was, that 
made me desirous that we should go to Wales, where 
there was a chance that I might turn it to some little 
account. In my boyhood I had been something of a 
philologist ; had picked up some Latin and Greek at 
school; some Irish in Ireland, where I had been with 
my father, who was in the army; and subsequently 
whilst an articled clerk to the first solicitor in’ East 
Anglia—indeed I may say the prince of all. English 
solicitors—for he was a gentleman, had: learnt some 
Welsh, partly from, books'and partly from a+ Welsh 
groom, whose acquaintance I made. A queer groom he 
was, and well, deserving of having his portrait drawn, 
He might be about forty-seven years of age,/and ‘about 
five feet eight inches in height ;, his body. was spare and 
wiry ; his,.chest, rather, broad, and. his arms remarkably 
long; his legs were of the kind generally known as 
spindle-shanks, but’ vigorous withal, for they. carried. his — 
body with great agility ; neck he had none} at least that I _ 
ever observed; and his head was anything) but high, not — 
measuring, I should think, more than four inches from — 
the bottom ofthe chin to \the top of the forehead ;, his 
cheek-bones were high, his eyes grey and deeply sunken | 
in, his. face, with an expression, in them, partly sullen; 

nd ‘partly irascible;; his complexion was indescribable; q 
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the little hair which he had, which was almost entirely 
on the sides and the back part of his head, was of an 
iron-grey hue. He wore a leather hat'on ordinary days, 
low at the crown, and with the side eaves turned: up. 
A dirty pepper and salt coat, a waistcoat which: had 
once been red, but which had lost its pristine colour, and 
looked, brown; dirty yellow leather breeches, grey 
worsted stockings, and high-lows. Surely I was right 
when I said he was a very different groom to those of 
the present day, whether Welsh or English?) _What say 
you, Sir Watkin? What say you, my Lord of Exeter? 
_He looked after’ the horses, and occasionally assisted in 
the house of a person who lived at the end of an alley, 
in which the office: of the gentleman to whom J] was 
articled was situated, and having to pass by the door: of 
the office half-a-dozen times in the day, he did not fail to 
attract the notice of the clerks, who, sometimes individu- 
ally, sometimes by twos, sometimes. by threes, or even 
more, not unfrequently stood at the door, bareheaded— 
_ mis-spending the time which was not legally their own. 
‘Sundry observations, none of them very flattering, did the 
clerks and, amongst them, myself, make upon the groom, 
as he passed and repassed, some of them direct, others 
somewhat oblique.-: To these he made no reply save by 
looks, which: had in them something dangerous and 
menacing, and clenching without raising his) fists, which 
looked singularly hard and horny. At length a whisper 
_ran/about the alley that the groom was a Welshman; 
‘this whisper much increased the malice of my brother 
| clerks’ against him, who were now whenever he passed 
| the door, and they happened to be there by twos or 
| threes, in the habit of saying something, as if) by ‘acci- ° 
_ dent, against Wales and Welshmen, and, individually or 
| together, were in the habit: of Biacitine out “ Taffy,” 
when he was! at some distance from! them, and his back 
_ was: turned, or regaling his | ears) with the harmonious 
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and: well-known ‘distich ‘of “Taffy was a Welshman; 
Taffy was a thief: Taffy came to my house and’ stole’a 
piece ofi beef.” “It had; however, aivery different effect 
upon me.’'! | was trying’ to ‘learn Welsh; and the* idea 
occurring to) me that ‘the'groom-might be able to assist 
me:in my pursuit, I ‘instantly lost all’desire to torment 
him, and determined: to do my best 'to’ serape ‘acquaint- 
ance: with him, and persuade him to''give me’ what 
assistance he could’ in Welshi: I succeeded ; liow' I' will 
not. trouble the reader with describing: he’ and I became 
great friends,and he taught me what ‘Welsh ‘he could: 
In return for his instructions I persuaded’ my” brother 
clerks to leave off holioing after him, and to do’ nothing 
furthér to hurt:his feelings, which had beenvery deeply 
wounded, so much’ so,'that: after the first two ‘or three 
lessons ‘he told ‘me in confidence'that on the morning of 
the very day I'first began to concilidte him he had! come: 
to the resolution: of doing’ one of itwo things, ‘namely; 
either to hang himself from the balk of the hayloft, or to’ 
give his: master warning, both of which’ things’ he told 
me) he should’ have been’ very ‘unwilling, to do, more: 
particularly as he had a'wife and family. ‘He! gave’ me 
lessons 'on) Sunday afternoons, at “my father’s) house, 
where he made his appearance very respectably dressed; 
ina beaver hat, blue surtout, whitish waistcoat, black 
trowsers and’ Wellingtons, all with @ somewhat ancient 
looki+the Wellingtons. l:‘remember were ‘slightly pieced 
at the! sides—but. all: wpon the ‘whole very respectable: 
I .wishéd, at first) to;persuade him to give me'lessons in’ 
the office, but could not: succeed: “No, no, lad; ”2said 
he, “catch: 'me going in’ there; )I would! just.as ‘soon’ 
‘venture into-a nest ‘of parcupines.”» To ‘translate from! 
books I had’ already, to:a certain degree, taught myself, 
and) at his. first: visit’ I discovered;!and he himself ac-! 
knowledged, that iat book Welsh I:was!:stronger than 
himself, but I learnt Welsh pronunciation from him} and: 
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to, discourse a little;in.the Welsh tongue..,\“ Had. you 
much} difficulty in, acquiring, the sound; of. the ll?”.I 
think I hear the reader inquire. None whatever:).the 
double 1.of,.the Welsh, is by; no means the. terrible 
guttural which’ English people. generally, suppose it! ito 
be, being in. reality a ‘pretty liquid, exactly resembling in 
sound the Spanish, ll,the:sound of which] had 'mastered 
before commencing Welsh, and; which jis equivalent.to 
the. English lh ; so, being able to pronounce llano Inshad 
of course no difficulty in pronouncing Lluyd, which byte 
the-bye was the ‘name of the groom., 

I. remember that ,1, found, the. pronunciation of the 
Welsh. far less difficult than I had found.the grammar, 
the. most. remarkable feature of which is. the. mutation, 
under certain circumstances, of, particular, consonants, 
when forming, the; initials of words.,.This feature I 
had. observed i in the drishy which I, had thee ony learnt 
| byveats  tedy 3 

. But.to. retusm i the groom. He was) really ¢ a remark+ 
hls character, and taught, me..two,,or. three things 
_ besides: Welsh pronunciation;;.and:to discourse a, little 
in Cumraeg: .He had been a soldier\in his} youth, and 
had served under. Moore, and Wellington; inthe. Penin- 
sular .campaigns,.and, from him.I ‘learnt, the details 
of many a, bloody. field. and., bloodier: storm, . of, the 
sufferings of,; poor , British) soldiers, and | the. tyranny 
of. haughty, British, officers ; ; more especially, of the two 

commanders,. just;,.mentioned,,the first .of whom), he 
swore was, shot -by.his.\own. soldiers, .and ,the .second 
more, frequently: shot, at by. British, than; French. .. But 
it isnot .deemed..a, matter of good taste to write about 
such: low, people asp grooms, I shall; therefore, dismiss 
him with no observation further than that: after he haa 
visited me on Sunday afternoons for about a year 
he departed for his own country with his wife, who 
was an Englishwoman, and his children, in consequence 
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of having been left a small freehold: there by a distant 
relation, and that I neither saw’ nor hear? of him 
again. 

But though I had lost my oral instructor I had 
still my silent ones, namely, the Welsh books, and 
of these I made such use that before the expiration 
of my clerkship I wes able to read not only Welsh 
prose, but, what was infinitely more difficult, Welsh 
poetry in any of the four-and-twenty measures, and 
was well versed in the compositions of various of the 
old Welsh bards, especially those of Dafydd ab’Gwilym, 
whom, since the time when I first became acquainted 
with his works, I have always considered as the 
greatest poetical genius that has BPP AIt Es in poets 
since the’ revival of literature. 

After this exordium ‘I think I may oes to 
narrate the journey of myself and family into Wales. 
As perhaps, however, it will be thought that, though 
I have said quite enough about myself ‘and ‘a certain 
groom, I have not said quite enough about ‘my wife 
and daughter, I will add ‘a little’‘mote’ about’ them, 
Of my wife I will merely say that ‘she isa‘ perfect 
paragon of wives—can make puddings and sweets and 
treacle posset; and ‘is ‘the best woman ‘of business in 
Eastern Anglia—of my step-daughter—for stich’ she 
is, though I generally call her daughter, and ‘with 
good reason, seeing that she has always ‘shown herself 
a daughter to me—that she has ‘all kinds of good 
qualities, and ‘several ‘accomplishments, knowing some- 
thing of ‘conchology, more of botany, drawing: capitally 
in ‘the Dutch style, and playing remarkably well ‘on — 
the guitar—not the trumpery German rs potalla2 
but the real’ ea guitar. . 


CHAPTER II 


The Starting—Peterborough Cathedral—Anglo-Saxon Names— 
. Keempe Viser—Steam—Norman Barons—Chester Ale—Sion 
 Tudor—Pretty Welsh Tongue. 


So our little family, consisting of myself, my wife Mary, 
and my daughter Henrietta, for daughter I shall persist 
in calling her, started for Wales in the afternoon of 
the 27th July, 1854. We flew through part of Norfolk 
and Cambridgeshire in a train which we left at Ely, 
and ‘getting into another, which did not fly quite so 
fast asthe one we had quitted, reached the Peterborough 
station at about six o’clock of a delightful evening. 
We proceeded) no tarther on our journey that day, in 
order’ that we might have an opportunity of seeing the 
cathedral. 
Sallying arm in arm: from the Station Hotel, where 
_ wevhad: determined to take up our quarters for the 
‘night, we crossed a bridge over the deep quiet Nen, 
on ‘the: southern bank of which. stands the ° station, 
and soon: arrived at the cathedral—unfortunately we 
_ were’ too late to procure: admission into the interior, 
_ and had)to content ourselves with walking round it 
‘and surveying: its outside. 
»\ Itv:is»named after, and occupies the site, or part of 
_ the site: of an immense monastery, founded by the 
Mercian King Peda, in the year 665, and: destroyed 
_ by fire’ inthe year: 1116, ‘which monastery, though 
originally termed Medeshamsted, or the homestead on 
the meads, was’ subsequently termed Peterborough, 
fromthe circumstance of its having been reared by 
_ the old Saxon’ monarch for the love of God and the 
honour of Saint Peter, as the Saxon Chronicle says, a 
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book which I went through carefully in my younger 
days, when I studied Saxon, for, as I have already 
told the reader, I was in those days a bit of a philo- 
logist. Like the first, the Second edifice was originally 
a monastery, and continued so till the time of the 
Reformation; both were abodes of learning § “for if 
the Saxon parent: was commenced ing the! moakish 
cells of the first, it was completed in those of the 
second.};,, What is»at. present called, ; Peterborough 
Cathedral’ is a,moble, venerable; pile, equal, ‘upon ‘the 
whole, in) external -appearance’ to; thecathedrals of 
Toledo, Burgos and,,Leon, all/.of which /I, have ‘seen. 
Nothing) in architecture can) be conceived: more beautiful 
than the principal entrance, which: frontsi thei west, and 
which, at, the time we: saw it, was gilded with ni 1am 
of the setting sun). 5 | $6 

After shaving Gacliogd pois thre edifices! namaste “iit 
until we were weary, we returned! to! our innj:and; ether 
taking an excellent supper retired to rest. Jgibsdias 

At ten o'clock) next morning we leftrthe: sagt of 
the meads... With dragon) speed,|,. and, dragon :noise, 
fire; smoke, and fury, the train dashed along its!toad 
through beautiful), meadows, garnished here. and there 
with pollard, sallows;. over pretty streams, whose waters 
stole: along) imperceptibly } by; venerable>old churches, 
which: I vowed» J would .take;: the: first. opportunity. :of 
visiting: stopping now and then to recruit: its energies 
at places, whose, old» Anglo-Saxon names» stared: mé in 
the eyes) from: station, boards, as;:specimens) of) which, 
let me only ;dot) down, Willy:;Thorpe, Ringsted, and 
Yrthling,; Boro. Quite: forgetting ;everything; Welsh, 1 
was),.enthusiastically .Saxoni.thé’ wholes) ways from 
Medeshamsted | to: Blissworth,--so- thoroughly »Saxon 
‘was the country,:with its/rich meads,:its olds churches 
and its. names. After leaving Blissworthya thoroughly 
Saxon place by-the-bye, as: its namé shows,|sigmifying, — 


(mips) BRUMMAGEM OR BROMWICHAM g 


the: sivodieteold! OF! possession’ of Bligh’ or Blee, 1 became 
less° Saxorr5'the® country was rather” less’ Saxon, ‘and 


Jocaught %¢casionally the word “by” ?on°a’ board, the 


Danish’for“a /town;) which “by” waked ‘in’me a con! 
siderable’ ‘portion of Danish enthusiasm, of which Ihave 
plenty/and with! reason, ‘having ‘translatedthe ‘glorious 
Keinpe' Viser over the desk of my ancient master, the 
gentleman Solicitor of East'Anglia.”’”’ At lengtli ‘we 
drew! ‘near the’ great! workshop ‘of England, called by 
some,’ Brummagem! or Bromwicham, by ‘others Birming- 
ham, and/1 fell into! ‘a’-philological’ reverie, wondering 
which ‘was the’ tight! tame.’ Before, however, we came 
tothe ‘station; Iodecided’ that both ‘names’ were ‘right 
éfiotigh, ‘but that | ‘Bromwichain’ was the “origing) name ; 
signifying ‘the home on: the’ broomie ‘moot;' which’ name 
ibJost!in'ipolite parlance for® Birmingham) or ‘the ‘home 
of the°soh of Biatmer,'when'a certain man of Danish 


_ pldody! calléd Binding’ of ‘the’ son'of “Biarmer, ‘got 
_ possession! of it} whether by. force, fraud, or marriage 


the lattét,.by-the-bye, is by far che est way of getting 


" possession ofan estate+this deponent neither ‘knoweth 
| norcareth” At: Birmitigham’station I became a’ modern 


| 
| 


SS 


Englishman) enthusiastically proud of modern England’s 


science and energy; that station alone is enough’ to 


“makecone proud: of being a modern Englishman. "Oh, 
| what ar idea does'that station, with ‘its thousand trains 
dashing offinvall-diréctions, or arriving from‘all quatters, 
_give-of modétn' Englistr science and energy. | ‘My modern 
| Englishsprideeaccom panied meall the way to Tipton ; 

fot all along ‘the ‘route! there® weré ‘wonderful | evidences 
| ofinglishe skill and>éiterprise } in chimneys ‘high as 
cathedral’spires, vomiting forth smoke, furnaces emitting 
- flametand lava,and “in! the sound of igigantic hammers, 
wielded by steam; thie” Englishman’s slave. “After ‘ pass- 
_ ing: Tipton, at’ \iohich place’one leaves the great working 
| district Ibehiridyo Sbecdme'for & considerable time a 
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yawning, listless Englishman, without: pride; enthusiasm, 
or feeling of any kind, from which state-I' was suddenly 
roused, by the sight.of ruined, edifices on the; tops 5of 
hills, .They..were remains of castles. built by Norman 
Barons... Here, perhaps, the reader) will expect! from. 
mea burst of Norman enthusiasm »,, if) so he will be 
mistaken; 1, have no Norman enthusiasm, and hate 
and abominate the name of, Norman, for I have always 
associated that name with the. deflowering of: helpless 
Englishwomen, the plundering..of English homesteads, 
and. the tearing out of poor Englishmen’s eyes, The! 
sight. of those, edifices, now in, ruins, but | which were, 
once the strongholds of plunder, violence, and lust, made 
me almost ashamed of being an Englishman, for they 
brought “to my mind the  indignities,.to which poor. 
English blood “has. been subseaveah I sat. silent)-and: 
melancholy, till looking from, the window I caught, 
sight of a long line of hills, which, I,,guessed to be: the! 
Welsh hills, as indeed they proved, which; sight. causing, 
me to.remember that I: was bound for Wales, the land) 
of the bard, made me cast all gloomy thoughts: aside, 
and:.glow with all the Welsh enthusiasm with» which; 
I glowed when,.-I first. started) in. the, direction: of 

Wales. | 

Qn arriving at Chester, at which suiel we dead 

to spend two or three days, we put up atian old- 
fashioned inn, in Northgate Street, to which we’ had. 
been recommended; my. wife and. daughter ordered, 
tea and its accompaniments, and. I. ordered. ale, and 
that, which always should accompany. it, cheese. “The 
ale I shall find bad,” said I; Chester ale had a villainous, 
character in. the time of ‘al Sion: Tudor, who! made: a, 
first-rate englyn upon it, and it has scarcely improved) 
since; “but I shall have a treat in the cheese, Cheshite, 
cheese has always been reckoned excellent, and (now: 
that [am in the capital of the cheese country, of course 


= 


> Ib] CHESHIRE CHEESE\AND CHESTER ALE ik 


I. shall have. some of the, very: prime.”, | Well, the tea; 
loaf; and. butter;,made., their, appearance; and with, them 
my. cheese, ‘and. ale... To..my horror, the. cheese . had 
much the appearance, of, soap of the .commonest.kind, 


. which indeed I found it much resembled in taste, on 


as 


putting a small portion into my mouth. “Ah,” said 
I, after I had opened the window~and. ejected the half- 
masticated morsel into the street, “those who wish 
to regale on good Cheshire cheese must not come to 
Chester, no more than those who-wish to drink first- 
rate coffee must 5°. he Mocha. I'll now see whether 
the ale i is drinkable ;” so I took a little of the ale into 
my “mouth, and ee going to the window, spirted 
it out after the cheese. “Of a surety,” said I, “Chester 
ale;imust be of much the same. quality as it; was ,in 
the; time of; Sion» Tudor, eek spoke. of; it)! to, the 
folawings effect; =; 


yy , f on 
ee euein ‘ale, ‘Chester ale i I eontd ne’et set it ore 
“Tis made of ground-i ivy, of dirt, and of bran, 
aries as thick as a river below a huge town !) 
shad not ea for a dog, fat Jess drink for'a man.’ MOJED AS 


; Well it: “ ae “ae dectiked in, the chieesa'rl have, 


at anys-rate,not;/been :deceived) in;.the-ale,,,.which,,:I, 
expected ito. find. execrable.,.. Patience! )I , shall ;;not, 


- fall into.a-passion; more especially.as there, are: things 


_ [can fall -back upon. «Wife! , I, will, trouble -you, for; 


acup ofjtéa, Henrietta! have the kindness; to.cut me 


a slicé of bread-and butter.” 


- Upon. the whole we found onteaghessi very: heey 


( in'the old-fashioned i inn, which |was | kept | by; a, nice old- 


fashioned, gentlewoman, with, the assistance, of. three, 


_ servants, namely, a:“ boots ”.and two strapping. chamber; 
- maids, one of; lechiclincas jai Welsh girl, ;with, whom, iI, 
_ Soon scraped jacquaintance;,' not;,J. assure; the reader, for, 


_ thé, sake' of) the pretty | Welsh eyes ; which, she.,carried, 
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inher ‘head,’ but forthe sake’ of the’pretty ‘Welsh 
tongue which' ‘she ‘carried® in’ her” mouth, from’ which 
I confess o¢casionally proceeded sounds’ cee ison 
pretty, T'was sae unable ¢ £0 aoragee 


CHAPTER [lly 2ae 


Chester—The Rows—Lewis Glyn , Cothi—Tragedy of. Mold—, 
Native of Antigua, Slavery and the Americans—The Tents 
~Baturday Nights. | © 


ON the fb rning after our srr we! went? onat tozethels 
and walked up and down’ several streets; my wife’ and’ 
daughter, however, soon leaving me to pity thea: a''shop, 
I strolled about by myself. Chester is an ancient town 
with walls and gates, a prison called’ a castle, built on 
the site of an ancient, keep,,.an unpretending-looking red 
sandstone’ cathedral, two.-or, three handsome. churches, 
several good streets, and certain curious places called 
rows, 'The Chester row isa broad ‘arched ‘stone’ gallery 
running’’parallel' with the’street withinothe facades of 
the houses ; it isopartly ‘open ‘on’ the? side! of ‘the»street, 
and just one story “above it) Within the rows,‘of which 
thére/are thrée'or! four; are shops, ‘every shop ‘being on 
that Side whichis farthest from the’street! Alll’thecbest’ 
shops in Chester are to be found‘in’ the! rows.'> These’ 
rows, to which you’ ascend by stairs’ up natrow passages, 
were originally built forthe sécurity of the wares-ofi'the: 
principal merchants against the’“Welsh.):oShould) the’ 
mouritaineers break ‘into the town, as. they frequently: 
did} they might rifle some’ of*the” cotnimont shops, where: | 
their'booty would be’ slight, but ‘those! which contained: 
the ‘fiore costly “articles: would! be! beyond! their ‘teach! ; 
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fon) at the, first. alarm. the. doors of the }passages,| up 
‘which, the, stairs; led, would, be, closed) ,and..all, ‘access 
(to: the; upper. streets; cut. off, from the; open.arches, of 
which missiles of all kinds,.. kept ; neady, (for.isuch 
joccasions, could: be, discharged ,upon.,the intruders) who 
_ twould be soon iglad|tobeat a, retreat). These, rows and 
the walls are),certainly,.the most remarkable memorials 
ab old times. which Chester has.to boast.of., 
Upon. the, walls itr is; possible} ;to,.make abe whole 
i sates of the.city, there being) a, good but indrrow 
walk upon them:; The northern wall, abuts, upon iva 
frightful ravine, at the) bottom, of which isa canal...) From 
ithe., al One | Bere is, a! one bld view, oft the Welsh 
Aills.., fy tt} es 
(inj ABs ds stood, gazing - sation ae hills ci thes wall a 
ragged, man came,upjandjasked:for,charitys hoo 
o¢ ¢ Can,you tell mejthe name. ofi/that tall chill 2”, sich L 
pointing, jini the, direction: of: the; south-west.o.f That hill, 
git,’sSaid) the beggar, “isicalled Mobh Wantagh: ; Tvought 
to know: sh epaigeae itias I \was*born' at its: foot.’ 
‘{Moel}i-said, Iisa bald, hill, Vamagh>ematernal: or 
motherly aM Vamagh) thie Mother: Moeli?:!ic Just 
80, isir,”-said the beggar'}.“ Iisee youbareca) Welshman, 
jikeimyself, though I suppose youscome: from’ the South 
+Moel,Vamagh) isthe Mother Moel)and‘is called:iso 
because it,is the highest! of alltheMoels.”). Did you 
-ever -hear; .of; a. place. called Baie! said: [10 Oh, iyés, 
lyour honour,” said;the ‘beggar; ““Smany->a time 3!-and 
many’s\the'time.] have been:there.”) “In which’ direction 
does;it lie?” \\said) I... Towards ‘Minelis¥eltneesh your 
_ jhonour,”-said)the beggar;“which'isiia few miles beyond 
atjiyou!-can’tiseé it from here, buti look ‘towards Moel 
Vamagh and youwillssee over it.”»- Thank you,” said 
I,and) gave ;something)\to the beggar, who: departed, 
after first, taking off this hat.....Long ‘and fixedly, did 
iL gaze inothe direction: of Mold, «The reason!:which 
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induced mejto'do so was' the knowledge of an’ appalling 
tragedy transacted there ‘in’ the’old’'time, ih’ which thete 
is every reason to’ suppose a ‘certain rsreaee cp: alled 
Lewis'Glyn Cothi, ‘had a share. | 

( This man; 'who was a native of South Wales, SARI 
during the wars of the Roses: Besidés being a poetical 
he was something ofa military genius, , and” had ‘a ‘cotn- 
mand of foot'in’the army of the Lancastrian Jasper 
Earl’ of: Pembroke, the’ son of Owen ‘Tudor; ad! half- 
brother ‘of Henry’ the’ Sixth. Aiteptthe battle: of 
Mortimer’s''Crossy in’ which ‘the Earl's’ forces *wete 
defeated, the ‘wartior bard found his way to ‘Chester, 
where he! married’ the widow of ‘a ‘citizen ‘and opened 
a shop, without asking the permission of the mayor, 
who with! the ‘officers of justice came’ and’!'seized all 
his goods, which,‘according: to ‘his \own®* account, filled 
nine‘sacks, and then drove him out of ‘the town! The 
bardtin' a great fury ‘indited an awdl; in which he invites 
Reinallt ap Grufyddvap Bleddyn, a’ kind of’ predatory 
chieftain, ‘who: résided a little way off'in Flintshire, ‘to 
comeandset ‘thes town on’ fire, «and! slaughter the 
inhabitants, in revenge for!the wrongs  ‘he/had suffered, 
and: then’ proceedsto vent all kinds of imprecations 
against: the.omayorand: people’ of :Chester,* wishing, 
amongst other things, that they might soon “hear ‘that 
the Dee had’ become: too! shallow: to’ bear their ships 
that .:a) certain) cutaneous disorder ‘might! attack *the 
wrists: of greatiand small, old and ‘young; ‘laity ‘and 
cletgy—-that! grass might’ grow ‘in their 'streéts—that 
Ilar and. Cyveilach, Welsh: saints, might slay them 
ithat dogs might snarl:at''them—and that the king of 
(heaven, with ithe saints Brynach’and Nonj mightoafflict 
‘them with: blindness—which piece, however! ineffectual 
in. inducing! God».and the saints’ to visit ‘the Chester 
‘peoplé) with! the curses with «which the’ furious’ ‘bard 
wished; them to be afflicted, seems»to have produced 
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somewhat of ‘its! intended: effect on’ the chieftain} who 
shortly afterwards, on learning that the mayor: and 
many of the Chester’ people were present at the fair 
of Mold, near which: placehe’ resided, set: upon’ them 
atthe head of*his forces; and after a desperate combat, 
in which many lives were lost, took the mayor prisoner, 
and: drove those: of his people who survived into a tower, 
which he set on fire ‘and burnt, with all the unhappy 
wretches which it contained, completing the horrors of 
the day by ‘hanging 'the/unfortunate mayor. 
‘uConversant’as I: was with:all this strange ‘history, is it 
wonderful that! I looked with great ‘interest’ from the 
wall of Chester. in the direction of Mold? 
yOnee did] make the compass: of the city: upon the 
walls,dnd was beginning to'do the same a second time, 
when Iistumbled against a black, who, with his arms 
leaning’ upons:the: wall, was: spitting over ‘it, in’ the 
ditection of the river! 1 apologised, and: contrived''to 
enter into conversation» with: him. He was: tolerably 
well«dressed; hada hairy cap on his head, was about 
forty'years of’ age, and. brutishly ugly, his features 
scarcely resembling those of 'a»human being. He 
_ told me‘he' was a native of Antigua, a blacksmith by 
trade, and had.been: a‘slave. I asked him if he could 
speak any language besides: English, and received: for 
- ‘answer! that ‘besides English, he’ could speak Spanish 
and French»* Forthwith Io spoke to. him: in) Spanish, 
‘but: he! did: not: understand»me. «I> then>asked .him-to 
speak:toimelin Spanish, but he could not.‘ Surely you 
can tell me the ‘word: for water in Spanish,” said: I; he, 
_ however, was» notable.) How is. it,” said. I, “that, 
“pretending! to:ibe acquainted with Spanish, you do: not 
- ‘even know! the:word for water?” He said, he could 
not tell, but supposed that he had forgotten the Spanish 
language; adding however, that. he: could: speak French 
perfectly. 1.1,spoké: too him in French—he did: not 
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understand’ me: told ;him. to, speak to; me, in; French, 
but he did-not.; [then asked! him the;,.word) for, bread 
in) French, butshe could. not)telljeme.) oJ: made:no 
observations ;.on his. ignotance,, buti:inquired thow he 
liked, being a, slave ?,.; He, said not; atyall,; that it} was 
very, bad, tobe ai slave, asa slave was forced to; work, 
I asked, him if he. did not, work now! thathe was free? 
He said. very |seldom ; that! he did:inotolike work,and 
that it,did not agree| with, him.', I,askedihow hej.came 
into England,,and;he said ‘that wishing to.seeEngland, 
he had;come over with ia gentleman, as -hisservant, but 
that as,soon as'he got there; he, had left:his master, as 
he did not like work. \I asked: him how: he} contrived ;to 
live in, England/ without working? >'He said/that «any 
black might. live: in, England» without »workings:that} all 
he ,had;'to\:do was to .dttend; religious! cmeetings;-and 
speak) against. slavery, andythe!:Americansa:: Ioaisked 
him,-if/ he shad; donesow!oHe ‘saidi-hée:had; andthatethe 
religious people |werenvery) kind:toshim, and cogave-him 
money, and|,that adreligious lady! was:goihgeto,!marry 
himicol asked! chim ifithed knew anything»,about, the 
Americans? MHeisaid hé:did,and that! they weresvery 
bad: people,:who; kepti slaves, and: flogged: them.on{ Aind 
quite right too,” ‘said: Ij “if theys areolazy rascals) like 
yourself, .who want to /\eat)| without «working: ; What 
a» pretty setof;/knaves or fools «mlust)cthey!: be; who 
encourage ia;fellow like, you to.speak against inégro 
slavery, ‘of. the: necessityofor which you!yourselfrarena 
living! sinstance,oarid: against) a‘\people of »whomlsyou 
know as much as:of Frenchsor Spanish?’ oThen ‘leaving 
the : black, who’ made no ‘other :answer:toe what Iosaid, 
thamby: spitting with :considerable, force im the direction 
of: theoriver;1 continued: online, in second: comet of 
the:city upon: the wall.os0 9:1 2oqque dud iletdom 

» Having walked round the’ citer fue the: second, timeyl 
returned tol the» inn! In the! evening Iewent outagain, 
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"passed over.the disidars and. then; turned. to, the rightjin 

the direction of the hills... Near,the, river,.on my right, 
on,a-kind,.of green,..I .observed.,two,.or |, three. tents 
| resembling: aie of | le ypsiese Some. ragged children 
| prose appearance! of die schitricee cobain Gegeiien race, 
itheir,,locks being. not) dark, but.either .of a, flaxen.,or 
ted, ;hue,.and; their, features, not, delicate, and regular, 
_ but,coarse; and .uncouth,;.and).their complexions not 
 olive,but. «rather; inclining tobe, fair. 1.did,, not;,go 
Gp pte nthem,,jbut,.continued my. course till. | arrived 
 mear, »avlarge factory. | I then .turned,|and, retraced, my 
steps, into, the \town., ,1t, was, Saturday night, and,,the 
streets, were crowded, with, people; many. .of whom, must 
| have, been, Welsh, as, 1; heard she feamboan language 
| ppeken on, every, side.) to | y wort 


eatosot bstsdise sic 
Mtebrip boote no: 

| ioichwe oni 
| detbodisM to» 
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not, ecg and. hier obrotatteh Sinaainlayin 
oc? Tigh Family What’ a Fotesstefa ie SUeEeh Relea od 
| te nebobives us God. ce i: 


iipsbesoouelenw Yor 
| ON the Sunday. morning, as. we ‘ee at aca fase we, hicasal 
the noise. of|singing in| the street ;,running to the window, 
| we. saw a,mumber. of. people,. bareheaded, from whose 
mouths ,thej;singing;,or psalmody, proceeded. ; These, 
| on, inguiry, we; were, informed,. were, Methodists, g going 
about),to,: raise| recruits fora grand camp-meeting, which 
Syvas ito, obe;jheld:. a, little; way. out. of, the town, ,, We 
iP ished ,our |. breakfast,,.and., at..eleven attended divine 
service, at; ithe Cathedral. . The; interior; of, this, holy 
| | Bdifice .was/smooth,, and. neat, ‘strangely, contrasting 
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with ifs exterior, which was rough and ‘weather- beaten. 
We ‘had ‘decent” places® found ‘us ‘by ‘a ‘Civil verget, 
who probably took us for'what we were—decent’ country 
people.’ We heard ‘much fine’ chanting’ by the ‘choit, 
and an ‘admirable’ sermon,” preached’ by a’ venerable 
prebend, on “ Tares ‘and’ Wheat.”’ The ‘congregation 
was numerous and attentive. ' After’ service we returned 
to our’ inn,’and’at ‘two’ o'clock’ ‘dinéd) ’ During dinner 
our conversation ran ‘almost ‘entirely ‘on’ the “sermon, 
which we all agreed ‘was one of the /best'’sermons 
we had ever heatd; and most singularly“ adapted “to 
country people like ourselves, being’ on “Wheat' and 
Tares.”’ When dinner was over my wife’ and’ daughter 
repaired ‘to the neighbouring church,and?'P*went in 
quest of ‘the camp-meeting, having a mighty’ desire 
to know what kind of a thing Methodism® at? Chester 
was. 

I found about two thousand people gathered together 
in a field near the railroad station ; a waggon stood under 
some green elms at one end of the field, in which 
were ten or a dozen men with the look of Methodist 
preachers; one of these was holding forth to the 
multitude when I arrived, but he presently sat down, 
I having,.as I suppose, only,come in time, to hear the 
fag-end of his sermon. Another succeeded: him; «who, 
after speaking for about half an hour, was succeeded 
by ahother. All the discourses were vulgar and ‘fanatical, 
and’ in ‘some ‘instances unintelligible atleast to my 
ears.’ There was plenty of vociferation, ‘but not ore 
single burst’ of ‘eloquence. | Some’ of ‘the’ assembly 
‘appeared’ to take considerable’ interest? in what’ was” 
said;’ and every now and ‘then showed they idid by 
devout hums and groans; but the generality evidently 
took ‘little ‘or none, staring about’ listléssly, ‘or’ talking: 
to’ one another.’ Sometimes, ‘when’ anything particu- 
Jatly ‘low escaped’ ‘from’ the mouth: of ‘the speaker, 

| 
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‘heard exclamations of.“ how low! well,'I think I could 
preach better than that,” and the like. ‘At length 
“a maniofiabout ‘fifty, pock-broken ‘and’ somewhat bald, 
began to speak:') unlike>'the — others’ who’ screamed, 
shouted, and ‘seemed! in earnest, he spoke in a? dry, 
-waggish style, which had:all the coarseness and nothing 
lof the cleverness“ of that» of*old Rowland Hill, whom 
Isionce ‘heard)* After a-great many jokes,-some ‘of them 
very poor, andothers* exceedingly thread-bare, on’ the 
‘folly:of those'who ‘sell themselves ‘to the’ Devil’ fora 
dittle’temporary enjoyment, he introduced: the ‘subject 
of drunkenness, ‘or! rather! drinking ‘fermented ‘liquors, 
which» ‘he seemed | to! ‘consider ‘the same ‘thing and 
many. a sorry’ joke on the folly of drinking them: did 
her crack,:which some: half-dozen amidst’ the:‘concourse 
_applauded:2: At) length he said :— 

is SAftdne all, ‘brethren,'such> drinking ‘is.:no roles 
“matter, for’ itiis: the root: of all: evil. “Now, brethren, 
ifsyou ‘wouldiall-get to heaven, and cheat the enemy 
_of your souls, never go into~a~public-house to ‘drink, 
'-and never «fetch any drink from‘a public-house).’ Let 
| nothing: pass:‘your! ‘lips; in’ the shape: of drink, stronger 
»than «water :or:tea. |) Brethren, if you would cheat ‘the 
Devil, take ithe pledge’ and | become teetotalers, © I 
‘am. a): teetotaller: aniy self, ‘thank sa ena pet 5k once! I 
owas: aoregular| lushington.” 

(002 /Here -ensued>a)burst of laughter in which: I’ joined, 
though not at the wretched joke, but at the absurdity 
of, the argument; \for, according \to that argument, I 
‘thought my old: friends ‘the Spaniards and Portuguese 
must bethe:most moral’ people in the world;' being 
almost: all «water-drinkers;» As the speaker “was pro- 
‘ceeding ‘with his’ nonsense, I heard someone say 
| behind: -me=-‘a ‘pretty: fellow. that, to ‘speak against 
drinking: and: »public-houses : ‘he -ptetends'| to be® re- 
. smmamae vbut»he ‘is: still) as) fond of 'the: lusho:as: ever. 
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t);.was pally the other tied saw him, oii out,.of 
@ginishop.” . 5:1] sd isd3 astted toserq 
Now. :that;speéchsI did not like, feiii I saw! ationce that 
it could not be,true,so1 turned:! quickly, ound and said-+ 
“ Qld chap) I, can scarcely: creditithat!? bas betvorde 
athe, iman,-whomod »addressed, ;ai: Jrough-and-ready- 
cs fellow, of, the lower, class, seemed:half disposed 
to, (return; me -a,|savagen answer; :-but, anb:Englishman 
ofthe, lower. \class} though» you: call-hisowond incquestion, 
is \neversavage with ,you;:-provided) you seall) him,iold 
chap, and) he,.considers)you::by your dress; tobe! this 
superior |.in station.» Now!) ];:who; had called::the: word 
‘of this man in question; had called thimooldschap, and 
was considerably |bétter {dressed than:himself; so, after 
a little, hesitation,:;he /became: quiteogentlée;,andssome- 
thing more, for he saididnod chalf-apologetic:: tone 
‘Well, osir,:il did inot) exactly :seeishith thyself! but a 
particular \friénd ‘ofs mine heer'd -al) maniisay} that: he 
heer'd ariother//manisay, that he was/toldi:that a»man 
heerfd thatthat fellow —eVini og iovert elsroe am yy to 
5.f' Comepccomeé!? saidod, ai manimustsinotybe con- 
victed:: om: evidence: like!) thats: '/novomamschas”i more 
contempt for the.doctrine which! that)man :endeavours 
ito inculeate-thannmyself,ifor Ioconsiderit to! have been 
igot)up partly fori fanatical,’ partly for political purposes ; 
but I will never believe that ‘he wasilatélysSeenicoming 
outioof! alo gin- shiopoytl he:| is) toojcwise} or “rather | too 
gunning; fotithattud xo), bedotsiw sdiots tom Meuerls 
Avstayed listening toi eee people: till evening: was 
at, hand, Jnthen)left;:them;|iand: without returning: ‘to 
thecinh'istvolled over! the; bridge toothesgreen, where 
the tents stood;: I:went up2to:/thém:s two lwomennsat 
at theo entrance vofone ; a omanstodd bythem)»: and 
the:children,- whom: Li hag. before} seen, were gamibolling 
-near:| ab} hand») Qnewof : the women was about» forty, 
ithe other:some! jtwenty:years younger > bothtweremely, 
{ 
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The younger waS)ia° rude) stupid-looking eréatute;' with 
red’cheéks ‘and ' redder ‘‘hair;-but thefe! ‘was'a dash ‘of 
intelligence and likewise of wildness in the cbtifiter~" 
ance of the elder female, whose | ‘complexion and@ ‘hair 
werérather dark, The man was about the same ‘age 
asthe lelder'woman ;*he had rather'a ‘sharp look; and‘was 
dressed in hat, nebist: frock-coat,; ‘corduroy’ breeches, long 
stockings and shoes.’ iY gave them the séal of the evening. 
lo Good evening to your haner,” said thé man4+“'Good 
evening otolyou)' sit?! said! the! womany ‘whilst the 
yourger citiumbled® something, probably’ 66) ‘the Uae 
effect, but which I did not nes 

Artie weather,” said Te! som yoy ob tsa i i 

2 Very, isin’ said’ the | bide fernalé!’ Won't ‘you 
Siewss to sit down?” and reachitig’ ‘back irito’ the’ tent, 
Pak pulled out a stool which shé'placed tear me. 

» Psat? ddwn''on the’ stool.) “You! are viot ftom! these 
‘bats P*said Ty addressing myself to the man: aseimis 

et Wel ake divers — Herien" 8 saitd en man’s ewellate 
ae Afeland2ovo7l wo Stig 91 
eu Ande this" fad ssid i motioning! fe ay heal 
to the elder female, “is, I suppose, your: wife.” 

“She is, your hanefy: andthe a iitdsey tine ae 
haner bese are'my” thilazeh, S419 A 
_ “And who is this yaoaney sete said 1 ohh 
, to'tlie ‘unicouthooking' girl: ca mot 
_ bssThe young ‘lady,ias your vari is: sueisée to call “her! 
‘48’ daughter’ of ‘a ‘sister of mine! who'is' now dead, along 
with her husband. We have her with ‘us, your: haner; 
because iP we didnot she Would 'be dloiie ih’the world.” 
4 “And what trade or profession do yow follow? ” ae 1 
anda do’ bit itethe 'titikeridg line, your haner.”: 
: oF “Do'you find tinkering a’ very! ‘profitable ole i 
peaid Iyer) “MoemithasdoDrorlist to seo es 

“Not very, your haner's ut we? ‘contrive’ ‘to! get a 
_etust and aidrink: by’ eq oeodd ot Jeong luhswog 4 
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“ That's more than. I ever could,”. said I,, by 

“ Has your-haner, then ever followed, tinkering? se said 
the man. 

“Ves,”. said I, “ but I soon left off”) rr 

“And..became a. minister,’ said the elder calc 
“Well, your honour.is not, the first indifferent: tinker 
that’s turned out a shining minister.”, 

“Why do you.think mea minitcutl . 

“ Because your honour has. the very look andi voice of 
one. Oh, it was kind in your honour to,come.to us here, 
in, the Sabbath evening, in order.that YON might, sabe 
us God.” 

“What do you mean by bringing you God?” said: he 

“Talking to us about good things, sir, and inspeucting 
us out of the Holy Book.” = at 

“JT am no minister,” ‘said I. +] it fi 

“Then you are a. priest; I am. sure “on are ites a 
minister or a priest’; and now that I look on: you, sir, I, 
think you look more like a'priest than a minister., Yes, 
I see you are a priest. Oh, your Reverence,| give, us 
God! Pull out the crucifix, from WOUE bosom,,and, let us 
kiss the face of God!” ‘serve valle 

“Of what religion are you?” pee I. ; . 

. Catholics, your Reverence, Catholics.are we 2 all.” Be cl 
» ‘1 am_no priest.” [yoy sc acta 

“Then you are a minister ; I ot coke jaa a 
priest or a;minister.. Oh sir, pull-out the Holy, Book; and 
instruct us’ from. it this, blessed Sabbath | evenings uGiva 
us God, sir, give us God!”. ,.., ieapshoned 

“And, would you, who are Catholics, listen. ere the 
voice of a minister ?” iy 

‘That, would. we, sir; at least if owl a If ‘cura a 
minister, and a'good, minister, I. would; as,,soon, liste to 
your words as those of Father Toban himself.” |, {. 

“ And,who is Father Toban.?,” , oor ren 


“ A powerful priest in these parts, )sir, mi has more 
(3 
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than once eased me of my sins, and given me God upon 
the cross, Oh, a powerful and comfortable priest is 
Father Toban.” 
“ And what would he say if he wete to know that you 
asked for God from a minister?” 
: oR do not know, and do not much care; if I get God, 
I do not care whether, I. get Him from a.minister, or a 
priest; both have Him, no doubt, only give Him in 
different, ways. -Ohsir, do, give us God; we need Him 
sir, for we are sinful people ; ie call ourselves tinkers, but) 
many is. the sinful thing 
»“ Bi-do-hosd ;” said the man: Irish eee tantamount 
to “ Be silent’! » . 
“Twill not be hushed,” said the woman, speaking 
English. “The man is a good:man, and he will:do us 
no harm. We are tinkers, sir; but: we do many things 
besides «tinkering, many sinful ‘things, especially in 
Wales, whither we are soon: going again. Oh, I want to 
_ be eased of:someofimy sins before Igo into. Wales: 
again, and so-do you, Tourlough, for you know how you 
_ are sometimes haunted by devils: at night) in’ those 
_ dreary Welsh hills. Oh sir, give us: ‘comfort in “some: 
_ shapevor other;:either as priest or minister; give us God! 
Give us God!” 
“Tam neither priest. ‘nor “minister,” said, I,“ sis can 
only say: Lord have mercy upon you!” Then getting 
up) I flung the children some money and departed. 
{We do ‘not want your money, sir,’ screamed the 
woman. after me ; we have plenty of money. ae us 
God! Give us God!” 
 } “Yes; your hanes said the:man, “give us God! we 
do not want money ;” and the uncouth girl said some-) 
thing, which’ sounded mucho like Give: us God!) but I 
hastened, across the meadow, which was now quite dusky;: 
and was anaes in’ the inn dee omy wife and: 
daughter. . 
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CHAPTER Vi, desentaias oe 


Welsh Book Stall—Wit and Foe Were of Chester Beam poy 
M orning—Noble Fellow—The Coi ling law ton am. 
Church—Welsh or se ?—Codiad’ yr pete jon ob I 


tod: 3 desig 
ON! the» afternoon of “Monday I sentimy. ceils off by 
the! train to Llangollen): which; place: we! hadodetermined: 
to make our head-quarters during our stay iin’ Wales. st: 
intended ‘to! follow them nextiday, not: in ltrainy but! 6n 
foot, as by walking I should be better able ito-see! the! 
country, between Chester: and: Llangollen; than ! by 
making the: journey by >the » flying vehicle. “‘AsooP 
returned to:the inn from’ the: train’ Ii took «réfuge ‘from ‘ai 
shower inoone of the’ rows:or covered streetsjitto which; 
as! Ivhave already said, one» ascends: by flights of steps’ 
stopping atia book-stallI took wpa book: which chanced! 
to» beva: Welsh one. \ The: proprietor, a short red-faced= 
man, observing me:reading: the! book, a oa ifdceould: 


understand iti: I told him that L‘could.iii’ dele Vi yiseh 

‘| If so,” vsaidi-he; i$ fet me: hear you frog the —_ 

lines on the title-page.” ‘tbo weer eviz) 
“Areryoyla!Welshmanri’nsaidil2:cing 1odtion ms P. 
§Tiam h4che. replied. moda b> brock nygel iyino 


“Good! :said I, andil eden ints English the two! 
lines | which: were’ a couplet »byEdmund: Price, an/old 
archdeacon of Merion, celebrated in his, day fot switandy 
poetry. ‘hooves evn idbood 

»Théman then asked: me! from-what: partiof;Walés I 
came;-and:when I told:him»that: I was:an: Enghishman> 
was evidently offended, either’ because’ he: didinotvbelievé! 
me, or, as'I;more incline to)think, did not approverofian! — 
Englishman’ssunderstanding-Welsh. \!icee1q esw bas 

The book was the life of the Rev. Richards, and:was 
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published ,,at ‘Caerlleon,: or,,the city of the legion, the 
appropriate ancient,British name for the place now called 
Chester, a legion having been-kept stationed there setts 
the occupation of Britain by the Romans. 

-Ireturned-to thei jinn and, dined; and, then yearning 
for society; descended -into, the kitchen. and, had | some 
conversation with the! Welsh maid. She told:'me' that 
thete:were a great many! Welsh in Chester from all parts 
of Wales, but chiefly from Denbighshire’ and Flintshire, 
which |latten was herjown, country. That a great many 
children’ were born)in» Chester of Welsh parents, and 
brought upiin the ‘fear of God and love of the Welsh 
tongue. That there were. some:who.had never: been in 
Wales; who»spoké as) good Welsh as herself, or better. 
That;the Welsh of, Chester were of various religious) per- 
suasions ;. that: some were Baptists, some Independents, 

_ but’ that’ the! greater. part | were Calvinistic-Methodists; 
that:she'sherself was’ a.Calvinistic-Methodist,;: that! the 
different persuasions had their different}chapels, in which 
God was prayed to in Welsh; that there were wery few 

- Welsh) in; Chester: who| belonged, to.|;the ‘Church’ of 

England, and that the Welsh. in 'generaldo. not) like 
Church of England, worship;2 aso I should: soon: find df; J 
went into, Wales. 

io late; ino the evening I direated my. steps. across “thi 

‘bridge to the green, where I shad ,discoursed/ with the 
“rishi itinerants; I wished. to have\some! more iconversa- 

tion with them respecting their’ way of life, and, likewise, 

_ as:they, had’ so/strongly:desired’ it, toi give them: a little 

| Christian comfort, for my consciénce reproached, me «for 
my) abrupt: departure..on.the | preceding, evening.” ‘On 
re: ‘atthe: green; however, I found::them gone, and 

—notraces: of:them: but the mark ofitheir fire:and:a: little 

| dirty straw. l, returned uae tne and versed, to wee 
| intiod ; mwel tésol ts} 

bo Early: ithe next» morning I idagatien frotin Chester fet 
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Llangollen, distant about twenty miles; I /passed over 
the noble bridge and proceeded along a broad and 
excellent road, leading in a direction almost due south 
through pleasant meadows. I felt very happy—and no 
wonder; the moming was beautiful, the birds»san¢g 
merrily, and a sweet smell proceeded from the new-cut 
hay in the fields, and I was bound for Wales. I passed 
over the river Allan and through two villages called, as 
I was told, Pulford and Marford, and ascended>a hill; 
from the top of this hill the view is very fine/ic To the 
east are the high lands of Cheshire, to the west the bold | 
hills of Wales, and below cn ial ie es 
wood and water, green meads and arable fields. = 
“You may well look around, Measter,*» said 44 _ 
WaTToner, wha, coming from the direction im which > 
I was bound, stopped to breathe his team on ‘the-top_ 
of the hill; “you may well look around there’ isn't 
such a place to see the country from, far and mear, as 
where we stand. Many come to this place /tovlook 
about them” > 78 2a. 
1 lookll atthe? sskayanid-Uhodeheccieen 
a more powerfullooking fellow ; he was about six fed 
two inches hich, immensely broad im the shoulders, 
and could hardly have weighed less than sixteem stone 
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I once fit with a Welshman at Wrexham, he came from 
the hills, and was a real Welshman, and shorter than 
myself by a whole head and shoulder, but he stood up 
against me, and gave me more than play for my money, 
till I gripped him, flung him down and myself upon 
him, and then of course t’was all over with him.” 
“You! are a ‘noble fellow;” said I, “and'a credit to 
Cheshire, Will you have’ sixpence to drink ?” 

“Thank you, Measter, I shall stop at Pulford, and 
shall be’ glad to drink your health in a jug of ‘ale.” 

I gave him sixpence, and descended the hill on one 
stile while «he, with his team, descended ‘it’ on ee 
other: . 
“A genuine Saxon,” said I; “I daresay just like 
many of those who, under Hengist, subdued the ‘plains 
of Lloegr and Britain. Taliesin called the Saxon race 
the Coiling’ Serpent. He had better have called it the 
Big Bull... He was ‘a noble ‘poet, however: what 
wonderful lines, upon the whole, are those in his pro- 


_ phecy, in which he speaks of the Saxons and Britons, 


and of the result of their struggle— 
Sp2 Dinos, |.sac) oui 

““ A ‘serpent which coils, 

. And with fury boils, 
Ba hioneyrersl'y rom Germany coming with arm’d wings spread, 
"~~. © Shall subdue and shall enthrall- 
~ The broad Britain all, 
ny serbih the Lochlin ocean to Severn’s es 


ape ‘And British men 

uaa) Shall be captives then 

ee To strangers from Saxonia’ s, strand ; 
They shall praise their God, and hold 
Their language as of old, 

But except ale ;Wales ace shall lose their land.” 


int ed pit {Lieeehipaets say esi ta leaie a) very 


"ean bral at: the principal, inn, for I) felt rather 
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hungry, after ja. morning’s;walk.of|ten miles, I; walked 
about. the, town, The, town, is reckoned, aj Welsh} town, 
but its appearance,is not Welsh-its. inhabitants | have 
neither the ook nor, language of, Welshmen, and, its 
name shows, that. it. was foundedby, some, Saxon ad: 
venturer, Wrexham being a Saxon,compound} signify+ 
ing the home or habiteMen' of Rex or/Rag, and identical, 
or nearly so, with, the Wroxham.,of East; Anglia. .| It!is 
a stirring bustling place, ‘of much. traffic, and.jof.several 
thousand Faliehinte Its. most) remarkable, object. is 
its church,|which stands. at the. south-western) side.. To 
this church, after. wandering for;some time -about the 
streets, I repaired. The tower is quadrangular, and) is 
at least’ one hundred feet; high ;,it, has on its«summit 
four! little turrets, .one).at each. ‘corner; between’ each of 
which, are-three ‘spirelets, the middlemost; of. the three 
the highest. ,The,.nave (ofthe) church is: to, the east ; 
it. is. of two stories, both crenulated at he, top. || Iawished 
to, see} the interior, of -the..church, but found) ,the! gate 
locked. Observing a-group of idlers. close; at hand with 
their backs against a. wall, I went, up,,to, them,, and, 
addressing myself to one, inquired whether I could see 
the church. “Oh yes, sir,” said' ithe oman 4.'\“the clerk 
who has the key lives close’‘at’ hand';:one’of us shall 
go and fetch him—by: thé: -bye, T'may as well'go" ‘myself.” 
He moved slowly away. He. was a large. bulky man 
of about the middle age, and. his companions,were about 
the same age and size as himself. I asked them if they 
were Welsh. “Yes, sir,” saidone} “T suppose we are, 
for they call us Welsh.” 'T asked! if any’ of them could 
speak Welsh., . “No, sir,” said the man, “ fall ‘the Welsh 
that any of us know, or indeed wish to, know, is ‘Cwrw 
da’” Here there-was:ageneral:laugh: »Cwrwda signi- 
fies good ale. I at first thought that the words might 
be’ intended ‘as a‘hint ‘for: ‘a'treat, but'was isoomeconvinced 
of the ‘contrary! .-There)'was noigréedy expectation in 


ji 


HTANO| WREXHAM ‘CHURCH 29 


his eyes, ‘nor, indéed,in' those /of his’¢ompanions, though 
they ‘all looked ‘as’ if they ‘were*fond: of good ale. I 
inquired whethéer‘much Welshiwas spokefiin’ the ‘town, 
and was told very little. | When ‘the' man returned with 
the! clerk: I thanked ‘him:>’He !told me’ I was welcome, 
and then wert ‘and-léaned with! ‘his ‘back ‘against’ ‘the 
wall!° He’and his mateswere ‘probably'a set of boon 
companions enjoying the’ air after a°night’s ‘botit’ at 
dtinkingo’ I) was’ subséquently: told that''ally the people 
of Wrexham are! fond of good'ale.’ ‘The clerk unlocked 
the® church odoot, ‘and conducted: mein.’ The ‘interior 
was modérn, but inno” respects ‘remarkable. - ‘The ¢lerk 
informed ‘me that” there 'was’’a Welsh’ service’ every 
Sunday afternoon in the church, but’that few’ people 
attended, and:'those few were dihiede entirely from the 
country.’ He said ‘that neither ‘he nor the clergyman 
were natives of! Wrexham. Hei showed .mé‘the Welsh 
Church Bible, and at my request read a few verses: from 
the sacted' ‘volume.’ ‘He | seémned’ a highly’ intelligent 
_ fhanjovl gavehim something, which appeared’ to | be 
 fiore’than he expected, and departed, after’ “i ig of 
him the road to’ Llangollen. ' 
I crossed a’ bridge, for there is a peidgél ind a ‘stream 
too at Wrexham. ‘The road at’ first ‘bore due west, but 
_ speedily) took’‘a ‘southerly direction: “I ‘moved rapidly 
over ’art undulating country; a region of'hills, or rather 
of tiéuntains “lay on my right hand/'' At the entrarice 
of @ small . a ee ae dpc a woman — 
ine for charity.'” I eat 
Si" Are you Welsh or ErietisH? said I. Tt 
_ “Welsh,” she replied; “but I speak both Lanehianes, 
as do all the people here.” 
I gave her a halfpenny ; she wished me luck, and I 
- proceeded. I passed some huge black buildings which 
aman told me were collieries, and several carts laden 
_ with coal, and soon came to Rhiwabon—a large village 
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about half way between Wrexham and, Llangollen. I 
observed in this place nothing remarkable, but an 
ancient church. My way. from hence lay nearly west. 
I ascended a hill, from the top of which I looked down 
into a smoky valley. I descended, passing by a great 
many collieries, in which I observed grimy men work- 
ing amidst smoke and flame, At the bottom of the 
hill near a bridge I turned round. A. ridge to the east 
particularly struck my attention ; it. was covered with 
dusky edifices, from which proceeded thundering sounds, 
and puffs of smoke, A. woman, passed me going towards 
Rhiwabon ; I pointed to the ridge and asked its name; 
I spoke English. The woman shook her headiand_ re- 
plied “Dim Saesneg.” 

“This is as it. should be,” said iste myself ; “] now 
feel I am in Wales.” ‘I repeated the question in. Welsh, 
“Cefn, Bach,” she replied—which signifies the little 
ridge. 

“Diolch iti,” I replied, and. proceeded. on my way. 

I was now in a wild valley—enormous hills were on 
my right... The road was good, and above it; in the side 
of a steep bank, was a causeway, intended. for, foot 
passengers. It was overhung with hazel. bushes. I 
walked along it to its termination which was at Llan- 
gollen. I found:my wife and daughter at the principal 
inn. . They: had already taken, a house.’ We dined 
together at the inn; during the dinner we had music, 
for'a Welsh. harper stationed in the passage played 
upon his instrument “Codiad yr chedyam 2Hs {Obra 
surety,” said I, “I am in Wales!” Py ; 
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CHAPTER VI 
Liaagollen Wyn Ab Nudd—The Dee—Dinas Bran. 


THE northern’ side of the vale of Llangollen is formed 
by .certain enormous rocks called the Eglwysig. rocks, 
which, extend from’ east to west, a distance of about 
two miles. The southern side is formed by the Berwyn 
hills:; The!valley is intersected by the River Dee, the 
origin of which is.a deep lake near Bala, about twenty 
miles to the west.|., Between the Dee and the Eglwysig 
rises: a lofty hill, on the top of which are the ruins of 
Dinas Bran, which, bear no slight resemblance to a 
crown. The upper part of the hill is bare with the 
exception of what is covered by the ruins; on the lower 
part there are inclosures and trees, with, here and there, 
a/grove or farm-house.. Qn the other side of the valley, 
to the’ east of Llangollen,.is'a hill called Pen y Coed, 
_ beautifully covered with trees of various kinds ; it starids 
between the river and the Berwyn, even as the hill of 
Dinas Bran stands between the river and the Eglwysig 
tocks—it does not, however, confront Dinas Bran, which 
stands more to the west. 

Llangollen is a small town or large village of white 
bebe with slate roofs, it contains about two thousand 
inhabitants, and is situated. principally on the southern 
_ side of the Deé: At its western end it has an ancient 
bridge and a modest unpretending church nearly jin its 
centre, in the chancel of which rest the mortal remains 
of aniold bard called Gryffydd Hiraethog. From some’ 
_ of the: houses’ on' the southern side there is a noble view 
. Dinas Bran and its mighty hill forming the principal 
objects.) The view from the northern part of the ‘town, 
which is indeed little, more than’ a. suburb, is not quite 

81 


32 WILD WALES [cHaP 


so grand, but is nevertheless highly interesting. The 
eastern entrance of the vale of Llangollen is much wider 
than the western, which is overhung by bulky hills. 
There are many pleasant villas on both sides of the 
river, some of which stand a considerable way ‘up the 
hill; of the villas the most noted is Plas Newydd at the 
foot of the Berwyn, built: by twoolrish ladies: of high 
rank, who resided in it for nearly half a century, and 
were celebrated throughout ribet by oe name ie the 
Ladies of Llangollen. wd 

The view of the hill of Dinas Bran, fol tie Sutheetin 
side of Llangollen, would be much ‘more complete were 
it not for a bulky ‘excrescence; towards «its base, which 
prevents the gazer from’ obtaining a completes view: 
The name of Llangollen signifies the! church ‘of! Collen} | 
and the vale’ and village take their name’ fromthe 
church; which ‘was originally dedicated’ to: Saint Collen) 
though ‘some, especially | the neighbouring «peasantry; 
suppose that Llangollen is‘a compound of'Llanya church; 
and Collen, a -hazel-wood, ‘and’ that ‘the church was 
called the church of ‘the hazel-wood ‘fromothe ‘number 
of hazels in ‘the» neighbourhood. Collen, according ‘to 
a legendary life, which exists of him in: Welsh} was'a@ 
Briton by birth; and’ of illustrious’ ancestry He served: 
for some time abroad as a soldier against>Julian: the: 
Apostate, and slew a Pagan champiom who challeriged 
the best man! amongst the Christians: ©Returning ‘to his! 
own country he devoted ‘himself to'religion, and: became! 
Abbot ‘of Glastonbury, ' but’ ‘subsequently‘ retired toa, 
cave on the side of a mountain, where he livedia lifeiof 
great austerity) “Onceas he was lying’ im hisiicell he 
heard two men: out abroad discoursing about Wym Ab 
Nudd, and saying that he was king of the Tylwyths Tem 
or‘ Fairies, and “lord of 'Unknown;: whereupon: Collen. 
thrusting ‘his head ‘out of'his cave''told them to) hold 
their tongues, for that Wyn Ab Nudd and hisihost ‘were 
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ae devils.|) At-dead\of night he heard. a knocking 


at the door;,and.on his) asking who:was: there, a voice 
said: “I ama messenget' from Wyn Ab Nudd, king of 


Unknown, and.I.am come to summon ‘thee to» appear 
before. my master, to- “thonrems at mid-day, on the top: of 
the hillvisidw: io bru 

Collen did not go—the next night fies was sth same 
Lisekieg) and, thersamé) message.’: Still Collen: did not 
go.,, The; third, night) the messenger:.came again and 
repeated his summons, adding that if he did:not go it 
would,,be the! worse, for, him; The next! day) Collen 


_made.some- holy; water, put\it into a: pitcher) and» re- 


paired to| the top ofthe hill; where: he saw a: wonderfully 
fineicastle; attendants in magnificent liveries, youths and 
damisels dancing with nimble feet,;and a man of honour- 
able presence before: the gate, who: told ‘him that) the 
king was)expecting him to dinner. Collen: followed the 
man, inte,the castle; andbeheld the king on a throne of 
gold, .and, a. table magnificently spread | béfore him! 


The king welcomed ‘Collen, and begged: him» to taste: of 


\ 


the,dainties on| the table, adding that ‘he hoped: that in 
future hejwould, reside with him:,) “1 will sa eéat/of the 
leayess of the forest,” said ‘Collen: 

i Did. you, ever, see men: better dressed?” F sali the 
fans «than: my, attendants here in red: and blue? ” 
/ Their dress.is, good) enough) aus Collen;:  consider- 
ing what, kind ‘of dress it, is.” 

re What-kind: of dress is it?” said the king. 


Collen replied: “The red on the one :side ‘denotes 


burning, and the blue.on;the other'side denotes freezing.” 
Then drawing forth his sprinkler, he’ flung the holy 
water,in the faces, of the king and: his people, whete- 
upon) the }whole/ vision: disappeared, so that there was 
neither castle;nor |attendants, nor youth nor ‘damsel; :nor 
musician -with: his music; nor : banquet, nor ea to 
bei seen save ithe: green) bushes. ud t 
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The valley of the Dee, of which the Llangollen 
district forms © part, is called: in ‘the’ British tongue 
Glyndyfrdwy—that is, the valley of the Dwy or : Dee. 
The celebrated Welsh chieftain, ‘generally known as 
Owen Glendower, was ‘surnamed after’ this valley, the 
whole of which belonged to him, and in which he had 
two or three places of strength, though his’ general 
abode was a ‘castle in Sycharth; a valley to the south- 
east of the Berwyn, and distant about twehee taltes from 
Llangollen, . 

Connected with the Dee there is a wonderful Driidical 
legend: to: the following ‘effect. ‘The’ Dee springs from 
two) fountains, high up in’ Merionethshire, called Dwy 
Fawr and Dwy Fach, or the great and little Dwy, whose 
waters’ pass: through’ those of the lake of Bala without 
mingling with them, and come out at its northern ex- 
tremity. These fountains had their ‘names from ‘two 
individuals, Dwy Fawr and Dwy Fach, who escaped 
from the Deluge, when all the rest of the human race 
were drowned, and the passing of the waters’of the two 
fountains through the lake, without being confounded 
with its: flood; is emblematic of the salvation of the* two 
individuals from the Deluge, of which the lake is a type. 

‘Dinas Bran, which crowns the top of the ‘mighty hill 
on the northern: side of the valley, isa ruined! strong: 
hold of sunknown ‘antiquity..:°The name is generally 
supposed to signify Crow Castle, bran being the British 
word for crow; and flocks. of:crows being’ frequently seen 
hovering over -it. It!may, however, mean the éastle’ of 
Bran. or Brennus, or the castle above the ‘Bran, a ‘brook 
which flowsat its foot.| . iiwsib: fod T 

‘Dinas Bran was ‘a place quite titpregndbtel inthe old 
time, and:served as a retreat to Gruffydd, son of Madawg 
from! the stage of his: countrymen)! who ‘were incensed 
against him because, having married Emma, the daughter 
of James Lord Audley, he had, at’ the: instigation of his 
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wife’ and father-in-law, sided) with Edward: the: First 
against his own native sovereign. But though: it could 
shield him: from his foes, it could not preserve him from 
remorse and the stings of conscience, of which he speedily 
died. 

At present: the place consists only ofa few: ruined 
walls, and probably consisted of little more two or three 
hundred years. ago: Roger! Cyffyn a Welsh bard, who 
flourished: atthe beginning of the seventeenth century, 
wrote» an englyn upon: it, of which the following: is a 


-opigheneelia P15) 


——— 


oy  Gone,. gone are thy. gates, Dinas Bran on the height ! 
Apel tig warders are blood-crows and ravens, I trow ; 
Now no 6ne will wend from the field of the fight 
To'the fortress on high, save the raven and crow.” 


oo oponeicienege Vil 


° _ Poor Black Bi cunts Rergncuticona Wak Impudence! 


THE house or cottage, for it was called a cottage though 
it consisted of two stories, in which my he had pro- 


cured lodgings . for us, was. situated in the Northern 


suburb. Its front was towards a large perllan or orchard, 
which sloped down gently to, the banks of the Dee ;. its 
back was, towards the road leading from Wrexham, 


. behind which was a high bank, on the top of which was 
oy canal called in Welsh the Camlas, whose commence- 


ment was up the valley about two miles west, .A little 


way up the road, towards Wrexham, was the, vicarage 


and a little way down was a flannel factory, beyond 
_ which was,a small inn, with. pleasure grounds, kept by 
1 an ‘individual who had _ once Pern, a gentleman’s servant 


- 
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The! mistress: of the ‘house»wasvia highly: respectable 
widow, who, with a servant maid» was\to wait upon us. 
It wasias agreeable a place in ‘all mob as’ ‘people like 
ourselves could desire. Digi 
As I and my family sat at tea in our aad an hour 
or two after we had taken possession jof our ‘lodgings,’the 
door of the room andi that of the: entrance to the house 
being open, on account’ of the fineness: of the weather, 
a’ poor black cat entered hastily, sat down ‘on the!carpet — 
bythe table, looked up: towards: us; and mewed piteously — 
I never had seen so wretched a looking creature)’ It was — 
dreadfully attenuated, being little more than skin and 
bone, and was sorely afflicted with an eruptive, malady. 
And here I. may) as well relate, the history, of this cat 
previous to our arrival which I subsequently;learned by 
bits and snatches. It had belonged to a previous vicar 
of Llangollen, and had been left behind at his departure. 
His successor brought with him dogs and cats, who, con- 
ceiving that the late vicar’s cat had no business at the 
vicarage, drove it forth ‘to! seek! another home, which, 
however, it could not find. Almost all the people of the — 
suburb were dissenters) as ‘indeed weré the generality ‘of 
the people of Llangollen, and knowing the cat to bea 
church cat, not’ only would not’ harbour ‘it, but did all 
they could to make’ it’ miserable ; whilst ‘the ‘few who 
were not dissenters, would not receive it into their houses, | 
either because they had cats of theit own, or ‘dogs, or Sit 
not'want a cat, so that the cat had no home and'\ 
dreadfully persecuted by nine- “tenths of thé subtizh. (oe 
théré never was a cat so persecuted as that poor Chiukeh 
of England animal, and solely. on account of the’ opinions 
which ‘it was Supposed | to ‘have imbibed in the’ house | 
of its late master, for I’ never could learn that the dis- 
séniters of ‘the suburb, nor indeed of Llangollen: in general, | 
were i in the habit of persecuting other cats ; ‘the cat was | 
a Church of England’ cat, and that was ‘neHeh x: : ‘stone 
(3 
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it, hang it) drown it!:were'the cties of almost'everybody. 
Tf the workmen‘of the flannel factory, all of whom were 
Calvinistic: Methodists; chanced ‘to get aiglimpse of it in 
thesroad ‘fromthe! windows of ‘the ‘building, ‘they would 
sally forth ima! body,and with sticks, stones; or for want 
offother! weapons, with Clots of horse dung; of which there 
was /always'' plenty ‘on ‘the road, ‘would ‘chase it up: the 
high ‘bank or perhaps over the *Camlas the inhabitants 
_of'a small street*between our house and the factory lead- 
ing fromthe road: tothe river;\all of whom: were’ dis- 
senters, ‘if they saw itomovine* about the perllan, “into 
_ which their ‘back windows looked; would’shriek and ‘hoot 
at it, and fling’ anything’of ‘no value, which ‘came ‘easily 
to hand; at the head’ or body ‘of the ‘ecclesiastical cat. 
The’ good: worian’ of ‘the’ house, who though’ a very’ ex: 
cellent persons'was'a bitter dissenter, whenéver she saw 
_ ip upon’ her’ ground “or heard ‘it’ was there, would make 
afterit; frequently attended by her’maidy Margaret, ‘and 
her youne Sonja" boy about ‘nine’ years of age; both of 
_ whom’ hated 'the'cat, and were’ always ready to attack it, 
either!alone /or*in'company;° and no wonder, the! maid 
being 'not'only’a dissenter, but 4 ‘class ‘teacher, and the 
boy not only a dissenter; but’ intended for the dissenting 
-ministry.® Where it got its ‘food,'arid' food’ it sometimes 
must have got; for! even'a ‘cat, an animal known to’ have 
nine lives; cannot live ‘without ‘food, was’ only known to 
_ itself, as was the place where it lay, foréven a cat must 
lie down sometimes; though a labouring man who 
occasionally dug in the garden told me he believed that 
in the springtime it ate freshets, and the woman of the 
house once said that she believed it sometimes slept in 
the hedge, which hedge, by-the-bye, divided our perllan 
from the vicarage grounds, which were very extensive. 
Well might the cat after having led this kind of life for 
better than two years look mere skin and bone when it 
made its appearance in our apartment, and have an 
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eruptive malady, and. also a bronchitic. cough, ~ for I 
remember it had both. How. it!).came to make its 
appearance there isa mystery, for it had never entered 
the house before, even when there were lodgers ; that: it 
should not visit the woman, who was-its declared, enemy, 
was natural enough, but why if it did not visit, her other 
lodgers, did it visit us? | Did instinct keep.it aloof from 
them? Did. instinct draw it towards us? . We gave jit 
some. bread-and-butter, and. a little tea with ‘milk and 
sugar. It,ate and drank.and soon began to! purr...) The 
good woman of the house was horrified when on coming 
in to remove the things she saw the church.cat on her 
carpet... “ What impudence!” she exclaimed, and made 
towards it, but on our telling her that we did)not.expect 
that it should be disturbed, she let it alone... A very re- 
markable circumstance was, that though. the,cat had 
hitherto been in the habit of. flying, not only. from, her 
face, but the very echo of her voice, it now, looked -her 
in the’ face. with perfect composure, as:much -as; to, say, 
“T.don’t fear you, for I.know that I.am:now: safe. and 
with my own people.” |It.stayed with us two hours. and 
then, went away. The next morning it returned. . To 
be short, though |it went away. every night, it became 
our own,cat, and.one.of our family. I gave it something 
which cured it of its eruption, and through good treat- 
ment.it soon lost its other ailments ‘and, began to looks 
sleek and bonny. 


CHAPTER VIII 


‘The Mowers—Deep Welsh—Extensive View—Old Celtic Hatred 
— Fish ey es Morgan. 


Ne EXT morning’ [setiout to ascend Dinas Bran, a number 
of children; almost ‘entirely girls, followed ‘me. I asked 
them why they cameafterme. ‘“In'the hope'that you will 
give us) Something,” said one in'very good English. I 
told them that Ishould give them ‘nothing, but they’still 
followed me. A ‘little way up ‘the hill I saw\some/men 
cutting hay. I made an observation to one of them 
tespecting the, fineness of ‘the weather; he’ answered 
_ civilly,,\and rested’ on his’ scythe, whilst’ the “others 
' pursued their:'work:) I asked him whether*he was a 
_ farming:oman })\ he-told«me that’ he’ was ‘not p'that’ he 
| generally worked: :at! the flannel manufactory, but that 
_ for some»days:'past hé had not been employed) there, 
| works being slack,:and hadon that account’ joined ‘the 
| mowers’ in order ‘to:earn afew shillings.’ Pasked -him 
how;it'was he’knew’ how: to’ handle a'scythe, not: being 
bred up a farming ‘man; he’smiled,’and said that, some- 
how or other, he: had laarae rondéoson 

»“Youw speak: very =~ soil cages said: I, i“ bade a 
much Welsh?” i: 
=| “ Plenty,” isaid> he; x I am a real Welshman.” 
oi) Can you read Welsh ?? said I. 

of Oh, yes!” he replied. 
“What books have you read?” ‘said Lo 
i “I have: read’ the pee ais o one or two other 
BhodhiaXs OTT f 
» Did you ever : deal the Bardd Owsg ?” said: I, 


He’ looked at-me with some’ ‘surprise: «“ No,”’said: he; 
30 
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after a moment or two, “I have never read it. I have 
seen it, but it was far too deep Welsh for me.” 

“] have read it,” said I. 

“ Are you a Welshman ?” said he, 

“No,” said 1; “I'am an Englishman.” 
.. “And how is on ” said he, “that, xo", can read Welsh 
without being a Welshman?” F 

“I learned to do so,” said I, “even as “you learned to 
mow, without being bred, up to farming) work.>ma 14” 

“Ah!” said he, “but it,is edsier,to learn! ; fa mow: sti 
to,read. the Bardd Cwsg.” 

“T. don’t think. that; said |, , ebro said = a 
scythe a hundred(times but I cannot mow!) mor! blot 

“Will..your honour take mine ee ae again?” 
saidjhe. », ysl genitive 

“No,” said ei “for yif I ustalee your; Scyiliees int ieee I 
must give you @ shilling, you know, by, mowérs’lawitvi9 

He gave..a' broad; grin}, and I proceededsup thevhill, 
When he rejoined his companions he-said something ito 
them) in Welsh, at: which they alljlaugheds Iteached 
the top.of thehill; the children’ still attending»meii4* +0) 

(The, view over the vale; is| very beautiful ; but! onmno. 

side, except: in the’ direction; of ‘the west, is iti veryvex: 
tensive ;, Dinas Bran being on all other sides overtopped 
by, other /hills: iin that) direction,; indeédj) the viewnis 
extensive enough, reaching) on) a: fine!day..evén :tovthe 
Wyddfa or peak of Snowdon,.a distance:of sixty miles, 
at least as some say, who perhaps ought to:add/to very 
good eyes, which miné are: not. | ‘The/day-that:Iimade — 
my first ascent of Dinas, Bran was Wery. clear, but Ido 
not think I saw the Wyddfa then from the’ top»of Dinas 
Bran. It is true I mightsee:it without knowing it) being 
utterly, unacquainted, with: it, except! bysname; but I 
repeat I do not think I saw it, and-I am quite sure that 
I did not! see it fromthe top’ of Dinas: Bran :on;a)subse- 
quent ascent, on a day, equally clear, whemif-I'hadegéen 
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the. Wyddfa I) must,-have| recognised: it, having been at 
its top... As,1 stood gazing atound, the) children danced 
about upon the grass,,and, sang.a, song. -The song was 
English,, I.descended:the hills. they followed me: to its 
foot; and then, left me...The children) of the lower class 
of Llangollen are great -pests.to!visitors., The best way 
to get rid. of them, is, to. give, them) nothing: I followed 
that plan, and was not,long troubled with them. 
, Arrived .at.the foot. of the, hill, I walked along, the 
bank of the canal to, the west. Presently, I) came to.a 
barge lying by.;the. bank ;) the boatman. was in it: I 
entered into conversation’, with him. He told) me that 
the canal.and its branches,extended over.a great part of 
England. That the. boats) carried -slatesthat' ‘he had 
frequently gone} as far,as Paddington by the canal—that 
he was.generally|three weeks on, the journey—that; the 
- boatmen sand. their. families lived, in. the little cabins aft 
—that the boatmen were, all ,Welsh—that. they. ‘could 
read. English, but little or no, Welsh—that English was 
a much,‘more easy, language,to read than Welsh—that 
_ they passed. by many towns, among others Northampton, 
and, that he, liked. no) place. so..much. as: Llangollen. >I 
proceeded till I came to\a place, where some people were 
putting, huge. slates into, a, canal,boat.;; It;was near a 
| bridge which crossed the Dee, which, was onthe left: L 
_ stopped) and entered into.,conversation. with one, who 
| appeared)to be the principal, man. | He told me amongst 
. other|things, that, he ,was.a, blacksmith from the neigh- 
| bourhood of, Rhiwabon, and that}the, flags were intended 
i _ for the flooring of, his. premises. ..In the boat was ani old 
| bareheaded, bare-armed fellow, who presently joined. in 
| the. conversation, in, very,,broken! English. ./He) told: me 
| that, his, name, was: Joseph Hughes, and; that he!-was:a 
; real Welshman and: was, proud. of being so ; he expressed 
a great dislike for. the, English, who he said were in’ the 
i habit.of making Bue of him and, ridiculing his: language; 
| B* 
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he said that all the fools that he had known were 
Englishmen. Itold him that all Englishmen were not 
fools ; “but the greater part are,” said ‘he. “Look how 
they work,” said I. “Yes,” said he, “some of them are 
good at breaking stones for the road, but not more than 
one in a hundred.” “There seems to be something of 
the old Celtic ‘hatred to the ‘Saxon in’ this _ fellow,” 
said I to myself, as walked away. DI 

I proceeded till I came to’ the head of the canal, where 
the navigation first commences. It is close to a weir, 
over which the Dee falls. Here there isa little flood- 
gate, through which water rushes from an’ oblong pond 
or reservoir, fed by water from a corner of the upper 
part of the weir. On the left, or south-west side, is’ a 
mound ‘of earth fenced with stones which is the com- 
mencement. of ‘the bank of the canal.’ The pond or 
reservoir above the floodgate is’ separated’ from the 
weir by a stone wall on the left, ‘or south-west ‘side. 
This pond has two floodgates, the one already mentioned, 
which opens into the canal, and another, on’ the other 
side of the stone mound, opening ‘to the lower part of 
the weir. ‘Whenever, asa man told me who was standing 
near, it is necessary to lay the bed of the canal dry; in 
the immediate neighbourhood for thé purpose of making 
repairs, the floodgate to the’canal is closed, and the one 
to the lower part of the weir is opened, and then the 
water from the pond flows into! the Dee, whilst a sluice, 
near the first lock, lets out the water of the canal into 
the river. The head of the canal is situated in’a ver) 
beautiful spot. To the left’ or south is’ a lofty hill 
covered with wood. ‘To the right is a beautiful slope or 
lawn on the top of which is'a pretty villa, to which you 
can get by a little wooden’ bridge over the ‘floodgate’ of 
the canal, and indeed forming part of it’ Few things are 
so beautiful in their origin as this canal,’which, Bes it 
<nown, with its locks and its aqueducts, the iprandetisl ‘of 
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which last is the stupendous erection near Stockport, 


which by-the-bye filled my mind when a boy with 
wonder, constitutes the grand work of England, and 
yields to nothing in the world of the kind, with the 
exception of the great canal of China. 

Retracing my steps some way I got upon Te river's 
bank and then again proceeded in the direction of the 
west. I soon came toa cottage nearly opposite a bridge, 
which led over the river, not the bridge which I have 
already mentioned, but one much smaller, and consider- 
ably higher up the valley.. The cottage had several 
dusky outbuildings attached to it, and a paling before it. 
Leaning over the paling in his shirt-sleeves was a dark- 
faced, short, thickset man, who saluted me in English. » I 
returned his ‘salutation, stopped, and was soon in con- 
versation with him. I praised the beauty of the river 
and its banks: he said that both were beautiful and 
delightful in summer, but not at all in winter, for then 
the: trees and bushes on the banks were stripped. of 
their leaves, and the river was a frightful torrent.. He 


asked me if I had been to see the place called the 


Robber’s Leap, as strangers generally went to see it... I 
inquired where it was. 

“Yonder,” said he, pointing to some distance down 
the river. © . E 

“Why is it called the Robber’s Leap?” said I. 

/ It is called the Robber’s Leap, or Llam y Lleidyr,” 
said he, “because a thief pursued by justice once leaped 
across the river there and escaped. ' It was an: awful 


| leap, and: he well deserved to escape after taking it.” 
| I told him that I should go and look at it on some 
| future opportunity, and then asked if there were many 
| fish inthe river. He said ‘there were plenty of»salmon 


and trout, and that owing to the river being tolerably 


| high, agood many had been caught during the last few 
days. I asked him who enjoyed the right of ‘fishing 
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in the river: He said: that in these -parts’ the! fishing 
belonged to two or three proprietors, who! either pre- 
served the fishing for themselves, as they best: could: by 
means of keepers, or let it out! to. other people ;' and 
that many individuals came not only from England; 
but from' France and Germany and even Russia for the 
purpose of fishing, and that the keepers» of the -pro- 
prietors. from whom they purchased) permission ito fish, 
went with ‘them, to: show them: the best :places; andi :to 
teach them’ how ‘to: fish.::: He added ‘that there was: a 
report that the: river would shortly becrhydd or free 
and‘open to ‘any one. | Iosaid that it» would be a bad 
thing to fling the river open; :as in that event the: fish 
would be killed at all times and: seasons, and ‘eventually 
all destroyed. «He replied that he questioned whether 
more fish would be taken then than: now,'and «that I 
must not imagine that. the fish were: much» protected 
by what was’ called. preserving’;.. thatthe: people’ to 
whom ‘the lands’ inthe neighbourhood! belonged;! and 


those. who: paid! for fishing did not: catch a -hundredth- 


part ‘of the fish which were caughtiin thei river :that 
the .'proprietors» went with: their) keepers; and «perhaps 
caught two or three stone of fish, ori that» strangers 
went) with ‘the keepers; whom they! paid for ‘teaching 
them how to fish, and perhaps caught halfa-dozen 
fish, and that shortly -after othe keepers: would ‘return 
andi icatch on their own account! sixtystone:of | fish 
from the very’ spot’ where the ‘proprietors .or ‘strangers 
had) great -difficulty. in catching two’ or:three; Stone or 


the half-dozen) fish, or the poachers would go and:cateh _ 


asyet greater quantity,, -He) added! that: gentry! did 
not understand how to catch fish, and that; to attempt to 


presérve) was nonsense. I) :told -him that if the: river | 


was; flung-open everybody would fish’; he; saidthat I, 


was } much: mistaken, that:-hundreds;,who!.were now 
poachers, would then'keep at home, mind. their proper 
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trades, and)never:use line: or! spear; ‘that folks: always 
longed to, do'what they were forbidden, and that Shimei 
would never have ‘crossed the brook provided ‘he had 
not been told he should: be hanged if he did. That he 
himself had: permission ‘to fish in. the river. whenever 
he pleased, but never availed himself of itj:though in 
his young time, when he had no leave, he had been 
an arrant poacher. 

The manners and way of speaking of this old person- 
age put me very much in mind of those of Morgan, 
described by Smollett in his immortal novel of “ Roderick 
Random.” I had more discourse with him: I asked 
him) in. what line of business he’ was, he told..mei that 
he sold coals..“From his ‘complexion,.and the hue of 
his shirt, I had already concluded that he was in some 
grimy trade! I then inquired of what religion he was, 
and ‘yeceived for ‘answer ‘that he was a Baptist.’ '} 
thought that both himself and ‘part of ‘his apparel would 
look ‘all’ the’ better ‘for’ a good’ immersion. “We talked 
- SO? the War ‘then raging—he ‘said it was between the 
false prophet ‘and the Dragon. I asked’ him who’ the 
Dragon ‘was—he ‘said the Tue. I told him that! thé 
Popé’ was’ far’ worse thaii either the’ Turk or ‘the Russian, 
that’ “his religion was’ the ' vilest idolatry,” arid ‘that’ He 
would let no’one alone. That it'was ‘the Pope who 
drove’ his fellow ‘religionists ‘the Anabaptists’ out of the 
Netherlands’ Heasked me ‘how long’ ago "that “was. 
Between two and’'three hundred years I! replied. ‘He 
asked me\the meaning of the word Anabaptist’; I' told 
_ him; whereupon’ he expressed ereat ‘admiration © fot 
my understanding, ous said that, he, hoped he should 

see me again. . (1 

I inquired al hice to pale splened ches pile led ; he told 
me that if I passed over it, and ascended a ee bank 
beyond, ¥ should find myself on the road fiom Liangol len 
to Corwen’ and that if T'wanted tb’ ¢o°to ‘Tangollén { 
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must turn to the left. .I thanked him, and: passing over 
the bridge, and ascending the bank, found myself upon 
a broad road. I turned to the left, and walking briskly 
in about half. an hour reached our cottage in the 
northern suburb, where I found my family and: dinner 
awaiting me, 


CHAPTER “IX 


The Dinner—English Foibles—Pengwern—The Yew-Tree—Carn- 
Lleidyr—Applications of a Term. 


FoR dinner we had salmon and leg of mutton; the 
salmon from the Dee, the leg from the neighbouring 
Berwyn. The salmon was good enough, but I had 
eaten better; and here it will not be amiss to say, that 
the best salmon in the world is caught in the Suir, a 
river, that flows past the beautiful town of Clonmel 
in Ireland. As for the leg of mutton it was truly 
wonderful ; nothing so good had I ever tasted in the 
shape of a leg of mutton. The leg of mutton of Wales 
beats the leg of mutton of any other country, and I had 
never tasted a Welsh leg of mutton before. Certainly 
I shall never. forget that first Welsh leg of mutton which 
I tasted, rich but. delicate, replete with juices derived 
from the aromatic herbs of the noble Berwyn, cooked 
toa turn, and weighing just four pounds. 


“*O'its savoury smell was great, 
Such as well might tempt, I trow, 
One that’s dead to lift his brow.” 


Let any one who wishes to eat leg of mutton in, perfec- 
tion go to Wales, but mind you to eat leg of mutton only, 
\ 
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Welsh leg of mutton is superlative; but with the 
exception of the leg, the mutton of Wales is decidedly 
inferior to. that of many other parts of Britain, 

Here, perhaps, as I have told the reader what. we ate 
for dinner, it will be as well to tell him what we drank 
at dinner. Let him know then, that with our salmon 
we drank water, and with our mutton ale, even ale of 
Llangollen; but not, the best ale of Llangollen; it was 
very fair ; but I subsequently drank far better Llangollen 
ale’ than that which I drank ‘at our first, dinner in 
our, cottage at, Llangollen. 

In the evening I went across the saitlegnse and. strolled 
along in.a south-east direction. Just as I had cleared 
the suburb a man joined me from a cottage, on the top 
of a high bank, whom I recognised as the mower with 
whom I. had held discourse in the morning... He saluted 
me! and asked me if I were taking:a walk, I told him I 
was, whereupon he said that if I were not too proud to 
wish to be seen walking with,a poor man like himself, he 

should wish to join me. | I.told him I should be glad of 
_ his company, and that I. was not ashamed to be seen 
walking with any person, however. poor, who conducted 
himself. with propriety.. He replied that I must be 
very different;.from) my. countrymen) in general,| who 
were ashamed to be, seen walking with any people, 
who were not, ‘at least, as’ well-dressed as themselves; 
I said that my country-folk.in general had a great 
many admirable qualities, but at the same time a great 
many foibles, foremost amongst which last. was’a crazy 
admiration for what |they called gentility, which made 
them sycophantic to their superiors, in. station, and 
extremely insolent to those whom they considered below 
them. .He said’ that I. had spoken. his very thoughts, 
and. then asked me whether I,wished to be taken the 
most. agreeable walk near Llangollen. 

On my replying byt all means, he led me saat the road 
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to the south-east. A pleasant road’ it’ nplovast on our 
right at some ‘distance’ was the mighty’ Berwyn ; ‘close 
on our left the hill called Pen y' ‘Coed. IT asked him 
what was beyond the Berwyn?’: (2G 

“A very wild country, indeed,” he seiieal ise consisting 
of wood, ‘rock, and river; in fact, an anialwch.”' >” 

He then asked if I knew the meaning of‘anialwch: 

“ A wilderness,” I replied, “ you we Fisk oe eae in 
the Welsh Bible.” 

“Very: true, sir,” said he, “it was dhieré: I mét it, but 
I did not know the meaning of it, till it was fiers 5 
to me by one of our teachers,” ; 

On my inquiring of what religion he was, ‘he told me 
he was a Calvinistic-Methodist: 900) S90) 8 Given 

We: passed an ancient building’ which inadods ‘on ‘our 
tight.» I ‘turned round to look: at/it. Its’ back' was to 
the road: at its eastern end was a fine! arched window 
like the oriel window of a church. STS 

“That ‘building,” ‘said © my companion,“ ig vealed 
Pengwern Hall. It: was once a convent of nuns’ !a 
little time ago'a farm-house, but is now'used'as ‘a barn, 
anda place of stowage. Till lately it belonged to the 
Mostyn family, but they disposed of it; with the farm ‘on 
which ‘it stood; together with ‘several ‘otherifarms; ‘to 
certain people’ from ‘Liverpool, who now live “yonder,” 
pointing ‘to a house a little wee abet on. aT ae 
looked at the edifice. Isat) 

“You seem: 'to yale ag tte old. building? said my 
companion: . 

“Ti was not’ sidintind it,’ said ri “TT was thinking of 
the difference between’ its ‘present and* former state! 
Formerly it’ was a place’ devoted to ‘gorgeous idolatry 
and obscene lust; now it is a\ quiet’ old ‘barn in which 
hay and ‘straw ‘ate ‘placed, and*broken tumbrels’stowed 
away: surely the hand of God is visible here?” 8 )o1 


“Ip is so, sir.” said’'the man in’ a respectful ‘tone, — 


4 
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“and so lit is:in another: place! in) this neighbouthood. 
About ithreé miles from here; in the north-west part of 
the valley, is an old edifice It’ is now: a farm-house, 
but was once'a. splendid abbey, and was called 

“ he abbey of the vale of the*cross,” said I, “I have 
read a deal about it.. Iolo Goch; the bard of your’ cele- 
brated heto;:Owen Glendower, was buried somewhere 
in its’ precincts.” 

We went on: my companion took me overt a’ stile 


' behind the house which he had pointed out, and along 


a path through hazel coppices. After a little time I 
inquired whether there were any Papists in Llangollen. 

No,” said he, “there is not one of that family at 
Llangollen, but I believe there are some in Flintshire, 
at ‘a: place: called: Holywell,» where there is a‘ pool or 


fountain, the waters of which it is said they worship.” 


“And? so ‘they do,” said I, “true’to the old) Indian 


“superstition, of which their religion is nothing but a 


modification. ‘The Indians’ and sepoys worship’ stocks 
and stones, and’ the’ river’’'Ganges, and ‘our Papists 


_ worship stocks and stones; holy wells and’ fountains,” © 


He put some questions to me about the’ origin of 
nunsvand friars:: I told him they originated’in India, and 


madé him laugh heartily by showing ‘him’ the original 


identity of) nuns and nautch-girls, begging priests and 
begging Brahmins. We passed ‘by a small house with 
an enormous Aik -tree before it; I asked ‘him who lived 
there. 

“NO one,” he resptied “it is to let. It ‘was’ originally 


‘a cottage, but the proprietors have furbished it up a 


little, and call it Yew-tree Villa.” 
“1 suppose they would let it cheap,” said I. 
» “By no means,” he replied; x astlhe ask a SER pelinds 
a year for it.” 
“What could have induced them to ‘set: apes a Tent 
upon it?” I demanded. IBA 
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“ The yew-tree, sir, which is said to be the largest in 
Wales, ‘They hope that some of the grand gentry will 
take the house for the romance of the yew-tree, but 
somehow or other nobody has taken it, though it has 
been to let for three seasons.” 
We soon came to a road leading east and west. 
“ This. way,” said he, pointing in the direction of the 
west, “leads back to Llangollen, the other to Offa’s 
Dyke and England,” . ai . 
We ‘turned to the west: He ihe if I beltivienet 
heard before of Offa’s Dyke. 
“Oh yes,” said I, “it was built. by an, old mate 
king » called Offa, against the) incursions of the 
Welsh.” I moll 
“There was,a time,” said, my companion, pica ‘it 
was customary for the English to cut off the ears of 
every Welshman who.was found to the east of the dyke, 
and. for the Welsh to hang every’ Englishman) whom: 
they found to, the west \of it... Let us: be thankful that 
we are now more humane ‘to each other..; We are now 
on the northside, of Pen y' Coed. Do onion leapt ithe 
meaning, of Pen y Coed, sir?” 
“Pen y Coed,” said I,;,“means the ead ob te wood. 
I suppose that in the old time the, mountain looked over 
some extensive forest, even as the nunnery of Pengwern 
looked originally over an alder- paw anep, for Pender 
means the head of the alder-swamp.” ft 
“So it does, sir, I shouldn’t wonder if you condi tell 
me, the, real,,meaning of a word, about; which I have 
thought /a, good ‘deal; and about »which I was ponaline 
my oe last night as I lay in bed.” i 
“What may it be?” said I. . ecqia ih? 
i Carn-lleidyr,” he replied: “now, ‘sir, do; you. know 
the meaning of that word?” “deen 
tos$ [think I;do,2saids hy faci! 

“What may it be, sir?” 
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“First let me hear what you conceive its meaning to 
be,” said I. 

“ Why, sir, I should say that Gagne -lleidyr is an -out- 
and-out thief—one worse than a thief of the common 
sort. Now, if I steal a matrass I ama lleidyr, that is a 
thief of the common sort; but if-I carry it to a person, 
and he buys it, knowing it to be stolen, I conceive he is 
a far worse thief than I; in fact, a carn-lleidyr.” 

“The word is a double word,” said I, “compounded 
of carn and Ileidyr., The original meaning of carn is a 
heap of stones, and carn-lleidyr means properly a. thief 


: without house or home, and with no place on which to 


rest. his head,’save the carn or heap’ of stones on the 
bleak top of the mountain. For a long time the word 
was only applied to a thief of that. description, who; 
being without house and home, was more desperate than 


other thieves, and as savage and brutish as the wolves 


and foxes with whom he occasionally shared his. pillow, 


| the carn. In course of) time, however, the. original 


meaning was lost or disregarded, and the term carn- 


léidyr was applied to any particularly dishonest: person. 


At present there can be no impropriety in calling..a 
person who receives a matrass, knowing it to be stolen, 


_acarn-lleidyr, seeing that he is worse than the thief who 


stole it, or in calling a knavish attorney a carn-lleidyr, 


| seeing that he does far more harm than a common pick- 


pocket ; or in-calling the Pope so, seeing that ‘he gets 
huge sums of money out of people by pretending to be 


| able to admit their souls to heaven, or to: hurl them to 


the other place, knowing all the time that he has no’such 
power; perhaps, indeed, at the present day the term 
carn-lleidyr is more applicable to the Pope than to any 


' one else, for he is certainly the arch thief of the world. 


| So much for Carn-lleidyr. But I must here tell you that 


the term carn may be applied to any who is particularly 


_ bad or disagreeable in any respect, and now I remember, 
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has been applied for centuries both in prose and poetry. 
One Lewis Glyn Cothi, a poet, who lived more than’ 
three hundred years ago, uses the: word carn in/ the 
sense of arrant or exceedingly bad, for in “his abusive 
ode to the town of Chester, he says that the women 
of London itself were never more carn strumpets’ than’ 
those of Chester, by: which he means’ that ‘there: were 
never more arrant harlots in the world than those: of 
the cheese capital. And the last of your great poets, 
Gronwy Owen, who flourished about the middle of the 
last century, complains in’a letter to a friend, whilst 
living in a village of Lancashire, that he was amongst 
Carn Saeson. He found all English. disagreeable 
enough, but those of Lancashire particularly so—savage, 
brutish louts, out-and-out John Bulls, and priecvia he 
called them Carn Saeson.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said) my companion ; “I now 
thoroughly understand the meaning of carn.:> When- 
ever I go to Chester, and a dressed-up madam» jostles 
against ‘me, I shall call her carn-butein, The Popevof 


Rome |!’ shall in future term carn-lleidyroy byd, or the © 


arch thief of the world): And whenever: I see: a stupid, 
brutal Englishman’ swaggering about Llangollen; and 
looking down upon us poor Welsh, I shall sayito myself 


Get home, you carn’ Sais! Well, sir, we are now siear — 


Llangollen; I must turn ‘to the left. You go straight 
forward. I never had such an agreéable: walk; in’ se 
life.’ May I ask your name?” ore entadoss 

I told him my name;.and asked him) for his.| 


Laff oe miner ” he replied. nt omg terkh Hicivias 


nf Tso me? sng 


seib 10 bad 4 
rae | 


| 


“CHAPTER x 
pee Perwyn-—Mountain ee ae Barber’s se 


ON ‘ee ee nosaas I strolled up the Berwyn on 
the» south-west of the town; by a. broad winding path, 
which. was' at, first very, steep; but by, degrees» became 
less, so... When I had, accomplished about three. parts 
_of the ascent I.came toa place where the road, or path, 
divided, into,,two.. I, took the one to the. left, which 
seemingly led to:the top of the. mountain, and_ presently. 
came to a cottage from,which a dog.rushed. barking 
towards me; an old woman, however, coming tothe, 
door, called; him back... I) said, a. few. words, to) her in 
Welsh, whereupon in broken. English she. asked. me.to 
enter the cottage and) take a glass of, milk... I went, in 
and sat down, on;a,chair which a, sickly-looking,. young 
woman, handed to me... Ijasked/her in English who she 
was, but. she,,made|,no answer, whereupon . the. old 
woman told, me that.she,was.her daughter and had.no 
‘English. ;,1,then; asked | her..in, Welsh; what\ was the 
matter),with, her, she replied, that, she, had.the cryd. or 
ague,..The old. woman now brought me a glass of milk, 
and said i in the Welsh, language. that she hoped, I siaald 
like it. What further conyersation we had.was. in, the 
Cambrian tongue. ; I asked the name. of the, dog,.who 
was now, fondling, upon me, and was. told that his.name 
was Pharaoh.) I inquired | if they, had any. books, and. 
was shown two, one;a common Bible, printed, by.,the 
Bible Society, and the ,other,a volume. in, which. :the 
beok, of prayer of the, .Church of England was bound up 
with the . Bible, , both _printed ,at Oxford, about ,the 
) middle, of the ik, century... I ‘found that both mother 
and, daughter were. Calvinistic-Methodists. iy After 2a 
: : “68 
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little further discourse I got up and gave the old 
woman twopence for the milk; she accepted it, but 
with great reluctance. I inquired whether by following 
the road I could get to the Pen y bryn or the top of the 
hill) They shook their heads, and the young woman 
said that I could not, as the road presently took a turn 
and went down. I asked her how I could get to the 
top of the hill. “Which part of the top?” said she. “Tr 
goruchaf,” I replied. “That must be where the barber’s 
pole stands,” said she. “Why does the barber’s’ pole 
stand there?” said I. “A barber was hanged there a 
long time ago,” said she, “and the pole was placed to 
show the spot.” ''“ Why was he hanged ?” said I. “For 
murdering his wife,” said she. I asked her some 
questions about the murder, but the only information 
she could give me was, that it was a very bad murder 
and occurred a long time ago. I‘had observed the pole 
from our garden, at Llangollen, but had concluded that 
it was a common flagstaff. I inquired the way to it. It 
was not visible from the cottage, but they gave me 
directions how to reach it. I bade them farewell, and 
in about a quarter of an hour reached the pole on the 
top of the hill. I imagined that I should have a 
glorious view of the vale of Llangollen’ from the ‘spot 
where it stood; the view, however, did not answer ‘my 
expectations. - I returned to Llangollen by fieatly the 
same way by which I had come. 

The remainder of the day I spent entirely with my 
family, whom at their particular request I took in the 
evening to see Plas Newydd, once the villa of the two 
ladies of Llangollen. It lies on the farther side of the 
bridge, at a little distance from the back part of the 
church. ‘There is a thoroughfare through’ the’ grounds, 
which are not extensive. Plas Newydd or the New 
Place’ is a‘ small gloomy mansion, with a curious dairy 
6n ‘the right-hand ‘side, as you go’ up ‘to it, anda 


x.J A WELSH FARMHOUSE 55 


remarkable stone pump. An od man whom we met 
in the grounds, and with whom Ientered into conversa- 
tion, said that he remembered th: building of the house, 
and that the place where it now itandsiwas called: before 
its erection Pen y maes, or the lad of the field. 


ee a APTI . XI 


_ Welsh Farm-House—A Poet’s Granison—Hospitality— Mountain 
__ Village—Madoc—The Native VYalley—Corpse Candles—The 
Midnight Call. 


MY curiosity having been’ ratier excited with’ respect 
to the country beyond the Berwyn, by what: my friend; 
the intelligent: flannel-worker, had’ told me about it, I 
determined to go and see it. Accordingly on Friday 
morning I set outi' Having passed by Pengwern Hall 
I turned up a lane in the’ direction of ‘the south, with a 
_ brook on the right running amongst hazels, I: presently 
arrived at a small farm-house standing on'the left with 
a little'yard before it. Seeing a woman at the door I 
asked her in English if the road’ in which’ I:was would 
take me across the mountain—she ‘said it would, and 
forthwith cried to a man working in a field who. left his 
work and came towards us. “That is my Sag ch 4 
said she ; “he has more English than’ I.” | 
‘The man ‘came up and addressed mein very good 
English: he had’a brisk, intelligent look; and was about 
sixty.’ I'repeated the question, which'I hadput to his 
wife, and he also said that by following the road I could 
get across the mountain. “We soon got into conversa- 
tion. He told me that the little’ farm in which ‘he lived 
belonged to the’ ‘persori' who ‘had’ bought Pengwern Hall. 
He said that he was a good kind of gentleman, but: did 
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not like the Welsh. asked him, if the gentleman. in 
question did: not like he Welsh, why, he came. to (live 
among them. » He smil:d, and I then: said that) I. liked 
the Welsh very much, nd was particularly fond: of their 
language. | He asked ne whether J, could read; Welsh, 
and on my telling him | could, he said that if I would 
walk in he would show ne a Welsh book. I went with 
him and his wife into a neat kind of kitchen, flagged 
with stone, where were several young people, their 
children. I spoke some Welsh’'to them which appeared 
to give them great satisaction. The man went to a 
shelf and taking down a 300k put it into my hand, It 
was a Welsh book, and the title of it in English was 
“Evening Work of the Welsh.” It contained the lives 
of » illustrious Welshmen, commencing; ‘with: that .of 
Cadwalader: . I.read.a page of it aloud,,while the family 
stood round and wondered: to hear a Saxon. tead their 
language. I entered, into discourse with the man-about 
Welsh poetry’ ‘and repeated. the famous: prophecy. of 
Taliesin about the Coiling Serpent. I,asked him. if the 
Welsh shad any poets.at, the. present’. day, |) “Plenty,” 
said he, “ and good, ones—Wales can never. be without,a 
poet.” Then. after.a pause, he said Sha be was the 
grandson.of a great poet. si] deilan ib web hesles 
“Do you bear his name?” said 2 i} pacts ean sist 
“Tido,” he replied... . . | botio chitwrdixe 
“What may it be?” mso bets 
“ Hughes,” he answered. fi fa bi 
“Two of the name. of.\Hughes have, baeas pees "said 
ls one was:,Huw, Hughes, generally termed the: Bardd 
Coch, or red) ‘bard; he was.an . Anglesea. man, ,and 
the friend..of Lewis Morris -and | Gronwy .Owen—the 


other was Jonathan Hughes; where;he. lived I know. not.” 


i“ He lived) here,-in-this;;very house,’, said the man. 


“ Jonathan. Hughes, was), my. Grandiasasiig vand..as jhe © 


spoke his eyes flashed, fire.) boos © oxy onl tert biseie tk 


1 


(a 
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of Dearome!isaidol poh tead'some of his’ pieces 
thirty-two vyears!ago:lwhen «I was'/a vlad’ in “England: 
I. think: Iocan ‘repeat:some'of the lines.” I then repeated 
a quartet which I chanced to remember, !0" 
ftAlbh” saidithe!man, “I sée you knéw’ his’ poetry. 
Come sintosthe next room and I ‘will show you his 
chair:”!! He led me into asléeping-room ‘on the ‘right 
haridy wherein a cornershe showed me an’ antique 
thrée-cornered)iarm=chair:’ “That chair,’ said he, “my 
' grandsire!ywon® at “Llangollen, “at an’ Eisteddfod ‘of 
Bards.» Warious ‘bards recited their’ poetry,’ but my 
grandfather: won, the: prize. ‘Ah, ‘he’ was‘ a ‘good ‘poet. 
- Hetalso:won'a: Api of: euseere Seite at‘a ce ‘Of 
bards in London?” «i. 
We teturned to: me kitchen, where I fouid! the’ aod 
woman ‘of ithe ‘house waiting with'a plate of bread-and: 
butter in one hand; and‘a glass'of buttermilk ‘in’'the 
other-+shei‘ipressed' me}‘to':partake of both—I drank 
| gomerof -the:buttermilk, which was ‘excellent, ‘and’ after 
| aplittleimore 'discourse’ shook the kind’ pedplé ‘by® the 
- handvandiithanked:'them “for their hospitality:’ “As I 
“was about to:depart! the man ‘said’ that’ I should ‘find 
| the lane farther up*very wetj‘and that" I had ‘better 
mount through’ afield at) the back of the’ house: ‘He 
| took: mesto agate, which he opened, and’ then pointed 
| out! the:way which I! must pursue. As T went away 
_ hensaidithat; both»he and his: family should ‘be always 
| Happy !itoséee:ime at Ty yn’ y’Pistyll, which WErds, 
interpreted, are the house by the'spout of water.) 
_ odswent! up the: field: with the ‘lane’ on my tight; down 
_ which ran aorunnel of water, from which ‘doubtless ‘the 
| house derived sits ‘name.' soon came to‘an uihenclésed 
| partiof the iountain’ covered’ with! gorse’and'' whin, 
| andstill proceeding’ ‘upward’ reached a “road; ‘Which i 
. learned was the main road from Llangollen 
| over the shill. | I-wa's' notilong-in gaining the top which 
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was, nearly level... Here-I stood for some’ time: looking 
about, me, having the: vale of Llangollen to the north 
of me,,and.a deep. valley abounding with woods ‘and 
rocks to the south. 

Following,,the road oto the south, whi. sdadlivally 
aa iad, I. soon came to a place where a road 
diverged, from the straight! one to;the left. A's the:left- 
hand road. appeared.to lead; down a romantic valley 
I followed, it. The.scenery was; beautiful--steep hills 
on each side. Qn the right was 'a deep: ravine, down 
which ran,a.brook; the hill beyond :iti:was covered 
towards the top, with{a wood, apparently of/oak,' between 
which and, the,ravine,,were» small -green: fields...’ Both 
sides of the ravine were fringed with trees, chiefly ash, 
I..descended the -road, which’) was) zigzag: andi steep, 
and.at last arrived, at ‘the bottom ofthe -valley, where 
there. was a.small hamlet.. On) thelfurther:side of ithe 
valley to the east was)a steep) hill on »which were ia 
few houses——at) the foot,of the hill was a brook ‘crossed 
by, an jantique, bridge.of a single arch... <directed’ my. 
course to the)bridge,.and after looking over thé parapet 
fora; minute jor, two; upon, the -water. below, which was 
shallow and; noisy, ascended a: road:which: ded» up the © 
hill : a few scattered houses were on ‘each!-side. + I:soon 
reached the, top of. the. hill, where» .were: some: more 
houses,, those which I, had seen: from the valley below: 
Iwas in,a Welsh mountain village, which put’meimuch © 
in, mind) of the villages which \I had»strolled ‘through 
of old in Castile and. La Mancha; there werg) the same 
silence and desolation, here| as jeu away—the: houses 
were. built ,of; the same. material, namely »stone, I 
should. perhaps, have fancied myself for a'moment:-inia © 
Castilian , or,,. Manchegan,mountain:} pueblicito; but? for — 
the abundance, of,.trees, which ‘met: my eye; on! ue | 
aide, fa soi yinoupeegia 

In, tale up, shied mountain nee I saw no one, 
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and heard no; sound but ‘the echo of my steps amongst 
the ‘houses. .As | returned, however, I) saw a man 
standing at a:door—he was a short figure, about fifty, 
He had an old hat on his head, a stick in;his handj and 
was dressed in a duffel greatcoat. 

“Good-day, friend,”:said 13» “what be the name: of 
this place?” 
> Pont-Fadog, sir, is its name,-for want of a better.” 

“That's a fine name,” said 1; “it signifies, in English 
the bridge of Madoc.” . 

net so, sir ;) lL. see you know Welsh i 

“And'l see you know English,” said I. 0 
isi Very little, sini Iscan read -English much better 
than I can speak it.” i 

“Soecan>1) Welsh,” said I. “I suppose the village 
is named after the bridge. 16 

“No doubt it is, sir.” 

“Andewhy >was the bridge called, the bridge of 
Madoc?” said I. 

Because one Madoc built it, sir,” 

“Was he the son of Owain Gwynedd ?” said. 1. 

“ Ah, I see you know all about Wales,.sir,.) Yes, sir ; 
he built it, or I daresay ‘he’ built! it; Madawg ap. Owain 
Gwynedd. I shave read much:jabout -+him—he was a 
great sailor, sir,.and was the: first to:-discover! Tir y 
Gorllewin or America. Not many years ago his tomb 
was discovered:thete -with an:inscription in,old--Welsh 
—saying who he was, and how heloved the sea; 1 
have seen the lines which were found-on the tomb.” | 
» “So have LE,’ said. 1; “or at least those. which were 
Said to (be) found, ona. tomb: ahey run thus) in 
allan ey ” beddiships ho 


Yt 


biatch after sailing far I Madoc lie, 
Of Owain Gwynedd lawful ‘progeny : 
ne » The verdant land‘had ‘little charms for me 3!‘ 
', From earliest youth, 1,loved) the dark-blue sea.’”, 
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‘Ah, sir,” said the man, “I see you" sate all: about 
the son Yof. Owain Gwynedd.'') Well,* Sir, those ‘lines, 
or something ‘like them, were — ree the — ad 
Madoc in America.” oH 

“That I doubt,” said I. b s nb boeeabic 

“Do: you » doubt; sir, ‘that Madoc discovered 
America?” ‘SsoKhqe enlt 

“Not in the least,” said I;. “but I’ doubt*vety°mtch 
that ‘his tomb was ever discovered with: the insetiiption 
which you allude to upon it.” ghirdiodt 

“But it was, sir, I do assure you, antl the: dadelaellines 
of Madoc and ‘his people are. ‘still to be found!in:a part 
of America’ speaking the pure  iaith pss elie 
Welsh than we of Wales do.” vin 

“That I doubt,” said I. “However as idea is a 
pretty ah therefore cherish. it, —_ is! a beautiful 


country.” ; tduabovt? 
“Avery beautiful country, sir; there: is none! /more 
beautiful in all Wales.” ise 'S oobRV 
“What is the name al the river): whieh runs! ‘beneath 
the bridge?” it off ea WE» 
“ The Ceiriog, sir.” x nay Hoyos] iA 2 


“The Ceiriog;” said'I'} “the Ceiriog )”! 10 Ji Mind s 
“Did you ever hear the name before; 'sir 2?” boa yw) 
: “[ havecheard of the: Eos ra said y; “the 


Nightingale of ‘Ceiriog.” fi 10. Tiny sil ow 
~©That owas ‘Huw: Morris, ' he ‘was: called the 
Nightingale of Ceiriog.” 1. orb doftixse 
“ Didthe live hereabout ?” ¢ adiciad2 ove F 
“Oh no; sir; he ‘lived far away up tnikdale ‘the head 
of the valley; ata place called: Pont y»Meibion.” 0) bis 


“ Are you acquainted with his works ?” said I. deifga: ct 
“Oh yes, sir, at least with some of them. I have read 
the Marwnad on Barbara, Middleton, ;, and, howe the 
piece on Oliver :and -his meni.Ah,iiteisa ey pice 


that—he did ‘not like Oliver nor’his men > * ay 
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of Of, what’ profession, are you?” said I; are you a 
schoolmaster or apothecary ?” 

“Neither, ) sir, neither; I. am merely a, poor) shoe- 
maker.” 

“You know a great deal for.a sHOeinakbr? said I. 

“Ah, sir; there are many shoemakers’ in Wales \who 
know much-more than. I.” ... 

“ But notin England,” said I... “ Well, farewell,” 
| “Farewell,,sir., When. you have any boots to.mend 
or shoes, sir—I shall be happy to serve you.” 

“JT do not live in these parts,” said I. 
oo No, ‘sir; but.you are coming to live here,” 

“How ae you know that ?” said I. 
‘+. 1 know it very well, sir; you left these satus very 
young, and went far away—to the East Indies, sir, 
where you! made,a large fortune. in the» medical line, 
sit; you are mow coming, back to: your own valley, 
where; you will buy: a, property,.and settle down,,.and 
try to,recover your! language, sir, and your health,, sir); 
for ‘you)\are. not! the person you ‘pretend to! be, sir; I 
know you very well, and shall be happy to: work, for 
your”) 

MW ell * daislil, ‘if I ever settle down: here, [ shall: be 
happy to employ you.» Farewell.” 
»\dewent back the way, I. had. come, till I reached) the 
little hamlet,| ‘Seeing: a. small. public-house, |I entered it, 
A good-looking -woman, who: met me in the passage, 
ushered me into a neat: sanded, kitchen, s-handed me.a 
_ chair and inquired. my. commands:; .I;sat down, and 
told, her. to: -bring me: some ale; she, brought it, and 
then seated, herself, by,a bench close by, the door, 
Rather a;-quiet) place .this,”. said. I,‘ ‘have:! seen 
but: Se faces since) I.icame. over the: hill, and. bic is 
one.”)o> fbr Bay : 
hot "Rather. ds cates sir)” “said the © good woman, “one 
would. wish to bayere more visitors.” ) 
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“J suppose,” said I, “ “peapie from pores steer occasion- 
ally come to visit you.” 

»“ Sometimes, sir, for a datea but very: rarely 
—the way is very steep.” 

“Do the Tylwyth Teg: ever pay you. visitse? 

“The Tylwyth Teg, sir?” 

“Yes; the fairies. Do they. never come’ to havea 
dance on the: green sward in this neighbourhood 2” |” 

“Wery rarely, sir; indeed, ; do not a how: pa it 
is since they have been seen,” 

“You-have never seen them?” ©: 

“T have not,sir; but I believe there are er living 
who have.” 

“ Are corpse candles’ever seen on the bustle ot that 
river?” 

“JT have never heard: of more nee oné’ being seen, 
sir) and that was at a’ place where a’ tinker was drowned 
a few nights after—there came|downa flood; and’ the 
tinker in'trying to cross by the usual ford was drowned.” 
: “And :did'the candle Sp bemies I mean patio rane 
his death ?:” 

“Tt did, sir. When a person is to die tks candact is 
seen a few nights before the time of his death.” 

“ Have you ever seen a’corpse candle?” 

“] have, ‘sir; and as you'seem to be a’ parespectable 
gentleman, I will tell you all about it... When Iwasa 
girkl lived with my parents a little way from here. I 
had‘a cousin, a. very’ good young man, who lived with 
his: parents in: the neighbourhood’ of our ‘house. | He 
was an exemplary young: man, sir,:and having a con- 
siderable gift of prayer, was intended for the» ministry ; 
but’ he fell sick, and’ shortly became ‘very ill indeed. 
One ‘evening when he was lying in this state, as I) was 
returning home from milking, I saw a candle proceed- 
ing from my cousin’s‘house. ‘I:'stood still’and looked 
at it. It moved slowly: forward: for alittle way,'and - 


| 


t 


{ 
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then, mounted high in: the ‘air: above the wood, which 
stood ‘not: far in’ front’ of the house, and ber wl desig 
Just' three nights after that my cousin died.” . 

“ And!you think that) what yam saw’ was “his EONpSE 
candle >”! 

“]T do,sir! what ‘else shiobld it be?” 
“Are deaths: prognosticated by spa other means ree 
corpse candles?” 

“They ate, sir; by the: knockers;»and by a seg te 
natural voice heard at. night.” 

“Have you ever heard the es ‘or. the Beets 
natural voice ?” 

“T have not, sir; but my father atta masher who are 
now dead, heard once a supernatural voice, and knock- 
ing. My mother had a sister who was married like 
herself, and expected to be confined. Day after day, 
however, passed away, without her confinement taking 


_ place. .My mother expected, every moment, to) be 


summoned to her assistance, and was-so anxious about 


_her that she could not rest at night. One night, as she 
_ lay <in bed, by the’ side of her husband, between ‘sleep! 


ing and waking, she heard of a sudden’ a horse ‘coming 
stump, stump; up to the door. ‘Then there was"a pause 
icshe expected everyimoment to hear someone cry out, 
and tell her to icome' to her sister, but she’ héard no 
farther sound, neither voice nor stump’ of horse! She 
thought she had been deceived, ‘so,'without’ awakening 
her ‘husband 'she ‘tried: to go to sleep, but. sleep ‘she 
could not,’ The next night, at about the’ same’ timé, 


| she again) heard a’ horse’s feet come ‘stump, stump, up 


to the door. |: She now waked her husband and® téld 


i him to listen.o’ He didiso, and both heard' the stumping. 


_ Presently, the’ stumping ceased, and then’ there was ‘a 


“Joud “Hey!” \as\ if somebody wished ‘to'‘wake them. 


at Hey!” said my father, and’ they both lay’ for a 


minute. expecting) to ‘hear’ something more, but ‘they 
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heard nothing. | My father then sprang: out) of: bed, and 
looked out of the window ;,.it was: bright moonlight, but 
he saw nothing., The next night) as they layinobed both 
asleep, they were suddenly aroused by a loudiand terrible 
knocking. Out sprang my father from the bed, flung 
open the window, and looked out, but there was.no! one 
at the door. ._The next, morning, however, a: messenger 
arrived with the intelligence that my aunt had had a 
dreadful confinement with twins in’ the are and that 
both she and the babes were ‘dead.”» + 
“Thank you,” said I; and’ paying» for my ale) 're- 

turned to Llangollen. 


_ CHAPTER XII, 


A Calvinistic-Methodist—Turn for Saxon—_Our Congregation — 
“9g y Gyss yn “Catherine Lingo. Ayre 

1. HAD reuiced of the ead woman): of, thes pn in 
which, we lived, whether she: could not! procure va ‘person 
to. accompany, me occasionally in) my: walks, who: was 
well acquainted with, the strange nooks and.corners: of 
the |country, and who could. speakno; language ‘but 
Welsh;..as I, wished to: increase ‘my: knowledge ).of 
colloquial. Welsh) by» having a companion’ who!would 
be obliged, in| allo-he had to say to \me, tobaddress mé 
in. Welsh,.and|to:whom I should perforce! havecto reply 
in, that tongue. The;good lady had toldime that: there — 
was a.tenant of hers who: lived)in: one-of the) cottages, 
which looked) into. the) perllan, who, she! believed,would — 
be glad to go.with me, and was just the» kind of mami I 
was,in quest,.of., The day. after: I had ‘met'with the — 
adventures, which; I): have related in the préceding 
chapter, she informed. me: that the person in. question — 
i 
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was adi ti orders in the kitchen. . I told: her’to 
let me see him.) He presently .made his) appearance; 
He was about forty-five years of age, of middle:stature, 
and had a good-natured sa countenance: His; dress 
was poor, but clean.’ 
“Well, said I to him in Welsh, “are you the iar 
- who can speak no Saxon?” 
“Tn truth, sir, I am.” 
“ Are you sure that you know no Saxon?” 
//$irbd may know a few words, but 1 cannot converse 
in Saxon, nor understand a conversation in that tongue.” 
“Can you read Cumraeg?” 
“Tn truth, sir, I can.” 
“What have you read in iti?”’): 
of Inhave wwead, -sir; the Ysgrythyr-lan, till: I ohave’ it 
nearly at the ends of my fingers.” 
_ “Have vyoul read: ale else besides the holy 
Seriiptiwe 2” yoy ii 
“1 read’ the newspaper, sir, when kind ficeds lend it 
Ptalined’ ono itive Alsw ot | | 
Tin Ciedes ye 
if Yes,isirjin! Cumraeg. >I can tead Saxona nied but 
olde sufficient to understand:a Saxon. mewspaper:” 
“What newspaper do you read?” 
oo T read, sir) YroAmserau.” 
“Ts that a good newspaper?” 
“Very =e sir, it is written by avin men.” 
iafiWhovare they?” oc io!\sw { 
“They are our Enters: sir.” 
)\“ Of what religion: areryou? 1: 
Brot ‘At Calvinistic Methodist, sir.” 
| “Why are you of the Methodist religion aad 
_ “Because it is the true religion, sir.” 
* acYou! should not be bigoted.) {Tf I had more Coriitieg 
i ‘than. al shave, !Io would “prove: to ‘you :that: the) erie ‘true 
Epalizion is'that of the Lloegrian Churchiigusc. om oved. | 


C 
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“In truth, sir, you could not do that; had you all the 
Cumraeg in Cumru you could not do that.” 

“What are you by trade?” 

“1 am a gwehydad, sir.” 

“What do you earn by weaving?” © 

“ About five shillings a week, sir.” 

“ Have you a wife?” 

“T have, sir.” 

“Does she earn anything?” 

“Very seldom, sir; she is a good wife, but is generally 
sick.” 

“ Have you children?” 

“T have three, sir.” 

“Do they earn anything ?” 

“My eldest ‘son, sir, sometimes earns a few pence, cae 
others are very small.” 

“Wil! you sometimes walk with me, if I pay you »” 

“T shall be mays glad to walk with igi ire whether. 
you pay me or not.” 

“Do you think it lawful to walk with one of the 
Lloegrian Church ?” 

“Perhaps, sir, I ought to ask the celle of the 
Lloegrian Church esd he sesh it lawful to soins 
with the poor Methodist weaver.” 

“Well, I think we may venture to walk ‘with one 
another. What is your name?” 

“John Jones, sir.” 

“Jones! Jones! I was walking with a man. of that 
name the other night.” 

“The man with whom you walked the tier’ ein 
is my brother, sir, and what he said to me about you 
made me wish to walk with you also,” 

“But he spoke very good English.” 

“My brother had a turn for Saxon, sit; I had/not. | 
Some. people havea turn for the Saxon, others have noti 
I have no Saxon, sir, my wife as digon iawn—my two | 
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youngest children speak good Saxon, sir, my eldest son 
not a word,” 

“Well; shall we set out?” 

“Tf you please, sir.” 

“To what place shall we go?” 

“Shall we go to the Pont y Cyssylltau, sir?” 

“What is that ?” 

“A mighty bridge, sir, which carries the Camlas over 


_ a valley on its back.” 


“Good! let us go and see the bridge of the ne 
for that I think is the meaning in Saxon of Pont 
Cyssylltau.” 

We set out; my guide conducted me along the bank 
of ‘the Camlas in the direction of Rhiwabon, that is 
towards the east. On the way we discoursed on various 
subjects, and understood each other tolerably ‘well. I 
asked if he had been anything besides a weaver. He 
told me that when a boy he kept sheep on the moun- 
tain. “Why did you not go on keeping sheep?” said 


_ 1; “YT would rather keep sheep than weave.” 


“My parents wanted me at home, sir,” said he ; “and 
] ‘was ‘not sorry to go home; J earned little, and lived 
badly.” 

“A shepherd,” said I, “can earn more than five 
shillings a week.” 

“TY was never a regular shepherd, sir,” said he. “ But, 


sir, I would rather’ be a weaver with five shillings a 
_ week in Llangollen, than a shepherd with fifteen on the 
| mountain. The life of a shepherd, sir, is perhaps not 
" exactly what you and some other gentlefolks think. 


The shepherd bears much cold and wet, sir, and he is 


iM very lonely ; no society save his sheep and’dog. Then, 
\ sir, he has no privileges. I mean gospel peoneees, 
|-He does not look forward to Dydd Sul, as a day of 
| Mawenydd, of joy and triumph, as the weaver does; that 
; is if he is religiously disposed. The shepherd has no 
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chapel, sir, like the weaver. Oh, sir, I say| again that 
I would rather be a weaver in Llangollen’ with: five 
shillings a week, than a shepherd on the hill with 
fied? Fe 

“Do you mean to say,” said I, “ that ey hive with 
your family on five shillings a week?” 

“No, sir. I frequently da little commissions by which 
I earn something. . Then, sir, I have: friends,/very good 
friends. A good lady of our congregation sent me (this 
morning naling pound of butter. . The prapte of .our 
congregation are very kind to each other, sir.” 

“That is more,” thought I to myself, “ than the people 
of my congregation are; they are always cutting each 
other’s throats.” I next asked, if he had) been much 
about Wales, 253 odY EBiswo} 

“Not much, sir. However, I have, been to, Pen, iaiere 
Gybi, which you call Holy Head, and to Beth Geletibe sit.” 

“What ‘took you to those places ?” 

“TI was sent.to those places on business, sir; /as I balck 
you before, sir, I, sometimes execute commissions. At 
Beth Gelert, stayed some time... It was there-1. married, 
sir; my wife comes from a place called Dol Gellyn: near 
Beth Gelert.” hae 

“What was her name?” - Warlaeeeees 

“Her name was Jones, sir.” Ladiy gs ne 

“What, before she married?”,.|,.., esa 1” 

“Yes, sir, before she married. You needa iniot be sur 
prised, sir; there are plenty of the name; of ‘Jones in 
Wales. The name of my brother's | vole Spee she 
married, was also Jones.” | aN B2S | 

“Your brother is a cleyer man, » said Ig” abe oi 5dT a 

“Yes, sir, for a Cumro he is ,clebber ‘enough! vloHot wviov al 


Sor ia: Cumee?,” 65 on saa et ‘ate Hh 
“ Yes, sir, he is not.a Saxon, you enonweh jon 246b STG 
“ Are Saxons then so very clever?” 4} 4 OB rcrovrslt i 


“Ohi yes, sir ;, who;'so clebber?), The clebberestpeople’ 
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in Llangollen are Saxons ; that is, at carnal things— 
for at spiritual things Ido not think them at all clebber 
Lookiat MrvA,.,'sir.” 
“Whois he?” 

» “Dosyou not know him, sir?) I thought everybody 
knew Mr An Heis:a Saxon, sir, and keeps the inn on 
the road a little way below where’ you live. He is the 
clebbérest’ man’ in’ Llangollen, ‘sir. He can do every- 


thing..! He isa great ‘ccok, and can wash ‘clothes ‘better 


than -any® woman. Oh, sir, for carnal things, who" so 
ge as your countrymen! ” 

v-After' walking about four miles by the'side of the eindl 
we left it, and bearing to the right presently came to’ the 
aqueduct, whichistrode over’ a deep and narrow valley, 
atithe bottom of which ran the Dee, “This is the Pont 
y Cysswillt, sir,”said my guide ; “it’s the finest bridge in 
the world; and’no wonder, if what the common people say 


be'true, namely that every stone cost a golden sovereign.” 


We went along it; the height was’ awful. My guide, 
though‘he had been a mountain shepherd, confessed that 
he was somewhat afraid.“ It gives me the pendro, sir,” 


said he, ito look down.” I too felt somewhat dizzy, 


as'I looked over the parapet into the glen. The canal 
which'this mighty bridge carries across the gulf is about 
nine feet wide, and occupies about two-thirds of the 
width of the bridge and the entire western side. The 
footway is) towards the east.) From ‘about the middle 
of the bridge*there is'a fine view of the forges on the 
Cefm: Bach and also of a huge hill near it called the 
Cefn Mawr: We reached the termination, and presently 
crossing the'canal by a) little wooden bridge we came to 
aivillage. >My: guide then said, “Ifyou please, sir, we 
will! return bythe old bridge, which leads across the 
Dee ini the bottom of ‘the wale” -He then led’ me 
bya romantic’ road to a bridge on: the west of the 


| aqueduct, and far’ below. » It »séemed ‘very ‘ancient 
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“This is the old bridge, sir,” said my guide; “it was 
built a hundred years before the Pont y Cysswllt was 
dreamt of.” We now walked to the west, in’ the 
direction of Llangollen, along the bank of the river. 
Presently we arrived where the river, after making a 
bend, formed a pool. It was shaded | by lofty trees, 
and to all appearance was exceedingly deep. . I stopped 
to look at it, for I was struck with its gloomy horror. 
“That pool, sir,’ said John Jones, “is called Llyn y 
Meddwyn, the drunkard’s pool. It. is called so, sir, 
because. a drunken man once fell into it, and was 
drowned. There is no deeper pool in the Dee, sir, 
save one, a little below Llangollen, which is called 
the pool of Catherine Lingo. A girl of that name 
fell into it, whilst gathering sticks on the high bank 
above it. She was drowned, and the pool was named 
after her. I never look at either without shuddering, 
thinking how certainly I should be drowned if I, fell 
in, for I cannot. swim, sir.’ 

“You should have learnt to swim when you were 
young,’ said I, “and to dive too. I know one who, has 
brought. up stones from) the bottom, I daresay, of 
deeper pools than either, but he was.a Saxon, and 
at. carnal things, He know, none so'clebber’ as. the 
Saxons,” 

I found my. guide a first-rate. walker rid } a 2 Hebd 
botanist, knowing the names of all the plants: and 
trees in. Welsh. By the time we returned to Llan- 
gollen I had formed a very high opinion of him, in 
which I. was subsequently. confirmed by what I saw 
of him, during the period of our acquaintance, which 
was of some duration. He was very honest, disinter- 
ested, and exceedingly good-humoured. It is true, 
he had his. little skits occasionally at the Church, and 
showed some marks. of hostility to the church. cat, 


more especially, when ‘he saw it mounted on my. 
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shoulders.; .for the) creature soon began to take 
liberties, and in less than a week after my arrival 
at the cottage, generally mounted on my back, when 
it saw me reading or writing, for the sake of the 
warmth. But setting aside those same skits at the 
Church; and that dislike of the church cat, venial 
trifles. after all, and easily to be accounted for, on the 
score of his religious education, I) found nothing: to 
blame, and much to admire, in. John Jones, the 
Calvinistic Methodist of Llangollen. 


CHAPTER XIII 


Vivine Service—Llangollen Bells—lIolo Goch—The Abbey—Twm 
o'r Nant—Holy Well—Thomas Edwards 


SUNDAY arrived-—a Sunday’ of unclouded: sunshine. 
We attended Divine service at church in the morning. 
The congregation was very numerous, but to all appear- 
ance: consisted almost entirely of English. visitors, like 
ourselves.’ There were two officiating clergymen, father 
and son: They both sat in a kind of oblong pulpit 


on the southern side of the church, at a‘ little distance 


below the altar. The service was in English, and the 
elder» gentleman preached; there: was good singing 
and chanting. 

_ After dinner I) sat in an arbour’ in the’ perllan, 
thinking of many. things, amongst. others, ‘spiritual. 
Whilst thus engaged, the sound of the church’ bells 


alling people to afternoon service came upon my 


ears. 1 listened, and thought I had never heard bells 


_ with so sweet a: sound. I had heard them: in ‘the 


morning, but without paying much attention to them, 
but as I-now sat in the umbrageous arbour, I was 
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particularly: struck with «them: > Oh‘ how' sweetly’ their 
voice mingled with» the low rush of the river; atthe 
bottom of the perllan.' I subsequently found that’ the 
bells of Llangollen were celebrated ‘for theirs sweetness. 
Their merit indeed has even beenoadmitted iby’ an 
enemy ; for! a: poet» of the Calvinistic’ Methodist* per 
suasion, one» who calls: himself Einion ‘Du, inva ay 
beautiful ode, commencing with— 


“Tangnefedd i Llangollen,” 


says that in no part of the world do bells call heal 
so sweetly to church as those of Llangollen town. 

In the evening, at about half-past six, I attended 
service again, but without my family. This time the 
congregation was not numerous, and was composed 
principally of poor people. The. service and sermon 
were now in Welsh, the sermon was preached by the 
younger gentleman, and was on the building of the 
second, temple, and, as) far as: 1 andersian it, a oenieee 
tome to be! exceedingly good. » C. -bobasitts: a) 

On.the Monday evening, myself said fasnily: tookia wl 
to the abbey... My. wife and | daughter, :who!are: fond rof 
architecture and ruins, were very» anxious toosee» the 
old place... 1 too. was anxious enough=to seerit, less 
from love! of ruins and) ancient architecture,than: from 
knowing that.a certain illustrious bard was buried vin! its 
‘precincts, of whom perhaps a )short»account> ae not: ‘ex 
unacceptable to the reader. tnsiid. bi 

This man, whose poetical appellation onalbkamach, 
but whose-real name was Llwyd, was of a distinguished 


family, and Lord of) Llechryd.. «He wasuborn! and 


generally resided: at» a: place icalledCoedo:y; Pantwn, 
dnsthe upper» part of the: Vale of Clwyd>i:Hé was«a 


warm friend and ‘partisan of Owen*Glendower, with — 


whom > he lived;: at» Sycharth,) for osome ‘years: before — 
the great Welsh) insurrection; and whomohe! survived, — 
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dying atraniextreme’old age beneath his own roof-tree 
at» Coed -y Pantwn: He'composed, pieces of great excel- 
lence ion‘ various! subjects ; but the most remarkable of 
hisscompositions‘ are) decidedly «certain ones: connected 
with Owen: Glendower.’: ‘Amongst these is one | in 
which she: ‘describes thes Welsh chieftain’s mansion at 
Sycharthy ‘and his “hospitable way of) living at that 
his: favourite» residence ;:and another in which he hails 
_ the! advent ofthe: comet, which made’ its appearance 
_ini/‘thes month!-of/ March, fourteen hundred and two, 
as»of good ‘auguryto his darling hero. 
ioIt-wasiofrom: knowing that this’ distinguished man 
lay ‘buried inthe precincts of the old edifice, that I 
feltiso'anxiéusto seeiit. After walking about two miles 
we: perceived it‘on our right hand. 
| boThe abbey of thewale of the cross stands ‘in ‘a green 
| seo cin aocorner near the: north-west ‘end of the 
. valley of (Liangollen..» The vale'or glen, in which the 
abbey: stands;\takes its’) name from a certain’ ancient 
pillar or! cross; called: 'the -pillar of) Eliseg, and «which 
- is!believed):to ‘have been ‘raised over: the body’ of an 
ancient Britishs chieftain of that name, who. perished 
| in battle against the Saxons, about the:middle of the 
| tenth century.' In ithe Papist' times the abbey was a 
place of great pseudo-sanctity, wealth and consequence, 
Thesterritory belonging to! it/was very extensive, com- 
| prisingyamongstcother districts; the: vale of itilanbeodien 
and the mountain ‘region to the) north of it, called the 
_Eglwysig) Rocks, which region derived its name Eglwysig, 
or ecclesiastical, from the circumstancei of its caakninc 
to the/abbey ‘of the vale of the cross. «: 
I We first reached that part of the Baldine which had 
||. once been the church, having previously to pass through 
| a farmyard, in which was abuiidance of dirt and mire. 
|, The church fronts the west and contains, the remains 
of a noble window, beneath which is a gate, which we 
: c* 
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found locked. Passing on we came to that part where 
the monks had lived, but which now. served as a farm- 
house; an open doorway exhibited to us: ansancient 
gloomy hall, where was some curious old-fashioned 
furniture, particularly an ancient rack,in which stood a 
goodly range of pewter trenchers.. A respectable dame 
kindly welcomed us. and invited us to sit down. We 
entered into conversation with her, and asked her name, 
which she said was Evans. 1 spoke some Welsh to: her, 
which pleased her. She said that Welsh people:ati the 
present day were so full of fine airs that they were 
above speaking the old language—but that such -was not 
the case formerly, and that she had known a Mrs: Price, 
who was housekeeper to the Countess of Mornington, 
who lived in London upwards of forty years, and at: the 
end of that time prided herself upon speaking as good 
Welsh as she did when a girl. I spoke to her about the 
abbey, and asked if: she had ever heard of Iolo Goch: 
She inquired who he was. I told her he was a great 
bard, and was buried in the abbey. . She saidishe:had 
never heard of him; but that she could show:me the 
portrait of a great poet, and going ess Bag se re- 
turned with a print ina frame. 

“There,” said she, “is the portrait of Te or Nant 
generally called the Welsh Shakespeare.” 

I looked at it. The Welsh Shakespeare was ehepeet 
sented sitting at a table with a pen in his hand; .a 
cottage-latticed window was behind him, on his left } 
hand; a shelf with plates, and trenchers. behind him,:on | 
his right. His features were rude, but: full of wild, | 
strange expression ; below the sere was the oom | 
couplet :— if | 


“Llun Gwr yw Taio gwir Awen;, 90) i “se 
Y Byd a lanwodd o’i Ben.” 


£ RE PERT iS | 


“Did you ever heat of Twm or Nane? ‘. ‘gata the old” | 
dame, brivacsiden rsd. # i 
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» “I> never: heard jof him) by, word: of mouth,” said 1; 
“but I know. all: ‘about. him——TI have) read) his. life, in 
Welsh, written by himself, and a curious life it is. His 
hameiiwas “Thomas. Edwards, but, he, generally. called 
himself Twmo’r; Nant,'or. Tom of the Dingle; because 
he ‘was born inva dingle, at a place called Pen, Porchell, 
in the vale; of ‘Clwyd—which,, by the; bye, was on: the 
estate which once: belonged to Iolo-Goch, the poet, J) was 
speaking to you about just now. Tom was,a carter by: 
trade, but once kept'a>toll-bar in. South Wales, which, 
however, he was obliged, to leave at the end of two years, 
owing to; the; annoyance, which ,heexperienced from 
ghosts and goblins, and unearthly things, particularly 
phantom heatses, which used to pass through his gate at 
midnight without paying, when the gate was shut, ” 

“Ah,” said the dame, “you. know more about, Tom.o’r 
Nant than Ido; and: was he not a great poet?” 

“1 daresay he was,” said, I,“ for the pieces which he 
wrote, and which he. called janeludes had a great run 
and he got a great deal of money by them, but I ‘should 
_ say the lines: beneath the portrait are more applicable | to 
‘the real Shakespeare than to him.” 

“What do'the lines mean?” said the old lady ;, “ they, 
-are Welsh, I: know, but. they are far beyond Bh under- 
standing.” : 
E ott con may y be thus translated,” said T: 


Bias ods in his head the, Muse instil? d, 
_And from his head the world he fill’ d. lal 


ome Thank you, Sir,” said the old (aay “T never found 
any one before who ould translate *them.”’ She» then 
said she would show me some’ English lines written on 
the daughter of a friend of hers who was lately dead, 
and put some printed lines in,a frame into my hand. 
They were an Elegy to Mary, and were ‘very’ beautiful, 
U read them aloud; and when T had finished’ she’ thanked 
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me and said’ she had'no doubt that iif IspleasedoI could 
put them into’ Welsh—she: then pep sasine ee her 
eyes. inw yolataV 

~ On our enquiring’ whetheb we couldsee thie interior nd 
the abbey she said we‘could, and that iff we orang’ abell 
at the gate’a woman would come to’us, whorwas inthe 
habit ‘of showing the place,’ We then’ got! up and» bade 
her’ farewell—but» she begged that we would! a a 
tasté the dwr'santaidd of the holy wells woy of orideos 

“What holy wells that?” saidsIJ jo) cono a ' 

“A well,” said she, “by the! road’s side, wedikicha in the 
time es the popes wassaid> to ee — 
cures.” hij oO 
“Let us taste it by’ all ratehnnge daids 3 poniaNebsal elle 
went out, and ‘presently returned with ° - tray: on which 
weré a jug and tumbler, the jug filled with ‘the water’ of 
the holy well; we drank: some of the dwr «santaidd, 
which ‘tasted like any other water, and’ then after) shak- 
ing her by the hand, we went to me iret —— Bes at 
the ‘bell. 

Presently! a)'woman made) her appicadakerel at tdi 
gate—she was genteelly drest,: about: the middle agé; 
rather tall, and bearing in her'countenancéithe traces’ of 
béauty. \ When we told:her the object ofiour coming she 
admitted us, and after locking the gate conductéd) ais 
into the church.’ ‘It was? roofless, and ‘hadenothing ‘te- 
markable about it, save the western window, which we 
had seen from without. Our attendant ‘pointed out to 
us some tombs, and told us the names of certain great 
people whose dust) they contained. « “Can, you, tellus 
where Jolo Goch lies, interred ?,”. said Teas Piet SRN 
of No,’ said, she; “indeed, I never, heand, of. rachis a 
person.” +i arth 

“He was the bard, ef Owen Gickenires! - said L, « and 
assisted, his cause, wonderfully, by, the fiery odes, i in, nie 
he incited the Welsh to rise against. the, English,”, ., +d 


& 
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sige estate said: she; “well, I am sory to’ say that J 
never heard,of him.” -. 

“ Are wore ‘Welsh ?” said I. 

“T am,” she replied. 

“Did you ever hear of Thomas Edwards?” 

“Oh, yes,” said she; “I have frequently heard of 
him.” iio.a Bh 

“How odd,” said I, “that the name of a great poet 
should be unknown in the very place where he is buried, 
whilst that of one, certainly not, his superior, should be 
well known in that same nae though he is not buried 
there!” 

i Perhaps,” wes shy s the reason ‘is that the pout, 
whom: you mentioned, wrote in the. old measures and 
language -which' few ‘ people: now? understand; whilst 
Thomas Edwards wrote in'\common verse:.and in the 
= of the present day.” 

1 daresay: it is'so,” said I. 

‘From 'the churchishe ‘ledous to othen pants of the ruin 
at firstishe had:spoken to!us' rather cross: and ‘loftily, 
but she now!became kind and ‘communicative. She'said 
that she resided near the ruins, which she was: permitted 
toi show; that<she lived ‘alone, and wished ‘to be alane ; 
there s<was something singular about ‘her, and «I believe 
thatishe-had a thistory of) her;own. After showing) us 
the’ ruins she’ ‘conducted ussto a cottage'in which she 
liveds\iiti'stoodsbehind the ruins iby a‘ fish-pond, in a 
beautifuloand romantic place enough ; she: said that in 
the:winter she:went away, but: to what place she did. not 
say.) \She-asked us whether we came walking, and. on 
our ‘telling her that we did,\she said*that:she would 
point outstolusia near iway:home. ‘She: then’ pointed: to 
a@cpathyjup:a hill; telling»us we: must: follow it»: After 


_ making her apresent'we bade her farewell, and):passing 


through a meadow icrossed’ a’ brook iby’ a’ rustic’ bridge, 


€ formediof the’ stem of a tree, and ascending’ the: hill by 


- 
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the path which she had pointed out, we'went through a 
corn-field or two on its top, and at last found’ ourselves 
on the Llangollen road, after a most beautiful walk. 


CHAPTER, XIV. 


Expedition to Ruthyn—The Column—Slate Quarries—The Gwyd- 
delod—Nocturnal Adventure. ; 


NOTHING worthy of pice eeka oto souk place during 
the two following days, save that myself and: family 
took an evening walk on the: Wednesday: up» the: side 
of the Berwyn, for the purpose of botanizing, in»which 
we were attended: by John Jones.’ There; amongst 
other plants, we found a curious moss, which our good 
friend said was called in Welsh, Corn Carw, or deer’s 
horn, and which he said the deer were very fond of. On 
the Thursday he and I started on an expedition: on foot 
to Ruthyn, distant about! fourteen miles, | pcan to 
return in the evening. | 
‘The:town and castle of Ruthyn pedsessiall pe in 
terest for me from) being connected: with the affairs iof 
Owen Glendower. It:was) at! Ruthyn thatithe first and 
not the:least remarkable scene of the Welsh insurrection 
took place by Owen making his appearance at’ the: fair 
held there in) fourteen hundred, plundering: the! English 
who had come with their goods, slaying) many of them, 
sacking the town and concluding his’ day’s: work. by 
firing it; and it was at the castle of Ruthyn that) Lord 
Grey dwelt,a minion of Henry the Fourth iand» Glen- 
dower’s deadliest! enemy; and who was the principal — 
cause.of| the chieftain’s entering, into. rebellion, ‘having, 
in, the' hope of obtaining his estates in the vale of Clwyd, 
poisoned the mind of “Harry against: ‘him,’ who pro 
{ 
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claimed hima traitor, before! he had committed any 
act of treason, and confiscated his estates, bestowing 
that part of them:upon his favourite, which the latter 
was desirous of obtaining. 

We started on our expedition: at about seven o'clock 
of a brilliant morning. We: passed by the abbey 
and) presently came to a small: fountain with a little 
stone edifice, with:a. sharp top: above it. “That is the 
holy well,’ saidimy guide: “Ilawer iawn o barch yn 
yr amser yr’ Pabyddion yr oedd i'r fynnon hwn—much 
respect iin the times of the Bopests there was to: this 
fountain.” 

“JT heard of it,” ae 4 if io tasted of its water the 
other evening at the abbeyastl shortly after we saw a 
tall stone standing in a field on our right band at about 
a hundred yards’ distance from the road. “That is ‘the 
pillar of Eliseg, sir,” said my guide.’ “Let us go and 
see it,’ said I. .We soon reached the stone. It is a 
fine upright column about seven feet high, and stands 
ona quadrate base. “‘Sir;’ said. my guide, “a dead 
king; lies buried beneath this stone. He was a mighty 
man of valour;and fourided' the-abbey. He was called 
Eliseg.”. “Perhaps Ellis,’ said I,\‘and if his name was 
Ellis the stone; was: very properly called-Colofn Eliseg, 
in; Saxon the Ellisian,column.”..The view from the 
column is very beautiful, below on the south-east is the 
venerable, abbey, slumbering’ in its. green meadow. 
Beyond it runs.a stream, descending from the top of a 
glen, at,the bottom jof which, the old pile is situated ; 
beyond, the, stream is a, lofty hill.. The glen on He 
north is bounded by a noble mountain, covered with 
wood, Struck. with its|beauty I. inquired its name. 
“ Moel Eglwysig, sir,” said,,my,guide.. “The Moeli of 
_ the Church,” said ly of That is hardly a good. name for 

it, for the hill is not bald (moel). * “True, sir,’ said John 
Jones. “At present its name is.good for nothing, but 
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estalom (of old) before: the: hill was planted with trees 
its name was good enough.:.) Our fathers werenot fools 
when they named their hills.” “Isdaresay not, *said<I, 
“nor in many other things which theyidid; for: which 
we laugh at them, because we do not >know >the’ reasons 
they had for doing: them.” .We \regained'| the road»; 
the road’ tended: to! the ‘north up/asteeprascent: I 
asked John Jones the name of a ‘beautiful village) which 
lay far away on our right, over: the:glen,:and near its 
top. “Pentref y dwr, sir” (the village ofithe water). 
It' is called the village of the water, because: the river 
below comes down through part of it. I nextsasked 
the name of the hill up which we were going,:and’ he 
told me Allt): Bwlch'; that»is,: the table “ sr 98 
hollow’ road. tellst 
. This bwlch, or hollow’ way, was:a feeling ‘pass, which 
put me wonderfully in'mind of the passes of Spains' It 
took us a long time to: geti to the top. ‘After restinga 
minute on the summit we’began to descend.!’ My guide 
pointed out to me some slate-works, at some: distance 
on our left. “There: is a great dealof work going on 
there, sir,’ ‘said he: “all the slates that: you sée’de- 
scending the canalat.'Llangollen’ came from there.” 
The next moment we heard a blast; and’ then’a thundert- 
ing sound: “Llais craig yn syrthiaw ; the voice: of the 
rock in falling, sir,” said John Jones ; “blasting is danger 
ous and awful work.” We reached the: bottom!‘of ‘the 
descent, and proceeded for two''or three'milés ‘up and 
down a rough and ‘narrow road; I ‘then ‘turnéd round 
and ‘looked at the. hills. which we had: — over. 
They! looked bulkyandehuge.) vl bebnwed aiden 
‘We continued our! way, and presently’ saw “marks of 
a fire in some grass’ by’ the side of the road. 0 “Have | 
the Gipsiaid been there?” said I to my guide. A) aed 
“Hardly, sir I should rather think that: ‘achat 
laid (Irish) have been camping'there lately,” /." 900) 
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7158 The Gwyddeliad:? ” 

“Yes, sir, the = eee Gwyddeliad, who at piconet 
infest these parts much, and do much more, harm than 
the Gipsiaid ever. did.” 

What. do you-mean Luby the Gipsiaid ? fal 

| Dark, handsome ‘people, sir, who occasionally; used 
to come about, in’ vans, and;carts, the men, buying: and 
selling ;horses; and,.sometimes, tinkering, whilst the 
women told. fortunes.” 

_ of And:they have ceased |to,come about?” 

» { Nearly.so, sir; [believe they have. been. frightencd 
_ away by the Gwyddelod.” 

“What kind of people are these yeep: rad 
» “Savage; brutish people, sir; in general;without shoes 
and dstedkings, with coarse featares and heads of hair 
like:mops.” ial 
How: do. they sce, 

, {Themen tinker'a little, sir, but more) frequently 
Bindani ‘The -women tell fortunes, and steal, whenever 
theysdan’i roi a 

if They ies Beraerine fidea the Gipsiaid.” oe 

“ Something, sir ; put the hen Gipsiaid were gentle, 
folks<in Be scsi’ 

 af$You think the: iosiaid. ees been frightened, away’ 
| o the Gwyddelians ?” 

“dodo, sir; the Gwyddelod made. their appearance in 
Bice parts about twenty years ago, and since then.the 

_ Gipsiaid have been rarely seen,” 

“ Are these Gwyddelod poor?” 

‘(By no -meéans,. sir; ‘they make, jaeees sums by 
B ctindéring and other means, with which, ’tis’ said, .they. 

| retire at last to their own country ‘or efmaetica iepere 
_ they buy land) and:settle down,” | : 
‘or What language do, they speak? "s.9)0 5 nyo 6 
| “English; sir;.they! pride | themselves . on ..speak- 
_ ing! good » English; that is):to. the Welsh. , Amongst 
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themselves they discourse in ‘their own ~ Paddy 
Gwyddel.” if 
“ Have they no Welsh?” 


“Only a few words, sir; I never heard one‘ of them 


speaking Welsh, save a young girl—she fell sick by the 
roadside as she was wandering by herself—some people 


at a farmhouse took her in, and tended‘ her ‘till: she was 


well. During her sickness she took a fancy: to their 
quiet way of life, and when she was’ recovered ‘she 
begged to stay with them and serve them. They con- 
sented ; she became a very good servant, and = 
nothing but Welsh spoken, soon picked: up’ the tongue,’ 

OO you know what became of her?” 

“T do, sir; her own people found her out, ant wished 
to take her asap with them, but she refused to let them, 
for by that time she was perfectly reclaimed, had: been 
to chapel, renounced her heathen crefydd, and’ formed 
an acquaintance with a young Methodist who had a 


great gift of prayer, whom she afterwards married—she 


and her husband live at present not far from Mineira.” 
“T almost wonder that her own people ee not kill 
her.” 


“They threatened to do so, sir, and siete ciibetdca 


have put their threat into execution, had — not) veg 
prevented by the Man on High.” : 


And here my guide pointed with his pi reverent 


upward. uss 


“Ts it a long time since wou chive seen ses of these 


Gwyddeliaid ? ” 

“ About = months, sir, atid thena terrible right they 
caused me.” 

“ How was that?” 


“T will tell you, sir; J had been across the: Berwyn to 
carry home a piece of weaving work to a’ person who ~ 


employs me. It was night as I returned, and when I — 


was about halfway down’'the hill) at a place which: is ; 


Se an ee ee 


\ 
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called Allt Paddy; because the Gwyddelod are in the 
habit of taking up their quarters there, | came upon'a 
gang of therm, who had come there and camped and 
lighted their fire, whilst' I was on the other ‘side of the 
hill. There were nearly twenty of them, men and 
women, and amongst the rest was a man standing naked 
in a tub of water with two women stroking him down 
‘with clouts. “He was a large fierce-looking fellow and 
his body, on which the flame of the fire glittered, was 
‘nearly covered with red hair. I never saw such a sight. 
As I passed they glared at me and talked violently in 
their Paddy Gwyddel, but did not offer to molest me. I 
“hasteneddown the hill, and right glad I was when I 
found myself safe and sound at my house in Llangollen, 
with my money in my pocket, for I had several shillings 
‘there, which the man across the hill had paid me for the 
_ work which I had done.” 


~ CHAPTER XV 


The Turf Tavern—Don’t Understand—The Best Welsh—The 
Maids of Merion—Old and New—Ruthyn—The Ash 
Ygegdrasill. 


_-WE now emerged from the rough and narrow way 
_ which we had followed for some miles, upon one much 
owider, and more commodious, which my guide told me 
was the coach road from Wrexham to Ruthyn, and 
\ going on a little farther we came to an avenue of trees 
_|which shaded the road. It was chiefly composed of 
_-ash, sycamore, and birch, and: looked delightfully cool 
_ and shady. I asked my guide if it belonged to any 
-»gentleman’s house.» He told:me that it did not, but to 
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a) public-house, called -Tafarn.. Ty wanch, | which ).stood 
near, the, end,! a. little» way ,off;ithe road,.i.fsWhy is. it 
called. Tafarn, Tywarch 2?” said. Jj struck; by: the name 
which signifies “ the tavern.of 'turf.” boriolt 

“Tt,-was_-called \so,. sir,” said) ,.John; dhe satel it was 
originally| merely.a,turf hovel, though at watnist it, con- 
sists of good brick and mortar;” |). 

.oCan| we. breakfast-there,’ said. I, “for rs fel ‘oth 
hungry, and thiratyay 3 

“Oh yes, sir,” said John,“ have heard there i is! good 
cheese and cwrw there.” 

We turned off.-to the, “ ‘ofanelt bia was a ideierst 
public-house of rather an antiquated: appearance. ;-Wie 
entered,a sanded kitchen, and sat down by\a largeloaken 
table. ' “|Please to bring \us some bread, cheese and, ale,” 
said \1..in,; Welsh (‘to -an - léarkon woman, who: was 
moving about. tyes 

“ Sar?” said she. 

“Bring us some bread, cheese and ale,’ I repeated in 

_ Welsh. 

“T do not understand you, sar,” said she in English. 

“Are you Welsh?” said 1 in English. 

“Yes, lam Welsh?” ~ 

“And can you speak Welsh?” 

_“ Ohvyes, and; the best.” 

“ Then why did you not brag what 1 acted for?” 

“ Because I did not Se you.” 
pav' Tethsher, bsaidilito jabs igi to: ihc us some 

‘aaa cheese ‘and iale.” 107 ° bed ow rloindw | 
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“Come, aunt,” said! John, aoe us ps and cheese 
tand arquart! oftherbest-alé? moit baot doses sit eaw | 


~The woman looked»sas: if she was going stovreplyin 
thetongue® in \which»he addressed her, 'then/-faltered, 
land at: ‘last aac in’ ibe iat she: tne mot; -under-— 
ystand? bsgrro ybsde bag J 
: “ Now,’ bailed ‘2, “you are. “tainly onan eet sian is 
\ 
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a Welshman, and | supreme understands. no sarin * 
bat Welsh?” cernow oft bh ie 
‘Then laiolees hesunderstand you ?!” sald she: 
“ Because I:spedk) Welsh” sdid-Ti: .' 
“Then yoware a Welshman?:”:said she. 
“No I am not,” said I, “I am English.” 
“ Son In thought,” said ‘sie “and on that abeount I 
could not understand you.” 

_ “You mean:that.-you: soul not? said Ilso* New do 

you choose to bring, what you are.bidden ?”’, 
“Come, aunt,” said John, “don’t be wae and — 
ae but:bring the breakfast.” 
«The woman stood stilbfor:a moment or two, sire then 
biting her'lips went away. - 
v What: made, the ;woman behave in this manner?” 
said I to my companion wel: 
“Ohy she} wasecénfigenus, sir,’ ee ; vopliell 3 tf she ‘did 
st like that an English gentleman! shouldunderstand 

_ Welsh:> she was envious); you will find: a wie ai ‘or two 

_ like her in Wales; but let us hope not more.” f 
fy ‘Preséiitly the a aes ‘returned with’ the bread; chieése 
od ale; which she placed on:the’ table. aes 

Oh;? ” isaid I,:“you havd brought: what) was Biddy 
daseaies it: was) never’ 'mentioned) to yow in English, 
which shows that your pretending) not to! ‘understand 
wasiall a sham: (What:madei you behave so” 1! 

“Why I thought,’ said the woman, “that no: English-~ 
man could speak Welsh; that. his'tdngue' was’ too short.” 

_ b Your ‘having’ thought: soj?osaid 1;“‘should not have 
made you ‘telliia, falsehood} saying that «you did ; not 

understand; when you knew that ‘you understood: a 

well, See whatia disgraceful figureryou cut.” 

_ “Tcutno disgraced figure,’ said :the woman : after 
all, what right) have the English to come here speaking 
_ Welsh, which belongs to the Welsh alone, el in fact 

are the only people that understand it”)! 05) 


pear 
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“Are you sure that you understand Welsh?” said I. 

“TI should think so,” said the woman, “for I come 
from the Vale of Clwyd, where they speak the best 
Welsh in the world, the Welsh of the Bible.” 

“What do they calla salmon in the vie of Clwyd?” 
said I. 

“ What do they call a salmon?” said he woman. 

“Yes,” said I, “when they speak Welsh.” 

“They call it—they call it—why a salmon.” 

“Pretty Welsh!” said I. “I thought you did not 
understand Welsh.” 

“Well, what do you call it?” said the woman. 

“Eawg,” said I, “that isithe word: for a salmon in 
general—but there are words also to show the sex— 
when you speak of a male salmon: you should say 
cemyw, when of a female hwyfell.” 

“I never heard the words before,” said the woman, 
“nor do I believe them to be Welsh.” 

“ You say so,” said I, “ because you do not ahdlenteidi 
Welsh.” } 

“TI not understand Welsh!” said she. “ ri ‘soon 
show you that I do. Come; you have asked’ me: the 
word for salmon in Welsh, I will now ask you the word 
for salmon-trout. Now tell me that, and Iwill Fit eat 
know something of the matter.” f 

“A tinker of my country can tell you that; iB did Ii 
“ The word for salmon-trout is gleisiad.” 

The countenance of the: woman fell. oo °h 

“TI see you: know something about the radieen? said 
she; “there are very few hereabouts, though so near: 
to the Vale of Clwyd, who know the word for salmon- 
trout in Welsh, I shouldn’t have known the biol my- 
self, but for the song which says: pitits 


Glan yw’r gleisiad yn y Ilyn.” | 
“ And who wrote that song?” said I. on 
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“I don’t know,” said the woman, 

“But I do,’ said I; “one Lewis Morris wrote it.” 

“Oh,” said, she, “I, have heard) all about Huw 
Morris.” 

“I. was. not galling of Eine Morris,” said I, “but 
Lewis Morris, who lived, long after’ Huw Morris, He 
was a native of Anglesea, but resided. for some, time 
in’ Merionethshire, and) whilst there composed a song 
about, the; Morwynion! bro Meirionydd. or. the lees 


_of County Merion of a great many stanzas, in one of 


which the gleisiad is mentioned.’ Here it is in English: 


“¢Pull fair the gleisiad in the flood, 
Whichisparkles ‘neath the summer’s sun, 
And fair the thrush in green abode 
_ Spreading his wings in sportive fun, 
But fairer look if truth be spoke, 
re. maids of County Merion.’” 


The woman. was, apput to reply, bea if interrupted fees 

“There,” said I, “pray. leave us to our, breakfast, 
and) the next) time. you. feel inclined, to talk. nonsense 
about. no..Englishman’s. understanding Welsh, or 
knowing anything, of Welsh, matters, remember. that 
it. was;an Englishman who told |you_ the Welsh word 
for salmon, and. likewise the name of the Welshman 
who wrote the song)in which the gleisiad i is mentioned,” 

_ The. ale was very good and so,were the bread. and 
cheese. The ale indeed was_so, good that I ordered 
a second jug. Observing a large antique portrait over 
the mantel-piece I. got up to examine it.. It was that 


of a gentleman in a long wig, and. underneath it was 


painted in red letters “Sir Watkin Wynn. 1742. Pant 
was doubtless . the portrait of the Sir Watkin who in 
1745; was committed tothe tower under suspicion of 


_ being suspected .of holding Jacobite opinions, and 


favouring the Pretender. The portrait. was..a~ very 
poor daub, but. I Jooked, at it long and_ attentively 
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as a memorial of Wales at a reer ‘and Neen past 
time. 

When we had dispatched the sedendi jug of ale, 
and I had paid the reckoning, we departed and soon 
came to where stood a turnpike’ house ‘at! a ‘junction 
of tworoads, each of which was'a gate, ©1101 ey 

“Now, sir,” said John’ Jones; “the: way’ straight for! 
ward is the ffordd newydd, and ‘the one on our Hght 
hand’ is ‘the hen ffordd, \ Which shall’ we pablo ‘the 
new or the old?” 

“There is a proverb in the Ganiechan sais I, is bidhy 
was the language.of my. forefathers,),saying, ‘ne’er 
leave the old way for the: new,’ wey beer shenifons go 
by the hen ffordd.” ' 1 Dae 

“Very good,’ sir,” said my guide, “that is the path 
I always go, for it is the shortest.” So. we turned to 
the right and followed the old road. Perhaps, how- 
ever, ‘it |\would’ have been’ well ‘had we gore” by’ the 
new, for the ‘hen’ ffordd ‘was ‘a very dull and uhinter-— 
esting road; whereas the ffordd’ newydds as OT? long 
subsequently found, is one of ‘the! graiidest “passes inv 
Wales," ‘After! we had! walked a? short! distance” my 
guide ‘said,’ “Now, sir, if you will’ turn’ “a. little! ‘way 
to’ the left hand I will show you a ‘house, built! in the 
old’ ’style, such” < dnkipay sir, as I daresay’ the’ ‘ori iginal 
turf tavern was.”’ Then leading mea little way” from. 
the road ‘he showéd mé, under’ hollow bank, an ‘sana 
cottage covered with flags. | gh a ala 

“That is a housé,' sir, built! yn yr aig ‘dull Gn’ the 
old’ fashion; ‘of earth, flags and ‘wattles’ ‘and in ‘one 
night. ‘It was’ the’ custom ‘of old when’ a house ‘was 
to be built) for the people to assemble,’ ‘and ‘to build 
it in one ‘night’ of common materials; ‘close at’ hand, 
The custom is not quite dead: I was at’ the" building 
of this myself, ‘and’ a merry building it was! Is The’ eww 
da’ passed’ quickly ‘about among’ the ‘builders 1’ assure 
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you.”>: We returned to’ the road, and when we! had 
ascended a‘ hill; my companion told me that if I looked 
to the left I’shouid see the Vale of Clwyd. 

“I ‘Mooked “and perceived an «extensive valley 
pleasantly ‘dotted with trees’ and farm-houses, and 
boundéd on the wést by a renige of hills. 

“Tt is a fine valley, sir, > bated my guide, “four miles 
wide’ and “twenty long, ‘and’ contains the richest’ ‘land 
in ‘all Wales. “Cheese made in that valley, sir, fetches 
' @!penny’ a’ potind ‘more ‘than’ cheese made in any other 
valley.” 
ed sete who owns it?” said I. 

ake Vatious * ate ‘the people who own it, sir, but Sir 

Watkit owns the greater part.” 
‘'We'went on, passed by’'a ‘village called ‘Craig 
wen, whete we’ saw a number of women washing 
atoa’ ‘fountain, ‘and by a gentle ‘descent soon reached 
the Vale of ‘Clwyd. ’ 
After’ walking “about a’ mile we left the road and 
s proceeded by a footpath across some meadows. The 
tméadows were’ green and’ delightful and were  inter- 
‘sected bya’ beautiful ‘stream! © Trees in ‘abundance 
‘were growing’ about, some ‘of ‘which’ were oaks. “We 
‘passed’ bya little white’ chapel with a’ small grave- 
‘yard’ before it/'which’ my guide told me’ belonged ‘to 
; the Baptists; and shortly afterwards reached Ruthyn. 
“We went to an inn called the Crossed Foxes, where 
we féfreshed ourselves’ with ale.’ We ‘then sallied forth 
‘to’ ‘look about, ‘after Thad’ ordered’'a duck to be’ got 
ready” for dinner, at ‘three o’clock.’ Ruthyn’ stands 

‘ona hil? above’ the’ Clwyd, which in’ the summer ‘is 
Bae mere | ‘brook, but in’ the winter a’ considerable stream, 
being ‘then! fed with the watery’ tribute of a hundred 
‘hills.’ About’ three’ miles to the'‘north is a range of 
| beri ‘ountains,’ dividing the shire’of Denbigh: from 
"that (of Flint, atnongst ’ which, almost parallel with 
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the town, and lifting its head high above the rest, is 
the mighty Moel Vamagh, the mother heap, which 
I had seen from Chester. Ruthyn is a dull town, but 
it possessed plenty of interest to me, for as I strolled 
with my guide about the streets I .remembered that 
I was treading the ground which the wild bands of 
Glendower had trod, and where the great struggle 
commenced, which for fourteen years convulsed, Wales, 
and for some time shook England to its centre. After 
I had satisfied myself. with wandering about the town 
we proceeded to the castle. 

The original castle suffered terribly in the civil wars; it 
was held for wretched Charles, and was nearly demolished 
by the cannon of Cromwell, which were planted on a 
hill about half a mile distant. The present castle is partly 
modern and partly ancient. It belongs to a family of 
the name of W—— who reside in the modern part, and 
who have the character of being kind, hospitable and in- 
tellectual people. We only visited the ancient, part, over 
which we were shown by a woman, who hearing us 


speaking Welsh, spoke Welsh herself during the whole ; 


time she was showing us about, She showed us dark 
passages, a gloomy apartment in which Welsh kings 
and great people had been occasionally confined, that 
strange memorial of the good old times, a drowning 


pit, anda large prison room, in the middle of which | 
stood a singular-looking column, scrawled with odd 


characters, which had of yore been used for a whipping- 


post, another memoriai of the good old baronial times, — 


so dear to romance readers. and minds of sensibility. 


Amongst other things which our conductor showed | 
us was an immense onen or ash; it stood in one of | 
the courts and measured, as she said, pedwar y haner 
o ladd yn ei gwmpas, or four yards and a half in ~ 
girth, As I gazed on the tnighty tree, rm thought, of 
the Ash Yggdrasill mentioned in the Voluspa, or 
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prophecy of Vola, that venerable poem which contains 
so much relating to the mythology of the ancient Norse. 
We returned to the inn and dined. The duck was 
capital, and I asked John Jones if he had ever tasted 
a better. “Never, sir,’ said he, “for to tell you the 
truth, I never tasted a duck before.’ “Rather sin- 
gular,’ said I. “What, that I should not have tasted 
duck? Oh, sir, the singularity is, that. I should now 
be tasting duck. Duck in Wales, sir, is not fare for poor 
weavers. This is the first duck I ever tasted, and 
though I never taste another, as I probably never 
shall, I may consider myself a fortunate weaver, for 
I can now say I have tasted duck once in my. life. 
‘Few weavers in Wales are ever able to say as much.” 


CHAPTER. XV] 
Baptist Tomb-Stone—The Toll-Bar—Rebecca—The Guitar. 


THE sun. was) fast. declining as we left Ruthyn. We 
retraced our steps across the fields.. When we came to 
the Baptist,..Chapel I got over the wall of the little 
yard to look at the grave-stones. There were only 
three. The inscriptions upon them were all in Welsh. 
The following stanza was on’ the stone of Jane, the 
daughter of Elizabeth Williams, who died on the second 
of May, 1843: 
“Er myn’d i’r oerllyd annedd 

Dros dymher hir i orwedd, 
Cwyd i’r lan o’r gwely bridd. 
Ac hyfryd fydd'ei hagwedd.” 
| which is 
’“ Though thou art gone to dwelling cold 

To lie in mould for many a year, 

ges Thou shalt, at length, from earthy bed, 
alse _., Uplift thy head to blissful sphere.” 
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As we went along 1 stopped ‘to’ gaze -at'a singular- 
looking hill forming part of the: mountain range on ‘the 
east.» I asked John: Jones what its name was,! but’ he 
did not: know:: As we were standing talking about it, 
a lady came up from the direction inowhich our ‘course 
lay. John Jones, touching his hat tocher,isaid:: | 

“Madam, this gwr boneddig’ wishes to know: po name 
of that moel, perhaps you can: tell-him.” 

“Its inameiis Moel ae said ithe lay addressing 
me in English 

“Does dake mean Aaricbiats hill” said | mort 

“Tt does,” ‘said: she, “and -thereis’ a‘tradition that the 
Roman General Agricola, when:he: invaded these ‘parts, 
pitched his ‘camp on that: moels ~The’ hill is spokerm of 
by Pennant.” 

“Thank you, madam,” said 1; “perhaps you can 
tell me the name of the delightful grounds in which we 
stand, supposing they ‘have a name?” 

“ They are called Pablands ” said the lady. 

“A very proper name,” said I, “ for there is s plenty 
of oaks growing about. But iis) are pri ae suet a 
Saxon name, for'Oaklands is Saxon?” 

\ Because,” said the ‘lady,’ “when he: ert were 
first ean with trees’ they eee oA an yeasclari 
family.” , 
“Thank you,” said’ I, and,’ taking off my hat, I 
departed with my guide! 1 asked “him her°name, but 
he could not tell me. Before she was. out‘ ofsight, 
however, we met a labourer’ of whom John Jones” 
enquired her name. | 

“Her fay is Ws i the man, “and a good. 
lady she is.’ | 

“Is she Welsh?” said I, in oat 

“Pure Welsh, master,’ said, ithe, man, e“ Purer oe | 
flesh and blood:need mot beghs! is slede ved? 

Nothing farther ‘worth’ rélating ‘occurred _ till Vel 
(1 
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reached the toll-bar atthe head of: the hen, ffordd, by 
which time ithe sun was almost goné down, We found 
the master: of the’ gate, his wife and son.seated on,a 
bench before the door.) The woman: had a large, book 
on-her lap, ini which she was; reading by) the last! light 
of the departing orb. I.gave the group the sele,.of the 
evening in English, which 'they all returned, the- woman 
looking up! from:her» book. 
“Is that: volume the Bibles 2) said dT. 
J fItisjsir,’ said) the: woman. 
“May I look at:it?’?ssaid I.) 
- “Certainly,” said: the: woman,>and placed; the donk 
in my hand! It was:a pau eae Welsh, Bible; but 
without the title- -page. 
' *That/book must bea Aa sbi bit to you,” said «I 
to her. oy . 
fE Viewyiy saitatyh and che Ba Inotive not rola we 
should do. without it:in the long winter evaningsid 
> “Of what faith:are|you'?” said I. 
“We are Methodists, ? she replied. 
aff oan spn are: of the same faith as ie friend , exes 
ae I to -emtit-ed 
af! chee gent badd emit ‘iweiare aware of Rie We 
all know honest John Jones.” 
_ After we had «left; :the» gates 1 adked; loti ines 
whether! heshad ever heard of | Rebecca: got the, toll+ 
gates. 
6H Ohytaiyes,’swsaidiithe i op wpa ashe of that 
i Ee P pts bo allid ld Fe . 
i. “ And'*who eochans hick ls 
« “Lednniot say; sirj/) Lo never saw, her, nor any;;one 
whohad seenther!- Some saythat there were a hundted 
Rebeccas;' and! allcof-them:\men!cdressed: in: «women’s 
clothes, who went about atonight, at the head of, bands 
to breakithe gates:: Ah;:sir, something of) the kind was 
almost necessary at'thatitime. I:am a ‘friend of /peace, 
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sir, no head-breaker, house-breaker, nor gate-breaker, 
but I can hardly blame what was done at that time, 
under the name of Rebecca. You have no idea how 
the poor Welsh were oppressed’ by those gates, aye, 
and the rich too. The little people and farmers could 
not carry their produce to market owing to the exactions 
at the gates, which devoured all the profit and some- 
times more. So that the markets were not half supplied, 
and people with money could frequently not get what 
they wanted. Complaints were made to government, 
which not being attended to, Rebecca and her byddinion 
made their appearance at night, and broke the gates 
to pieces with sledge-hammers, and everybody said it 
was gallant work, everybody save the’ keepers of the 
gates and the proprietors. | Not only the: poor but 
the rich, said so. Aye, and I have heard that many 
a fine young gentleman had a hand in the work, and 


went about at night at the head of a band dressed as | 
Rebecca. Well, sir, those breakings were acts of — 


violence, I don’t deny, but they did good, for the 
system is altered; such impositions are no Jonger 
practised at gates as were before the time of Rebecca.” 

“Were any people ever taken up and punisned for 
those nocturnal breakings?” said I. : 

“No, sir;. and I have heard say that nobody’s being 
taken up was a proof that the rich approve] of the 
work and had a hand in it.” 

Night had come on by the time we reached the 
foot of the huge hills we had crossed in the:morning. 
We toiled up the ascent, and after crossing the level 
ground on the top, plunged down the bwlch between 
walking and running, occasionally stumbling, for we 
were nearly in complete darkness, and the bwlch was 


steep and stony. We more than once passed people © 
who gave us the n’s da, the hissing night salutation of — 
the Welsh. At length I saw the Abbey ic 
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amidst the’ darkness, and John Jones said that we were 
just above the fountain. We descended, and putting 
my head down I drank greedily of the dwr santaidd 
my guide following my example. We then proceeded 
on our way, and in about half-an-hour reached 
Llangollen. I took John Jones home with me. We 
had a cheerful cup of tea. Henrietta’ played on the 
guitar, and sang a Spanish song, to the great’ delight 
of John Jones, who at about ten o’clock departed con- 
tented and happy to his own’dwelling. , 


CHAPTER: XVII 


Eick ee and. his Peale A Good Lady—The Irishman’s 


Dingle—Ab Gwilym and the Mist—The. Kitchen—The Two 
Individuals—The Horse-Dealer—I can manage him—The 
Mist Again. 


THE following day was gloomy. In the evening John 


Jones’ made his appearance with a bundle under his arm, 
and an umbrella in his hand. 

“ Sir,” said he, “I am going across the mountain with 
1 piece of weaving work, for the man_on the other side, 
who employs me. Perhaps you would like to go with 


me, as you are fond of walking.” 


~ “T 'suppose,” said I, “you ib to have my company 
for fear of ate Gwyddelians on the hill.” 

* John smiled. 
“Well, sit,” said he, “if I do meet them I’ would 
sooner be’ with company than without. But I dare 


venture by myself, trusting in the Man on High, and 
perhaps I do, wrong to’ ask you to go, as you must be 


j 


: 


aes with your walk of yesterday.” 
“Hardly more than yourself,” said I. “Come ;.I shall 
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be glad to go.'. What. I said about the, Gwpisidalians was 
only in jest.” 1 svodsid 

As we were about to depart John: said budesed« 

“It does not rain at, present, sir, but, I thiols: it, will 
You had better take an umbrella,” 

I did so, and away. we went.,, We passed aver mmithe 
bridge, and turning to the right went. by, the back of the 
town through a field: As we passed by the: Plas; Newydd 
John Jones said: 

“No one lives there,now, sir; all. wlasala arid path } 
very different from the state of things when the ladies 
lived there—all gay then and cheerful. I remember the 
ladies, sir, particularly the last, who lived by herself after 
her companion died. She was a good lady, and very 
kind to the poor; when they came to her gate they were 
never sent away without something to cheer them. She 
was a grand lady too—kept grand company, and used 
to be drawn about in a coach by four ‘horses. ‘But she 
too is gone, and the house is cold and empty ; no fire in 
it, sir; no furniture. There was an auction after her 
denis and a grand auction it was and.lasted.,four days: 
Oh, what.a throng of people there.was, some, of whom 
came from a great distance to buy. the, curious, — of 
which there were plenty.” 

We passed over a. bridge, which Crosses, a, teal 
which descends from the mountainon the south, side. of 
Llangollen, which bridge John Jones told me was called 
the idee of the. Melin Bac, or mill ofthe. nook, from a 
mill of that name close by..’,Continuing our way) we 
came to a glen, down which the torrent comes which 
passes under the bridge.|, There was) little water.iny the 
bed.of the: torrent, and, we crossed, easily, enough, by 
stepping-stones., I, looked: up,the, glen;.a wild, place 
enough, its. sides..overgrown., with | trees, _|Dreary,, and 
dismal it looked in the gloom af, the. closings evening, 
John. Jones said that there was, no regular path, up itjand | 
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that one'could only get along by jumping from stone to 
stone, at the hazardjof' breaking one’s legs. © Having 
passed over ‘the bed) of the torrent, we came to a path, 
which ledup the mountain.’ The path was very steep 
and stony; the glen with'its trees: and darkness on our 
right..\We proceeded some way. At length John Jones 
pointed: to:a ‘hollow lane on our Hight} ee leading 
into the glen.” 

“That paar sir,” said his “1S called Pant y Gwyddel— 
the Irishman’s dingle, and sometimes Pant Paddy, from 
the Irish being fond of taking up their quarters there. 

It was just here, atthe entrance of the pant, that the 
tribe were encamped, when I passed two months ago at 
night, in returning from the other side of the hill with 
ten shillings in my pocket, which I had been paid for a 
piece of my work, which-I had carried over the mountain 

_to the very place where 1 am now carrying this. I shall 
never forget’ the fright I’was’in, both on account of my 
life, and my ten shillings. I ran down what remained of 
the hill as fast as I could, not minding the stones 

“Should I meet a tribe now on my return | aeall not run; 
you will be with me, and I shall not-fear for’ my life nor 
for my money, which will be now ‘more than ten 

shillings, provided the man over the hills pays me, as I 

| have no doubt he will. if ,; 

As we ascended higher we gradually diverged from the 

glen, though we did not lose sight-of it! till ;we reached 
the top of the mountain." The top was nearly level. On 

‘our right were’'a féw fields enclosed with stone walls. 
On our left was an open space where whin, furze and 
heath were growing. We passed over the summit, and 
began to descend by:a tolerably good, though steep road. 
But for the darkness’ of evening and a drizzling mist, 
which, for some tite past, had been coming on, we should 
have enjoyed a glorious prospect. down into the valley, 
or perhaps. 1 should Bs that ‘I\ishould have enjoyed a 
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glorious prospect, for John Jones, like a true mountaineer, 
cared not a brass farthing for prospects. Even as it was, 
noble glimpses of wood and rock were occasionally to be 
obtained. The mist soon wetted us to the skin notwith- 
standing that we put up our umbrellas. It was a regular 
Welsh mist, a niwl, like that in which the great poet Ab 
Gwilym lost his way, whilst trying to keep an assigna- 
tion with his beloved Morfydd, and which he abuses in 
the following manner :— 


“© ho! thou villain mist, O ho! 
What plea hast thou to plague me so? 
I scarcely know a scurril name, 
But dearly thou deserv’st the same ; 
Thou exhalation from the deep 
Unknown, where ugly spirits keep ! 
Thou smoke from hellish stews uphurl’d 
To mock and mortify the world ! 
Thou spider-web of giant race, _ 
Spun out and spread through airy space! 
Avaunt, thou filthy, clammy thing, 
Of sorry rain the source and spring ! 
Moist blanket dripping misery down, 
Loathed alike by land and town! 
Thou watery monster, wan to see, | 
Intruding ’twixt the sun and me, 
To rob me of my blessed right, 
To turn my day to dismal night. 
Parent of thieves and patron best, 
They brave pursuit within thy breast - 
Mostly from thee its merciless snow | 
Grim January doth glean, I trow. 
Pass off with ppeed, thou prowler pale, 
Holding along o’er hill and dale, 
Spilling a noxious spittle round, 
Spoiling the fairies’ sporting prota 1 
Move off to hell, mysterious haze ; 
Wherein deceitful meteors, blaze ; 
Thou wild of vapour, vast, o’ergrown, 
Huge as the ocean of unknown.” 


As we desce.ided, the path became more steep; : was” 
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particularly so at a part where it was overshadowed with 
trees on both sides. Here, finding walking very uncom- 
fortable, my knees suffering much, I determined to run. 
So shouting to John Jones, “Nis gallav gerdded rhaid 
rhedeg,” I set off running down the pass. My companion 
followed close behind, and luckily meeting no mischance, 
we presently found ourselves on level ground, amongst a 
collection of small houses. On our turning a corner a 
church appeared on our left hand on the slope of the hill. 
In the churchyard, and close to the road, grew) a large 
yew-tree which flung its boughs far on every side.: John 
Jones stopping by the tree said, that if I looked over the 
wall of the yard I should see the tomb of a: Lord 
Dungannon, who had been a great benefactor to the 
village. I looked, and through the lower branches of 
the yew, which hung over part of the churchyard, I saw 
what appeared to be a mausoleum. Jones told me that 
in the church also there was the tomb of a great person 
of the name of Tyrwhitt. 

_ We passed on by various houses till we came nearly 
to the bottom of the valley. Jones then pointing to a 
large house, at a little distance on the right, told me that 
it was a good gwesty, and advised me to go and refresh 
myself in it, whilst he went and carried home his work 
_to'the man who employed him, who he said lived’ in‘a 
_ farm-house a few hundred ses off. I asked him where 
we were. 

“ At Llyn Ceiriog,” he cdl 

I then asked if we were near Pont Fadog; and 
received for answer that Pont Fadog was a good way 
down the valley, to the north-east, and that we could 
not see it owing to a hill which intervened. 

Jones went is way and I proceeded to the gwestfa, 
_ the door of which stood invitingly open. I entered a large 
kitchen, at one end of which a good fire was burning 
in a grate, in front of which was a long ‘table, and a 
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high settle on either: side. Everything looked» very 
comfortable: — There was nobody in the kitchen >on 
my? calling, however, a girl came, whom J: bade in Welsh 
to bring me a pint of the best ale. | The: gitl stared, 
but went away apparently to: fetch it-—presently» came 
the landlady, a good-looking middle-aged woman. I 
saluted her in Welsh and then asked: her if ‘she could 
speak: English. She replied “ Tipyn bach,” which inter- 
preted, is, a little bit... I. soon, however, found that: she 
could speak it very passably, for two: men coming in 
from the rear of the house: she conversed with: them 
in English. .These two individuals’ seated themselves 
on chairs near the door, and called for beer. } The girl 
brought. in the ale, and I sat down by the fire, poured 
myself out a glass, and made. myself comfortable. 
Presently a gig’ drove up to the door, and in came a 
couple of dogs, one a tall black grey-hound, the other 
a large female setter, the coat of the latter dripping 
with rain, and shortly after two men from) the gig. 
entered; one who appeared to be the principal was a 
stout. bluff-looking person. between fifty and. sixty, 
dressed in. a grey stuff coat and with a: slouched hat 
on his head. This man. bustled much about, and in 
a broad’ Yorkshire dialect ordered a fire to be lighted 
in another room, and a chamber) to, be, prepared. for 
him’ and his companion; the landlady, who. appeared 
to know him, and to treat him with a kind of deference, 
asked if she should prepare two beds; whereupon he 
answered, “No! As we, came, together/and shall; start 
together, so; shall we sleep together ; it mally not be. for, 
the first. time.” sy apefoir 
His companion was a, small; mean- Bie Satis 
dressed. ina black. coat, and behaved to himypeeesino 


little respect. Not, only the landlady, but, the two j 
men, of whom. I have. previously. spoken, appeared to — 


know. him and to treat him with defererice,.., He and | 
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his companion presently went out to ‘see, after’ the 
horse. After a little time they returned, and the stout 
man called lustily for two fourpennyworths of brandy 
and water—“ Take it- into the other room)!” said he, 
and went into a side room with his companion, but 
almost’ immediately: came out saying’ that. the room 
smoked and was cold, and that he preferred. sitting in 
the kitchen. He then took his seat near me, and when 
the brandy was brought drank to my health. I. said 
thank you, but nothing farther. He then began talking 
to the men: and his companion upon indifferent subjects. 
After a little time John Jones came in, called for a 
elass of ale, and at:my invitation seated himself between 
me and the stout personage.’ The latter addressed, him 
‘roughly in English, but receiving no answer. said, “ Ah, 
you no understand. You have no English and Ino 

Welsh.” 

+ You shave ‘not: mastered Welsh yet. Mr 
onesof the men) to him.. 

»“No!” said he: “1 have been doing business. with 
the Welsh forty years, but can’t speak a word of their 
language.» 1:sometimes guess at’ a slates dns ‘in 
the course of business, but am never sure.” 

Presently John Jones began talking to: me, saying 
that he had been to the river, that the water was very 
low,. and that there was: little but stones in the bed of 
the stream. 

I told te if its name was Geicton no wonder. there 
were plenty of stones in it, Ceiriog being derived from 
Cerrig) a ‘rock. The men stared to hear me speak 
‘Welsh. 

E15: the Ba ising a Welshman?” said one of the 
men, near the door, to ‘his companion; “he seems to 
nia Welsh very well.” bs 

“How should I know?” said thie other, sth tet 
_. be a low working man. 


\ 


” said 
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“Who are those people?” said I to John Jones, 

“The smaller man is a workman ata flannel manufac- 
tory,” said Jones. “The other I do not exactly know.” 

“And who is the man on the other side of you?” 
said I. 

“T believe he is an English dealer in gigs and horses,” 
replied Jones, “and that he is come here either to buy 
or sell,” 

The man, however, soon put me out of all dba with 
respect to his profession. 

“T was at Chirk,” said he; “and Mr So-and-so asked 
me to have a look at his new gig and horse, and have 
a ride. I consented. They were both brought out— 
everything new; gig new, harness new, and horse new. 


Mr So-and-so asked me what I thought of his turn-out. 


I gave a look and said, ‘I like the car very well, harness 
very well, but I don’t like the horse at all; a regular 
bolter, rearer and kicker, or I’m no judge; moreover, 
he’s pigeon-toed.’ However, we all got on the car— 
four of us, and I was of course complimented with the 
ribbons. Well, we hadn’t gone fifty yards before’ the 
horse, to make my words partly good, began to kick 
like a new ’un. However, I managed him, and he went 
on for a couple of miles till we got to the top of the 
hill, just above the descent with the precipice on the 
right hand. Here he began to rear like a very devil. 

“*Oh dear me!’ says Mr So-and-so ; ‘let me get out!’ 

“*Keep where you are,’ says I, ‘I can manage him,’ 

“ However, Mr So-and-so would not be ruled, and got 
out; coming down, not on his legs, but his hands and 
knees. And then the two others said— 

““Tet us get out!’ 

“« Keep where you are,’ said I, ‘I can manage inset 

“But they must needs get out, or rather tumble out, 
for they both came down on the road, hard on ‘their, 
backs, 
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“*Get out yourself, said they all, ‘and let the devil 
go, or you are a done man.’ 

““Getting out may do for you young hands,’ says J, 
‘but it won’t do for I; neither my back nor bones will 
stand the hard road, 

“Mr So-and-so ran to the horse’s head. 

“* Are-you' mad?’ says I, ‘if you try to hold him he'll 
be over the pree-si-pice in a twinkling, and then where 
am 1?) Give him head ; I can manage him.’ 

“So Mr So-and-so abt out of the way, and down flew 
the horse right down the descent, as fast as he could 
gallop. I tell you what, I didn’t half like it! A pree- 
si-pice on my right, the rock on my left, and a devil 
before me, going, like a cannon-ball, right down the 
hill. ‘However, I contrived, as I said I would, to manage 
him; kept ‘the car from the rock and from the edge 
of the gulf too. Well, just when we had come to the 
bottom of the hill out comes the people running from 
the inn, almost covering the road. 

“Now get out of the way,’ I shouts, ‘if you don’t 
wish to sée your brains acerca out, and what would 
be worse, mine too.’ 

“So they gets out of the way, anid on I spun, I and 
my devil. But by this time I had nearly taken: the 
devil out of him. Well, he hadn’t gone fifty yards on 
the level ground, when what do you think he did? why, 
went! regularly over, tumbled’ down regularly on the 
road, even as I knew he would some time or other, 
_ because why? he was pigeon-toed. Well, I gets out 
of the gig, and no sooner did Mr So-and-so come up 
than I says—. 

Pof* T likes your car very well, and I likes your harness, 
but me if: likes your troy and it will be some 
time before you persuade me to drive him again.’” 

-T am‘a great lover of horses, and an admirer of good 
driving, and should have wished to have some conversa- 
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tion with this. worthy person about. horses and’ their 
management. I should also, have-wished; to. ask him 
some questions about Wales and the Welsh, as he»must 
have picked up a great deal of curious informationjabout 
both in his forty years’ traffic, notwithstanding) he did 
not know a word of Welsh, but, John, Jones. prevented 
my further tarrying by saying, that it, would be as well 
to get over the mountain before.it was,,entirely.dark; 
So I got up, ipaid,for.my. ale, vainly,,endeavoured -to 
pay for that of my companion, who insisted,upon paying 
for what he had ordered,.made}.a- general) bow and de- 
parted from the ‘house, leaving the horse-dealer and. the 
rest staring at) each. other oad wondering who. we, were, 
or at least who.J was..,.Wewere about.toascend, the hill 
when John Jones asked | me whether, I should. not like 
to see, the bridge and. the. river,.1 told-him J, should 
The bridge and the river presented, nothing: remarkable, 
The former was of.a single arch; and the latter anything 
but abundant in its flow. misetaaedt 

We now began to retrace our steps over jie mountain. 
At first the mist appeared to be nearly.cleared) away, 
As we proceeded, however, large sheets began to roll up 
the mountain sides, and by the time we. reached the 
summit’ were, completely. shrouded. in ;,vapour,.|, The 
night, however, was not very! dark, and)we- found} our 
way, tolerably well, though once .in’ descending, I! had 
nearly tumbled into the nant or dingle, now) on-our left 
hand. ,The bushes and trees, seen. indistinctly through 
the mist, had something the look of goblins, and brought 
to my mind the-elves, which Ab Gwilym of old. saw, or 
thought he saw, in a somewhat similar situation: «,)|) 


ee) 


“In every hollow dingle stood’ HOW Cah 3 
Of wry- mouthed elves a wrathful brood.’:: 


Drenched to. the Ske but uninjured. in ‘body ha nb, 


we at length reached Llangollen, ie: ris ceneaaan 
a Wr, ( 


CHAPTER XVIIL. 


Venerable Old Gentleman—Surnames in Wales—-Russia, and 
Britain—Church of England—Yriarte—The Eagle and_ his 
Sle Reade of the Gael—The Oxonian—Master Salisburie. 


My ris had told me: sithat she hadi had some conversa- 
tion upon’ the Welsh language and literature with a 
venerable.old man, who: kept a shop in the town, that 
she had informed him that I was very fond of both, and 
that: he had expressed a great desire'to see me. One 
afternoon I said: “Let us go and pay.a visit to your old 
friend of the shop. I think’ from two or three things 
which youvhave'told me about him, that he must be 
worth knowing.’ Werset out. ‘She conducted me ‘across 
the bridge a little way;/then presently turning to the 
left into the principal street, she entered the door of a 
shop on’ the Jeft-hand side, over the top of which was 
written: “Jones; Provision Dealer and General Merchant.” 
The shop was small, with: two little counters, one on 
each side: ‘Behind one 'was'a young woman, and behind 
the: other a ‘venerable-looking oldman. 
_jo“Tohaveobrought my husband to visit you,” said my 
wife, addressing herself-to him. 

| “Team ‘most happy to'see’him,” std the old Se 
man, making ime'a polite bow. ( 

He then, begged that we would do him the honour to 
walk into his parlour, and led us.into alittle back room, 
the window of which looked out upon the Dee a few 

‘yards: ‘below’ the bridge. "On the lefti side of the room 

was’ a latge case, well’stored with books.’ He offered us 

chairs, and we all sat down. De ‘was much struck with 

the old man; He was ‘rather tall) and somewhat in- 

clined ‘to ‘corpuléney. His hair wasgrey ; his forehead 
Dm 105 
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high; his nose aquiline; his eyes ful! of intelligence ; 
whilst his manners were those of a perfect gentleman. 
I entered into conversation by saying that I supposed 
his name was Jones, as I had observed that name over 
the door. 

“Jones is the name I bear at your service, sir,” he 
replied. 

I said that it was a very common name in Wales, as 
I knew several people who bore it, and observed: that 
most of the surnames in Wales appeared to be modifi- 
cations of Christian names; for example Jones, Roberts, 
Edwards, Humphreys, and likewise Pugh, Powel, and 
Probert, which were nothing more than the son of Hugh, 
the son of Howel, and the son of Robert.. He said I 
was right, that there were very few real surnames in 
Wales; that the three great families, however, had real 
surnames; for that Wynn, Morgan and Bulkley were all 
real surnames, I asked him whether the Bulkleys of 
Anglesea were not originally an English family. He 
said they were, and that they settled dewate in erat 
in the time of Elizabeth. 

_ After some minutes my wife got up aa left: us. The 
old gentleman and I had then some discourse in Welsh; 
we soon, however, resumed speaking English. We got 
on the subject of Welsh bards, and after.a good deal of 
discourse the old gentleman said: 

“You seem. to know something about: Welsh, easin?: ; 
can you tell me who wrote the following line? 

“¢There will be great doings in Britain, and 
I shall have no concern in eset a a 


«] will not aH positive,” said I, “ ae I ihigs fe gi its. 4 
tone and tenor that it was gompored by Marddyts whom, — 


my countrymen call Merlin.” 
“T believe you. are right,’ said the old centenary ae | 


see you, know something of Welsh poetry. 1 met. the 
ee | 


| 
| 
il 
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line, a long time ago, in a’ Welsh grammar. It then 
made a great impression upon me, and of late it has 
always been ringing in my ears. I love Britain. Britain 
has just engaged in a war with a mighty country, and I 
am apprehensive of the consequences. I am old, up- 
wards of four-score, and shall probably not live to see 
the evil, if evil happens, as I fear it will—‘ There will be 
strange doings in Britain, but they will not concern me,’ 
I cannot get the line out of my head.” ” 

I told him that the line probably related to-the pro- 
gress of the Saxons in Britain, but that I did not wonder 
that it made an impression upon him at the present 
moment. I said, however, that we ran no risk, from 
Russia; that the only power at all dangerous, to, Britain 
was France, which though at present leagued with her 
against Russia, would eventually go to war with and 
Strive to subdue her, and then of course Britain could 
expect no help from Russia, her old friend and ally, who, 
if Britain had not outraged her, would have assisted. her, 
in any quarrel or danger, with four or. five hundred 
thousand men. I said that I hoped neither he, nor 1 
should see a French invasion, but I.had no doubt’ one 
would eventually take place, and that then Britain must 
fight stoutly, as she had no one to expect help from but 
herself ; at I wished she might be-able to hold her 
own, bere i 
_ “Strange things will happen in) Britain, though they, 
will concern me nothing,” said the old gentleman’ with 
a sigh. 

On my expressing a desire to know something bf ve 
Mictbry he told me that he was the son of a small 
farmer, who resided at some distance from Llangollen; 
that he lost his father at an early age, and was obliged 
to ‘work ‘hard; even when a ‘child, in order’ to assist 
his. mother who had some difficulty, -after, the. death 
of his father, in keeping things together; that though 
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he was obliged to work hard he had been: fond: of 
study, and used to pore over Welsh and English books 
by the glimmering light of the turf fire at night, for 
that his mother could not afford to allow him anything 
in the shape of a candle to read by ; that at/his mother’s 
death he left rural labour, and coming to Llangollen, com- 
menced business in the little shop in which he was at 
present ; that he had been married; and had children, 
but that his wife and family were dead ; that the young 
woman whom I had seen in the shop, and who took 
care of ‘his house, was a relation of his wife; that 
though he had always been attentive to business, he 
had never abandoned study; that he had mastered 
his own language, of which he was passionately: fond, 
and had acquired a good knowledge of English and 
of some other languages. That his fondness: for litera- 
ture had shortly after his arrival at Llangollen attracted 
the notice of some of the people, who encouraged him 
in his studies, and assisted him by giving him books’; 
that the ‘two celebrated ladies of Llangollen’ had 
particularly noticed him ; that he held the situation 
of church clerk for upwards of forty years, and’ that 
it was chiefly owing’ to the recommendation of the 
“ereat’ ladies” that he had obtained: «it. /He* then 
added with a sigh, that about ten years ago he was 
obliged to give it up, owing to something the: matter 
with his ‘eyesight, which prevented him from reading, © 
and that ‘his being obliged ‘to give it up» was ai source © 
of bitter grief to him, as he had always considered. it 
a high ‘honour to be permitted to assist in: the: service | 
of ‘the Church of England, in the principles of which © 
he had been’ bred, and in) ieee doctrines: he. siBemiy | 
believed. : 
Here: shaking him by the er I said that:I ae had | 
been bred up in the principles of the Church of England); | 
that I too ‘firmly believed in its doctrines, and sane 
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maintain rect my mblood, if necessary, that there was not 
such another church in the world. 

“So would I,” said the old gentleman,.,“ where. is 
there a church in whose liturgy there is so much Scrip- 
ture as in that of the Church of England?” 

“Pity,” said I, “that.so. many traitors have lately 
sprung up in its ministry.” 

. “If it, be, so,? said the. old church clerk, “ they) have 
not yet shown themselves in the pulpit, at Llangollen. 
All. the: clergymen, who have held the living in my. time 
have been excellent, The present incumbent is a model 
of ‘a Church-of-England clergyman, Oh, how I regret 
that the state of my eyes prevents me from officiating as 
clerk beneath. him,” 

I told him that I should never ftom the appearance 
of his eyes have imagined that;they were not excellent 
ones. 

“I can see to walk about with them, and to distinguish 
objects,” said: the old gentleman ; “ but. see to read with 
them J cannot: Even with the help of the most power- 
ful glasses I cannot distinguish a letter. I believe I 
strained my eyes at a very early.age, when striving to 
read at night by the glimmer of the turf fire in my 
poor mother’s chimney corner.. Oh what an affliction 
is this state of my, eyes! I can’t turn. my books, to 
any account, nor read the newspapers; but I repeat 
that [chiefly lament it because it, prevents, me, from 
officiating as under-preacher.” 

- He; showed, me his books, Seeing, amongst, them 
“The Fables of Yriarte.” in Spanish, I asked, how, they 
came into his possession. . ae 
» “They, were presented to me,” said he, “ by one,of the 
Jadies of Llangollen, Lady, Eleanor Butler.” 

» “Have you ever read them,?” said I. 

No,” he/replied; “I do not understand | a hie of 
Spanish; but I sEPPase her ladyship, knowing L was 
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fond of languages, thought that I might one day set 
about learning Spanish, and that then they might*be 
useful to me.” 

He then asked me if I knew Spanish; and on my 
telling him that I had some knowledge of that language, 
he asked me to translate some of the fables. I trans- 
lated two of them, which pleased him much. 

T then asked if he had ever heard of a collection of 
Welsh fables compiled about the year thirteen hundred. 
He said that he had not, and inquired whether’ they 
had ‘ever been printed. I told him that’ some had 
appeared in the old Welsh magazine called “The 
Greal.” . 

“JT wish you would repeat one of them,” said the 
old clerk. 

“Here is one,” said I, “which particularly struck 
me :— 

“Tt is the custom ‘of the eagle, when his young are 
sufficiently old, to raise them up above his nest in the 
direction of the sun; and’ the bird which has strength 
enough of eye to look right in the direction of the sun, 
he keeps and nourishes, but the one which has not, he 
casts down into the gulf to its destruction. So does 
the Lord deal with His children in the Catholic Church 
Militant: those whom He sees worthy to serve Him 
in godliness and spiritual goodness He keeps with Him 
and nourishes, but those who are not worthy from being 
addicted to earthly things, He casts out into utter dark- 
ness, where there is weeping and gnashing of teeth.” 

The old gentleman, ‘after a moment’s reflection, said 
it was a clever fable, but an unpleasant one. It was 
hard for’ poor birds to be flung into a gulf, for not — 
having power’ of eye sufficient to look full in the face 
of the sun, and likewise hard that poor human creatures — 
should be lost for ever, hh not pec that which ioe had | 
no power to do. : imei nage \ 
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“Perhaps,” said I, “the eagle does not deal with his 
chicks, or the Lord’ with His creatures as the fable 
represents.” 

Let us*hope at any rate,” said the old gentleman, 
“that the Lord does not.” 

“Have you ever seen this book?” said he, and put 
Smith’s “Sean Dana” into my hand. 

‘“Qh, yes,” said I, “and have gone through: it. | It 
contains poems in the Gaelic language by Oisin and 
others, collected in the Highlands. I went through it 
a long time’ ago with great’ attention. Some of the 
poems are wonderfully beautiful.” 

“They are so,” said the old clerk.’ “I too have gone 
through the book ; it was presented to me a great many 
years ‘ago by’a lady'to whom I gave some lessons in the 
Welsh language. I went through it with the assistance 
of a’ Gaelic grammar and dictionary, which she also 
presented to me, and I was struck with the high tone 
of the poetry.” 

«This ‘collection is valuable indeed,’ said I; “it 
contains poems, which not only possess the highest 
‘merit, but serve to confirm the authenticity of the 
poems of Ossian, published by Macpherson, so often 
called in question, All the pieces here attributed to 
Ossian ‘are written in the same metre, tone, and spirit, 
as those attributed to him in the other collection, so if 
Macpherson’s Ossianic poems, which he said were 
collected by him’ in the Highlands, are forgeries, 
Smith’s Ossianic poems, which, according ‘to his ac- 
‘count, were also collected in thé Highlands, must be 
“also forged, and have’ been imitated from those pub- 
lished by the! other. Now a it is well known that 
_ Smith did not possess’ sufficient poetic power to produce 
any imitation of Macpherson’s’ Ossian, with a tenth part 
the merit which the “ Sean Dana” possess, and that even 
oul he’ had possesséd it, his ‘principles would not have 
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allowed him to: attempt. to deceive. the. world by 
imposing forgeries upon it, as, the, authentic poems 
of another, he being a highly respectable ‘clergyman, 
the necessary. conclusion is. thatthe Ossianic ; “poems 
which both published are genuine, and collected: in. the 
manner in which both stated they were.” Ht» 

After a little more, discourse about Qesians the old 
gentleman asked. me if, there was! any. good modern 
Gaelic. poetry. “None very modern,”. said, L: “the 
last great poets: of the, Gael, were Macintyre. and 
Buchanan, who flourished, about, the; middle of the 
last century. The first sang. of love and. of Highland 
scenery; the. latter was a) religious poet... The; best 
piece of Macintyre isan ode. to, Ben, Dourain,: or the 
Hill of the Water-dogs—a mountain. in| the, Highlands. 
The master-piece. of Buchanan.is his La Breitheanas 
or Day of Judgment, which is.equal.in merit, or nearly 
so, to: the Cywydd y,Farn, or Judgment Day, of.your 
own immortal Gronwy Owen. Singular that the, ‘two 
best pieces on the: Day of Judgment should have sbeen 
written in, two Celtic: dialects, and much, about , the 
same time; but. such jis the fact.” es igh J? 

‘f Really,” said the old church clerk, “ ‘you, seem, to 
know something of Celtic literature.” |. 

‘A dittle,’ said J: Tam. asbitofia Fd tii ned 
when studying languages bp alittle into the literature 
which they contain.” 

As I. had. heard -him say that: he nthe pie oan 
given lessons in the Welsh language, I inquired whether 
any of his pupils had made much progress init, The 
generality,” said he, “soon became tired;of its difficulties, ; 
and gave it,up, without making any, progress at all. 
Two or three got on tolerably well. One, however, ac- 
quired it, in a time so short that it might, be,deemed — 
marvellous. He was an Oxonian, and, came, down,with 
another in, the vacation, in order to study, hard against 
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the: yearly collegiate examination..| He and his friend 
took lodgings at Pengwern Hall, then a farm-house, and 
studied and walked about for some time, as other young 
men from college, who come down here, are in the habit 
of doing. One day he,and his. friend came, to me, who 
was then: clerk, and. desired to see the interior of the 
church; So I took the key and went with them into 
the church». When he.came to the altar he took up’ the 
_ large Welsh Common Prayer- Book, which was lying there, 
and looked: into it. ‘A curious) language this Welsh,’ 
said‘he ; ‘I should like to learn jit,’;. ‘Many have wished 
io learn it, without being able? said I; ‘it is no easy 
language.’ ‘I, should like to try, he replied,;.‘ I wish I 
could find some one who would give me a few. lessons,’ 
_ ‘I have occasionally given instructions in Welsh,’ said. I, 
‘and shall be happy to oblige you.’ Well, it was agreed 
that he should take lessons of me; and to my house he 
came every evening, and I gave him what instructions I 
could. I was astonished at his progress. He acquired 
the pronunciation in a lesson, and within a week was 
able, to construe and converse. By the time he left 
Llangollen, and he was not here in all more than two 
months, he understood the Welsh Bible as well as I did, 
and could speak Welsh so well that the Welsh, who did 
not know him, took him to be one of themselves, for he 
spoke the language with the very tone and: manner of a 
“Native. Oh; he was the cleverest man for language that I 
ever knew ; not a’ word that he heard did ‘he ever forget.” 
» Just like’ Mezzofanti,” said 1, “the great cardinal 
philologist. But whilst learning Welsh, did a not 
_ neglect his collegiate studies?” 
Me  f Well, Iowas rather apprehensive on that’ point,” isebie 
the old gentleman, | “but mark the event. At’ the’ ex- 
amination he: came off most. ‘brilliantly in Latin, Greek, 
mathematics, and other things too; in fact; a double 
: first-class man, as I think they call it. » 
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“JT have never heard of so extraordinary an indi- 
vidual,” said I.' “I could no more have done what you 
say he did, than I could have taken — and flown. 
Pray, what bs his name ?” 

“ His name,” said the old gentleman, “was Earl.” 

I was much delighted with my new acquaintance, and 
paid him frequent visits; the more I saw him the more 
he interested me. He «was kind and benevolent; a good 
old Church of ‘England Christian; was well versed in 
several dialects of the Celtic, and possessed an astonish- 
ing deal of Welsh heraldic and antiquarian lore. Often 
whilst discoursing with him I almost fancied that: I was 
with Master Salisburie, Vaughan of Hengwrt, or some 
other worthy of old, deeply skilled in everything re- 
markable connected with wild “Camber’s Lande.” 


CHAPTER XIX 


The Vicar and his Family—Evan Evans—Foaming Ale—Llam y 
Lleidyr—Baptism—Joost Van Vondel—Over to he onde 
~ Miller's’ Man—Welsh and English. 


WE had received a call from the Views lanepien | 
and his lady ; we had returned it, and they had done us | 
the kindness to invite us to take tea with them. On the | 
appointed evening we went, myself, wife, and Henrietta, i 
and took tea with the vicar and his, wife, their’ sons’ and 1 
daughters, all delightful and amiable beings—the eldest | 
son a fine intelligent young man from Oxford, lately | 
admitted into the Church, and now assisting his father 
in. his) sacred, office. A delightful residence. was thes 
vicarage, \situated amongst trees in the neighbourhood | 
of the Dee.. A,large open window in the room, in. which | 
our party sat, afforded us a view of:a green plat on: the: 
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top of a bank running down to the Dee, part: of the 
river, the steep farther bank covered with umbrageous 
trees, and a high mountain beyond, even that of Pen y 
Coed clad with wood. During tea Mr E. and I hada 
great deal of discourse. I found him to be a: first-rate 
Greek and Latin scholar, and also a proficient in the 
poetical literature of his own country. In the course of 
discourse he repeated some noble lines of Evan Evans, 
the unfortunate and eccentric Prydydd.Hir, or tall poet, 
the friend and correspondent of Gray, for whom he 
made literal translations from the Welsh, ‘which the 
great English oe afterwards wrought into immortal 
verse. 

“T have a great bate for poor Evan Evans,” said 
Mr E., after he had finished repeating the lines, “for two 
reasons: first, because he was an illustrious genius, and 
second, because he was a South-Wallian like myself.” 

“And I,” I replied, “because he was'a great poet, and 
like myself fond of a glass of cwrw da.” 

Some time after tea the younger Mr E. and myself 
took a walk in an eastern direction along a path cut in 
the bank, just above the stream. After proceeding a 
little way amongst most romantic scenery, I asked my 

companion if he had ever heard of the pool of Catherine 
Lingo—the deep pool, as the reader will please to re- 
member, of which John Jones had spoken. 

“Oh yes, ” said young Mr E.: “my brothers and my- 
self are in the habit of bathing there almost every 
ee, ‘We will go to it if you please.” 

"We proceeded, and soon came to the pool. The pool 
is a beautiful sheet of water, seemingly about one 
hundred and fifty yards in length, by about seventy 
in width. It is bounded on the east by a low ridge of 
‘rocks forming a weir. The banks on both sides are 
high and precipitous, and covered with trees, some of 
which shoot their arms for some way above the face’ of 
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the pool. This is said to be the deepest pool in the 
whole course of the Dee, varying in depth from, twenty 
to thirty feet. Enormous pike, called in Welsh pen- 
hwiaid, or ducks-heads, from the similarity which the 
head of a pike bears to that of a duck, are, said to be 
tenants of this pool. 

We returned to the vicarage, and at aban ten we. all 
sat down to supper. On the supper-table was a auighty 
pitcher full of foaming ale. . 

“ There,” said my excellent host, as he poured me out 
a glass, “there is a glass of cwrw, which Evan Eyans 
himself might have deunks ? 

One evening my wife, Henrietta, and myself, eel 
by John Jones, went upon the Berwyn, a little to the 
east of the Geraint or Barber’s Hill, to botanize. Here 
we found a fern which John Jones. called Coed Illus y, 
Bran, or the plant of the Crow’s berry... There was a 
hard -kind of, berry upon it, of which he.said the crows 
were exceedingly fond.. We also discovered two or 
three other strange plants, the Welsh names of which 
our guide told us, and which were curious and descrip- 
tive enough. .He took us home by a romantic path 
which, we ‘had. never before seen, and on our way 
pointed out to us a small house in which he said he WBS | 
born. 

The day after, fedind myself on the banks of the 
Dee in the, upper part. of the valley, I determined to | 
examine the Llam. Lleidyr) or Robber’s Leap, which | 
I had heard spoken of on a former occasion. A man — 
passing near me with a cart I asked him where. the | ‘ 
Robber’s Leap was, I spoke in English, and. with a 
shake of his head he replied “Dim, Sasneg” On | 
my, putting the question to him in Welsh, however, his 
countenance brightened up. 

“Dyna Llam Lleidyr, sir!” said he, pointing to a very i 


narrow part of the stream a little way down, 5 |. 
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i“ And’ did the thief take it from this side?” I 
demanded. 
“Wes, sir, from this side,” replied tins man. 

'T'thanked him, and passing over the dry part of the 
rivers bed, came to the Llam Lleidyr. The whole 
water of the Dee in the dry season gurgles here ‘through 
a passage not more than four feet across, which, however, 
is evidently profoundly deep, as the water is.as dark as 
pitch: If the thief ever took the leap he must have 
taken it in the dry season, for in the wet the Dee is 
a’wide and roaring ‘torrent. Yet even inthe dry season 
it is difficult to conceive how anybody could take this 
leap, for on the other side is a rock rising high above the 
dark gurgling stream. On observing the opposite side, 
however, narrowly, I perceived that there was a'stnall 
hole a little way up the rock, in which it:seemed possible 
to rest one’s foot fora moment. So I supposed that if 
the leap’ was ever taken, the individual who took: it 
darted the tip of his foot into the hole, then springing up 
seized the top of the rock with his hands, and scrambled 
up. From either side the leap must have been «a highly 
dangerous ‘one—from the farther side the leaper would 
incur the ‘almost certain risk of breaking his legs on 
a‘ledge of hardrock, from this of falling back into the 
deep horrible stream, which would probably suck him 
down in a moment. 

From the Llam y Lleidyr«I went to the canal and 
walked along it ‘till I’came to the house ofthe old) man 
who sold coals, and who had put me in mind of Smollett’s 

Morgan; he was now standing in ‘his’ little: coal-yard, 
leaning over the pales. I had spoken to him on two or 
three occasions subsequent'to the one on which I made 

| his: ‘acquaintance, and had been every time more and 

‘more struck with the resemblance which his ways and 
“manners bore to ‘those of Smollett’s character, on which 

Husbuint: I shall ‘call him Morgan, though such was not 
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his name. He now told me that he expected ‘that 
I should build a villa and settle down in the neighbour- 
hood, as I seemed so fond of it. After a little discourse, 
induced either by my questions or from a desire to talk 
about himself, he related to me his history, which, though 
not one of the most wonderful, I shall repeat. He was 
born near Aberdarron in Caernarvonshire, and in order 
to make me understand the position of the place, and its 
bearing with regard to some other places, he drew marks 
in the coal-dust on the earth. His father was a Baptist 
minister, who when Morgan was about six years of age, 
went to live at Canol Lyn, a place at some little distance 
from Port Heli. With his father he continued. till he 
was old enough to gain his own maintenance, when’ he 
went to serve a farmer in the neighbourhood., Having 
saved some money young Morgan. departed to the 
foundries at Cefn Mawr, at which he worked thirty years 
with an interval of four, which he had passed partly in 
working in slate quarries, and partly upon the canal. 
About: four years before the present time he came 
to where he now lived, where he commenced selling 
coals, at first on ‘his own account and subsequently for 
some other person. He concluded his narration. by 
saying that he was now sixty-two years of age, was 
afflicted: with various disorders, and believed that He was 
breaking up. al 

Such was Morgan’s history; certainly not a very 
remarkable one. _Yet Morgan was'a most remarkable 
individual, as I shall presently make appear. 

Rather affected at the bad account he gave me sit ie 
health I asked him if he felt easy in his mind? He — 
replied’ perfectly so, and when I inquired how. he came — 
to feel so comfortable, he said that his feeling so.was : 
owing to his baptism into the faith of Christ Jesus. On — 
my telling him that I;too had been baptized, he asked \ 
me if I had been, dipped; and on learning that I had f 
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not, but only been sprinkled, according to the practice of 
my church, he gave me to understand that my baptism 
was not worth three halfpence. Feeling rather nettled 
at hearing the baptism of my church so undervalued, I 
stood up for it, and we were soon in a dispute, in which 
I. got rather the worst, for though’ he spuffled and 
sputtered in a most extraordinary manner, and spoke in 
a dialect which was neither Welsh, English nor Cheshire, 
but a mixture of all three, he said two or three things 
rather difficult to be got over. Finding that he had 
nearly silenced me, he observed: that he did not) deny 
that I had a good deal of book learning, but that 
in matters of baptism I was as ignorant as the rest of 
the people of the church were, and had always been, 
He then said that many church people had entered into 
argument: with him on the subject of baptism, but: that 
he had got the better of them all; that Mr P., the 
minister of the parish of L.,in which we then were, had 
frequently entered into argument: with him, but: quite 
unsuccessfully, and had at last given up the matter, as a 
bad job. He added that alittle time before, as Mr P, 
was walking close to the canal with his wife and daughter 
anda spaniel dog, Mr P: suddenly took up the dog and 
flung it in, giving it a good ducking, whereupon he, 
Morgan, cried out: “Dyna y gwir vedydd ! That) is the 
right baptism, sir!: I thought I should bring you’ to 
itat last!” at which words Mr:P. laughed hepiclalyy but 
nue no particular reply. 

‘After a little time he began to talk’ abet the se 
men who had risen up jamongst, the) Baptists,./and 
mentioned two or three Mistingnichhé individuals, 

‘I said that he had not mentioned the greatest man 
who had been ‘born amongst the Baptists, 
_ “What was his name?” said he. 
| “His name was Joost Van Vondel,” I epics 
“J never heard of him before,” said Morgan, : 
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“Very: probably,” said 1: “he was born, ‘bred, and 
died in Holland.” 

“Has he been dead long?” said Morgan! 

“ About two hundred years,” said I. 

“That’s a long time,” said Morgan, \“ and maybe 
is the reason that I: never heard of him.: So: he was 
a great man?” 

“He was indeed,” said I. “He was niot aah the 
greatest man that ever sprang up amongst the Baptists, 
but the greatest, and by far the greatest, that Holland 
ever produced, though Holland has produced a great 
many illustrious men.” 

“Oh I daresay he was a great man if he’ was a 
Baptist,” said Morgan. “Well, it’s strange I never read 
of him; I> thought, I had) read the lives of vall’ the 
eminent people who lived and died in our communion.” 

“ He did not die in the Baptist communion,” said I. 

“Qh, he didn’t die in it,” said Morgan; “What, did he 
go over'to the Church of England ? a pretty fellow!” 

“He did not goover to the Church of England,” said 
I, “for the Church of England does not exist in iii 
he went over to the Church of Rome.” i 

“Well, that’s not quite'so bad,” said Son a howe 
ever, it’s bad’ enough. I daresay he was:ia’ pretty 
blackguard.”) 100 bss Loker 

“No,” said 1: “he was a pure virtuous character, and 
perhaps the only pure and virtuous character that ever 
went over to Rome. The only wonder is that'so good a 
man could’ ever have gone over to so detestable a ere 
but he appears to have been deluded.” ava: 

“Deluded indeed!” said Morgan... “ Howat: ci 
suppose he went over for advancement’s sake.” 

“No,” said I; “he lost every prospect of advancement 
by going over is Rome: nine-tenths of his countrymen 
were of the reforn.ed religion, and he hier ae “much 
poverty and contémpt by the step he took.”) 9.91 |» | 
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«i How did he support himself?.” said Morgan. 
“ He obtained a livelihood,” said I, “by writing poems 
and plays, some of which are wonderfully fine.” 
. | What,” said ‘Morgan, “a writer of Interludes? One 
of Twm or Nant’s gang! I thought he would, turn out 
a pretty fellow.” 1 told him that the person in question 
certainly did write Interludes, for example Noah, and 
Joseph at Goshen, but that he was a highly respectable, 
nay venerable character. |; 
/ “If he was a writer of! Interludes,” said Morgan, “he 
wasi'a: blackguard); ithere never ‘yet. was- a: writer oof 
Interludes, or a person who went about playing them, 
that was not ‘aiscamp: He might be a clever man, I 
don’t say he was not. Who was a cleverer man than 
Twm o'r Nant with his) Pleasure and) Care, and Riches 
and ‘Poverty, but where was there a greater blackguard? 
Why, not in all Wales. -And if you knew this other 
fellow—+-what’s' his ‘name—Fondle’s ‘history, you would 
find that he was not a bit» more respectable than Twm 
o'r Nant,and not half so clever.’ As for his leaving the 
Baptists I don’t believe a word of it ; he was turned out 
of the connection, and then went about the country saying 
he left it. No’ Baptist connection would ever ‘havea 
writer of Interludes in it, not Twm o’r Nant himself, 
unless he left his ales and: Interludes and wanton 
hussies, for the three things are sure to go’ together. 
You ‘say he \went over to the Church of Rome; of 
course he did, if the Church of England were ‘not at 
hand to'receive him, where should he go but to Rome? 
No respectable. church like the Methodist or the 
Independent would have received him. There are ‘only 
two churches in’the world that will take in anybody 
without asking questions, and will never turn them out 
“however ‘bad ‘they may ‘behave’;the one’ is the Church 
of Romie, and the other the Church of Canterbury ; and 
if-you look into the matter you will find that’ every 
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rogue, rascal ‘and hanged person since the world began, 
has belonged to one or other of those communions.” 

In the evening I took a walk with my wife and 
daughter past the Plas Newydd. Coming to the little 
mill called the Melyn Bac, at the bottom of the gorge, 
we went into the yard’ to observe the water-wheel. We 
found that it was turned by ‘a very little water, which 
was conveyed to it by artificial means. Seeing the 
miller’s man, a short dusty figure, standing in the yard, 
I entered into conversation with him, and found to my 


great surprise: that he had a considerable acquaint- 


ance with the ancient language. On my repeating to 
him verses from Taliesin he understood: them, and to 
show me'that he did, translated some of the! lines into 
English. Two or three respectable-looking — lads, 
probably the miller’s sons, came: out, and: listened: to us. 
One of them said we were both good Welshmen. After 
a little time the man asked me if I had heard of Huw' 
Mortis, I told him that I was well acquainted with his 


writings, and enquired whether the place in which he. 


had lived was not somewhere in the neighbourhood. 
He said it was ; and that it was over the mountains ‘not 
far from Llan Sanfraid. I asked whether it ‘was not! 
called Pont y Meibion. He answered in the: affirmative, 
and added that he had himself been there, and had sat 


in. Huw Morris’s stone chair which was still to be seen’ | 
by the road’s side. I told him that I hoped to visit the | 


place in a few days. He replied that’ I should be quite — 
right in doing so, and that no one should come to these © 


parts without visiting Pont y Meibion, for that. Huw 


Morris was.one of és columns of the Cumry. 


. “What a difference,” said I to my wife, after we had 


departed, “ between a Welshman and an Englishman of | 
the lower ‘class. What would a Suffolk miller’s swain — 
have said if I had repeated to him verses oui of Beowulf — i 


or-even Chaucer, and had asked him ‘about the residence _ 
aft Sleelton © fal 


CHAPTER XX 


Huw Morris—Immortal Elegy—The Valley of Ceiriog—Tangled 
Wilderness—Perplexity—Chair of Huw Morris—The Walking 
Stick—Huw’s Descendant—Pont y Meibion. 


Two days after the last adventure I set off, over, the 
Berwyn, to visit the birth-place of Huw Morris under the 
guidance of John Jones, who was well acquainted with 
the spot. 

Huw Morus or Morris, was born in the year 1622 on 
the banks of the Ceiriog. His life was a long one, for 
he died at the age of eighty-four, after living in six 
reigns. He was the second son of a farmer, and was 
apprenticed to a tanner, with whom, however, he did not 
stay till the expiration of the term of his apprenticeship, 
for not liking the tanning art, he speedily returned to 
the house of his father, whom he assisted in husbandry 
till death called the old: man away. He then assisted 
his elder brother, and on his elder, brother’s death, lived 
with his son. He did not distinguish himself as a 
husbandman, and appears never to have been fond of 
manual labour. At an early period, however, he applied 
himself most assiduously to poetry, and before he had 
attained the age of thirty was celebrated, throughout 
Wales, as the best poet of his time. When the war 
broke out between Charles and his parliament, Huw 
espoused the part of the king, not as soldier, for he 
appears to have liked fighting little better than tanning 
or husbandry, but as a poet, and probably did the king 
more service in that. capacity than he would if he had 
raised him a troop of horse, ora regiment of foot, for he 
“wrote songs breathing loyalty to Charles, and fraught with 
pungent satire against his foes, which ran like wild-fire 


through Wales, and had a great influence on the minds 
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of the people. Even when the royal cause was lost in 
the field, he still carried on a poetical war against the 
successful party, but not so openly as before, dealing 
chiefly in allegories, which, however, were easy to be 
understood. Strange to say the Independents, when 
they had the upper. hand, never interfered with him 
though they persecuted certain Royalist poets of far 
inferior note. On the accession of Charles the Second 
he celebrated the event by a most singular piece called _ 
the Lamentation of Oliver’s' men, in which he assails the 
Roundheads with the most bitter irony. He was’ loyal 
to James the Second, till that monarch attempted to 
overthrow the Church of England, when’ Huw, much ‘to 
his credit, turned against him, and’ wrote’ songs in the 
interest of the glorious Prince of Orange. He died in 
the reign of good Queen Anne. In his “youth his © 
conduct was rather’ dissolute, but irreproachable and 
almost holy in his latter days—a kind of halo surrounded | 
his old brow. It was the custom in those days’in North — 
Wales for the congregation to leave the church in a row — 
with the clergyman at their head, but so great'was the © 
estimation in which’ old Huw was universally held, for — 
the purity of his life and his poetical gift, that the © 
clergyman of the parish abandoning his’ ‘claim’ to | 
precedence, always insisted on the good and inspired old © 
man’s leading the file, himself following immediately in 
his rear. Huw wrote on various subjects, mostly in 
common and easily understood measures. He was 
great in satire, great in humour, but when he pleased — 
could be greater in pathos than in either; for his best — 
piece is an elegy on Barbara Middletén; the’ sweetest 
song of the kind ever written. From his being’ born on 
the TBadke of the brook Ceiriog, and from the’ flowing 
melody of his awen or muse, his countrymen were in the © 
habit of calling him Eos Ceitiog, or the Re » — 
gale. og 
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'So John Jones and myself set off across the Berwyn 
to visit the birthplace of the great poet Huw Morris. 
We ascended: the mountain by Allt Paddy. The 
morning was lowering and before we had half got to the 
top it began to rain. John Jones was in his usual good 
spirits. \ Suddenly taking me by the arm he told me to 
look to' the right across the gorge to a white house, 
which he pointed out. 

“What is there in that house?” said I. 

“An aunt of mine lives there,” said he. 

. Having frequently heard him call old women. his 
aunts, I said, “Every poor old woman in the neighbour- 
hood seems ‘to be your aunt.” 

.“Thiso ds no poor, old. woman,” said he, “she is 
cyfoethawg iawn, and only last week she sent me and 
my family a pound of bacon, which would have’ cost 
me sixpence-halfpenny, and about a month ago a 
measure of wheat.” 

We passed over the top of the mountain, and descend- 
ing the other side:reached Llansanfraid, and stopped: at 
the public-house where we had been before, and called- 
for two glasses of ale. Whilst drinking our ale Jones 
asked some questions about Huw Morris of the woman 
whorserved us ; she said that| he was a famous poet, and 
‘that people of his blood were yet living upon the lands 
which: had belonged to him at Pont y Meibion.. Jones 
told her that his companion, the gwr boneddig, meaning 
myself, had come in order to see the birth-place of Huw 
Morris;,and that I was well acquainted with his works, 
having gotten’them by heart in Lloegr, when a, boy. 
‘The woman said: that) nothing would give her greater 
pleasure than’ to hear a Sais. recite poetry of Huw 
Morris, whereupon I recited a number of his lines ad- 
‘dressed ito the Gof Du, or blacksmith... The woman held 
up’ her: hands, anda carter’ who, was in the: kitchen 


somewhat the worse for liquar, shouted applause. 
: t 
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After asking a few questions as to the road we were to 
take, we left the house, and in a little time entered the 
valley of Ceiriog. The valley is very narrow, huge hills 
overhanging it on both sides, those on the east side 
lumpy and bare, those on the west precipitous, and 
partially clad with wood ; the torrent Ceiriog runs down 
it, clinging to the east side; the road is tolerably good, 
and is to the west of the stream. Shortly after we had 
entered the gorge, we passed by a small farm-house on 
our right hand, with a hawthorn hedge before it, upon 
which seems to stand ia peacock, curiously cut out of 
thorn. Passing on we came to a place called Pandy 
uchaf, or the higher Fulling mill. The place so called 
is a collection of ruinous houses, which put me in mind 
of the Fulling mills mentioned in “Don Quixote.” It 
is called the Pandy because there was formerly a fulling 
mill here, said to have been the first established in 


Wales; which is still to be seen, but which is no longer © 


worked. Just above the old mill there is a meeting of 
streams, the Tarw from the west rolls down a dark 
valley into the Ceiriog. 

At the entrance of this valley and just before’ you 
reach the Pandy, which it nearly overhangs, is an enor- 


mous crag. After 1 had looked at the place for some © 


time with considerable interest we proceeded towards 


the south, and in about twenty minutes reached a neat — 
kind of house, on our right hand, which John Jones told © 


me stood on the ground of Huw Morris. Telling me to 
wait, he went to the house, and asked some questions. 
Aftera little time I followed him and found him dis- 


coursing at the door with a stout dame about fifty-five 
years of age, and a stout buxom damsel of about seven+ 


teen, very short of stature. 


“This is the gentleman,” said he, “who wishes tol 


see me ality: there may be here connected: ait awa. | 
Morris.” CEN 
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The old dame made me a curtsey, and: said in very 
distinct Welsh, “We have some things in the house 
which belonged to him, and we will show them to the 
gentleman willingly.” 

“We first of all wish to see his chair,’ said) John 
Jones. 

“The chair is in a wall in what is died ce hen 
ffordd (old road),” said the old gentlewoman; “it is cut 
out of the stone wall, you will have maybe’ some: diff- 
culty in getting to it, but the girl shall show it to you.” 
The girl now motioned to us. to follow: her, and icon- 
ducted us across the road. to some stone steps, over a 
wall to a place which looked like a plantation. 

“This was the old road,” said Jones ; “but the tee 
has been enclosed. The new road is above us on our 
right hand beyond the wall.” 

We were in a maze of tangled shrubs, the boughs of 
which, very wet from the rain which was still falling, 
struck our faces, as we, attempted to make our way 
between them; the girl led the way, bare-headed and 
bare-armed, and soon’ brought, us) to» the wall, the 
boundary of the new road. Along this she went with 
considerable, difficulty, owing to the tangled shrubs, and 
the nature of the ground, which was very precipitous, 
shelving down to the other side of the enclosure. In 
a little time we were wet to the skin, and covered: with 
the dirt of birds, which they had left while: roosting in 

the trees; on went the girl, sometimes creeping, and 
trying to keep herself from falling by holding against 
the young trees; once or twice she fell and we after 
her, for there was no path, and the ground, as I have 
said before, very shelvy ; still as she went: her eyes were 
ii directed towards the wall, which was not always very 
easy to be seen, for thorns, tall frettles and: shrubs, were 
growing up against it. Here and there she stopped, 
-and said something, which I could not always make 
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out, for her Welsh was anything but clear; at length J 
heard her say that she was afraid we Hib passed’ the 
chair,’ and indeed presently we came'to’a place where 
the enclosure terminated in a pete corner. 

“Let us go back,” said I ; “we must have passed ‘it.” 

I now went first, btealcinity down with my ver the 
shrubs nearest to the wall. 

“Ts not this the place?” said I, pointing to a heir of 
hollow in the wall, which looked something eg the 
shape of a chair. 

“Hardly,” said the girl, “ for here should be a slab 
on: the back, with letters, but there’s neither sae nor 
letters here.” . 

The girl now again went forward, and we retraced 
our way, doing the best we could to discover the chait, 
but all to no purpose; no chair was to be found. We 
had now been, as I imagined, half-an-hour in the enclo- 
sure, and had nearly got back to the place from which 
we had: set out, when’ we suddenly heard the voice’ ‘of 
the old lady exclaiming, “ What are ye doing there; the 
chair is on the other side ‘of the field; wait a bit,/and J 
will; come and show it you;” getting over the stone 
stile, which led into the wilderness, she came to us} 
and ‘we now went along the’ wall at the lower end’; we 
had quite as much difficulty here as on the other dite 
and, in some places more, for the’ nettles were’ higher, 
the shrubs: more tangled, and the thorns ‘more’ terrible. 
The ground; however, was rather more’ level.’ I pitied 
the poor girl who led the way, and whose fat’naked arms 
were both stung and.torn. “She at ‘last stopped amidst 
a huge grove of nettles, doing the best she — ‘to 
shelter her. arms from the stinging leaves, 

“JT never was in such a ivildeeness in’ my ‘tife,” aia } 


to John Jones, “is it ‘possible that the ‘chair ofthe | 
mighty Huw isiin'a place like this ; which seems never | 


to have been trodden by human foot. Well ‘does the 
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Scripture'say ‘Dim prophwyd yw yn cael barch yn ei 
dir ei hunan.’” 

This last sentence tickled the fancy of my worthy 
friend, the: Calvinistic-Methodist, he laughed aloud and 
repeated: it iover and over again to the females, with 
amplifications. 
daSTs the chair really here,” said ‘I, “or has it been 
destroyed? if such a thing has been done it is a disgrace 


to Wales.” 


» “The chair is really here,’ said the old lady, “and 
though Huw’ Morus’ was’ no prophet, we love and 


_ reverence everything belonging to him. Get on Llances, 


the chair can’t be far off;” the girl moved on, and 
presently the old lady exclaimed, “ There’s the chair, 
Diolch i Duw!” 

“I was the last of the file, but I now rushed past John 
Jones,: who was‘ before me, and next to the old lady, 
and sure enough there was the chair, in the wall, of him 
who was called in his day, and still is called by the 


_ mountaineers: of Wales, though his. body has been 


below ithe earth in the quiet church-yard one hundred 


and forty years, Eos Ceiriog, the Nightingale of Ceiriog, 


the sweet caroller Huw Morus, the’ enthusiastic partizan 


of Charlesjand the’ Church of England, and the never- 


tiring lampooneriof Oliver'and the Independents. There 
it was, a kind of hollow in the stone wall) in the hen 


ffordd; fronting to the west, just above ‘the gorge at the 


_ bottom of which ‘murmurs’ the brook Céitiog, there it 


was, something like a half barrel chair in a garden, a 


\ 


mouldering stone slab forming the seat, and a large 
slate stone, az back, on which were cut these heeeerstl. 


PPtbotung H.M. B. 


é oa ane “ees Bae ead 


« { Sit) down: lie the chair, Gwr Boneddig,’ said John 


Wives, “you have taken trouble enough to get to it,” 


E 
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“Do, gentleman,” said the old lady; “but first let 
me wipe it with my apron, for it is very wetand dirty.” 

“Let it be,’ said 1; then taking off my hat I stood 
uncovered before the chair, and said in the best Welsh 
I could command, “Shade of Huw Morus, supposing 
your shade haunts the place which you loved:so well when 
alive—a Saxon, one of the seed of the Coiling Serpent, 
has come to this place to’ pay that respect to true 
genius, the Dawn Duw, which he is ever ready to pay. 
He read the songs of the Nightingale of Ceiriog in the 
most distant part of Lloegr, when he was a brown: 
haired boy, and now that he is a grey-haired man he is 
come to say in this place that they: frequently made his 
eyes overflow with tears of rapture.” 

I then sat down in the chair, and commenced repeat- 
ing verses of Huw Morris. All which I did in the — 
presence of the stout old lady, the short, buxom and 
bare-armed damsel, and of John Jones the Calvinistic 
weaver of Llangollen, all of whom listened patiently 
and approvingly, though the rain was. pouring down — 
upon them, and the branches of the trees and the tops 
of the tall nettles, agitated by the gusts from the 
mountain hollows, were beating in their faces, for en- 
thusiasm is never scoffed at by the noble simple-minded, 
genuine Welsh, whatever treatment it may receive from 
the coarse-hearted, sensual, selfish Saxon. 

After some time our party returned to the: beilsess 
which put me very much in mind of the farm-houses 
of the substantial yeomen of Cornwall, particularly that 
of my friends at Penquite; a comfortable fire blazed 
in the kitchen grate, the floor was composed of large | 
flags of slate. In the kitchen the old lady pointed to 
me the ffon, or walking-stick, of Huw Morris; it was | 
supported against a beam by three hooks; I took’ it) 
down and walked about the kitchen with $e! it was, a 
thin polished black stick, with a crome cut in the: shape | 


ay 
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of an eagle’s head; at the end was a brass fence. The 
ikind creature then produced. a sword without a scab- 
bard; this sword was found by Huw Morris on the 
mountain—it belonged to one of Oliver’s officers who 
was killed there... I took the sword, which was a thin 
two-edged one, and seemed to be made of very good 
steel ; it put me in mind of the blades which I had seen 
at Toledo—the guard was very slight like those of all 
rapiers, and the hilt the common old-fashioned English 
officer’s hilt—there was no rust on the blade, and it 
still looked a dangerous sword. A man like Thistle- 
wood would have whipped it through his adversary in 
a twinkling. I asked the old lady if Huw Morris was 
born in this house ; she said no, but a little farther on at 
Pont y Meibion ; she said, however, that the ground had 


_ belonged to him, and that they had some of his blood in 
their veins. I shook her by the hand, and gave the 


chubby bare-armed damsel a shilling, pointing to the 
marks of the nettle stings on her fat bacon-like arms, 


She laughed, made me a curtsey, and said: “Llawer 


iawn o diolch.” 

- John Jones and I then proceeded to the house at 
Pont y Meibion, where we saw two men, one turning 
a grind-stone, and the other holding an adze to it. We 
‘asked if we were at the house of Huw Morris, and 
whether they could tell us anything about him; they 
made us no answer but proceeded with their occupa- 
tion; John Jones then said that the Gwr Boneddig 
was very fond of the verses of Huw Morris, and had 


_ come a great way to see the place where he was born. 


The wheel now. ceased turning, and the man with the 
adze turned his face full upon me—he was a stern-look- 
_ing, dark man, with black hair, of about forty ; after a 
moment or two he said that if I'chose to walk into the 
house I should. be welcome. He then conducted us 
into the house, a common-looking stone tenement, and 


' 
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bade us be seated. I auiced him if he was a descendant 
of Huw Morus; he said he was; I asked him his name, 
which he said was Huw ‘Have you 7 oe the 
manuscripts of Huw Morus?” said I. 

“None,” said he, “but I have one ‘of the denied 
copies of his works.” 

He then went to a drawer,’ and taking out a book, 
put it into my hand, and seated himself ina blunt, 
careless manner. The book was the first volume of 
the common Wrexham edition of Huw’s works ;: it was 
much thumbed—I commenced reading aloud a ‘piece 
which I had much admired in my boyhood. -I went on 
for some time, my mind quite occupied with my read- 
ing; at last lifting my eyes I saw the man’ standing 
bolt upright before me, like a soldier of the days, of 
my childhood, during the time that the adjutant’ read 
prayers ; his hat was no longer upon his head, but on 
the ground, and his eyes were reverently inclined to the 
book. After all what a beautiful thing it’ is, not to be; 
but to have been’a genius. Closing the book, I asked 
him whether Huw Morris was born in the house where 
we were, and received for answer that he was’ born 
about where we stood, but that the old house had been 
pulled down, and that of all the premises only a’ small 
out-house was coeval with Huw Morris.’ I asked him 
the name of ‘the house, and he said Pont ‘¥y ‘Meibion: | 
“But where is the bridge?” said I. . | 

“The bridge,” he replied, “is close’ by,’ over | Pebia | 
Ceiriog. If you wish to'see it, you must go down yon 
field, the house is called after the bridge.” 4 Bidding him | 
farewell, we crossed’ the road and going down ‘the field | 
speedily arrived at Pont y Meibion. The bridge is a 
small bridge of one arch which crosses the brook Ceiriog 
—it is built of rough moor stone; it is mossy, broken, 
and’ looks ‘almost ‘inconceivably "Olds thete is a little 
parapet to it about two feet high. Or the’ right- hand | 
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side it is shaded by an ash. The brook when we viewed 
it, though at times:a roaring torrent, was stealing along 
gently, on both sides it is overgrown with alders, 
noble hills rise above it to the east and west, John 
Jones toldyme: that it:abounded with trout.. I asked 
him-why the bridge was called Pont y Meibion, which 
signifies the bridge of the children. “It was built origin- 
ally by children,” said ire} en the purpose of crossing 
the'brook.” 

“ That bridge,” said I, “was never built by children.” 
»'“The first bridge,’ said he,’ “was of wood, and was 
built by the children of the houses above.” 

Not quite satisfied with his ‘explanation, I asked him 
to'what' place the little bridge led, and was told that he 
believed it led tovan' upland farm. After taking a long 
and wistful view of the bridge’ and the scenery’ around 
it, I-turned my head in the direction’ of Llangollen. 
The adventures of the day were, however, not finished. 


ENT BAIT 


Petre ono GHARLER, Xx 
The cic Valley—The Lonely Cottage—Happy Comparison— 


- Clogs—The Alder Swamp—The Wooden Leg—The Militia- 


_, mate Death bed Wetees. 
5 + 


ow pci the ruined village where the Pandy stoiba 
I stopped, and looked up the gloomy valley to the 
west, down’ which the’ brook which joins the Ceiriog ‘at 
this place descends, whereupon John Jonés'said, that if 
I Wished'to°go up it’a little way he should have ‘great 
pleasure’ in attending me,/and that he should’ show me 

avcottage ‘built'in the hen ddulkor old fashion, to! which 
he frequently went to ask for the rent; ie being 
employed’ by ~various individuals ‘in the "ea peel ly of 
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rent-gatherer. I said that I was afraid that if he was 
a rent-collector, both he and I should have a sorry 
welcome. “No fear,” he replied, “the people are very 
good people, and pay their rent very regularly,” and 
without saying another word he led the way up the 
valley. At the end of the village, seeing a woman 
standing at the door of one of the ruinous cottages, 
I asked her the name of the brook, or torrent, which 
came down the valley. “The Tarw,” said she, “and 
this village is called Pandy Teirw.” 

“Why is the streamlet called the bull?” said I. “Is 
it because it comes in winter weather roaring down the 
glen and butting at the Ceiriog ?” 

The woman laughed, and replied that perhaps it was. 
The valley was wild and solitary to an extraordinary’ 
degree, the brook or torrent running in the middle of it 
covered with alder -trees. After we had proceeded 
about a furlong we reached the house of. the old 
fashion—it was a rude stone cottage standing a little 
above the road on a kind of platform on the right-hand 
side of the glen; there was a paling before it with a 
gate, at which a pig was screaming, as if anxious to get 
in. “It wants its dinner,” said John Jones, and opened 
the gate for me to pass, taking precautions that the 
screamer did not enter at the same time. We entered 
the cottage, very glad to get into it,a storm of wind 
and rain having just come on. Nobody was in the 
kitchen when we entered, it looked comfortable enough, 
however, there was an excellent fire of wood and coals, 
and a very snug chimney corner.. John Jones called 
aloud, but for some time no one answered; at last a 
rather good-looking woman, seemingly about. thirty, 
made her appearance at a door at the farther end. of 
the kitchen. “Is the mistress at home,” said Jones, “or 
the master?” ; v vieSp per ied 

“They are neither at home,” said the woman, the 
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master is abroad at his work, and the mistress is at the 
farm-house of —— three miles off to pick feathers (trwsio 
plu).” » She asked us to sit down. 

“And who are you ?” said I. 

“YT am only a lodger,” said she, “I lodge here with 
my husband who is a clog-maker.” 

“Can you speak English?” said I. 

“Oh yes,” said she, “I lived eleven years in England, 
at a place called Bolton, where I married my husband, 
who is an Englishman.” 

“Can he speak Welsh?” said I. 

“Not a word,” said she; “We always speak English 
together.” 

John Jones sat down, and I looked about the room. 
It exhibited no appearance of poverty; there was 
plenty of rude but good furniture in it; several pewter 
plates and trenchers in a rack, two or three prints in 
frames against the wall, one of which was the likeness 
of no less'a person than the Rev. Joseph Sanders, on 
the table was a newspaper. “Is that in Welsh?” 
said I. 

“No,” replied the woman, “it is the Bolton Chronicle, 
my husband reads it.” 

I sat down in the chimney-corner. The wind was 

now howling abroad, and the rain was beating against 
the cottage panes—presently a gust of wind came down 
the chimney, scattering sparks all’ about. “A cataract 
of sparks!” said I, using the word. Rhaiadr. 
“What is: Rhaiadr?”) said) the woman; “I never 
heard the word before.” 
“Rhaiadr means water tumbling over a rock,” said 
John Jones—‘ did you never see water tumble over the 
top of a rock?” ) 
“Frequently,” said she. rE 

“Well,” saidvhe, “even as the water with its froth 
tumbles over the rock, so did sparks and fire tumble 


i 
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over the front of that grate when. the wind blew down 
the chimney... It was a happy comparison. of. the! -Gwr 
Boneddig, and with respect to Rhaiadr! it isa good 
old word, though not a ‘common: one; some>of the 
Saxons who have read the old writings, though they 
cannot speak the language as fast as: we, understand: 
many words and things which we doi not.” 

“JT. forgot much of ny Welsh in» the land of the 
Saxons,” said the woman, “and so have manyrothers ; 
there are plenty of Welsh at Bolton, but: aiers Welsh 
is sadly corrupted.” 

She then went..out and presently réthoenpdl with an 
infant in her arms and sat down. “ We that ip. born 
in, Wales?” I demanded. 

“No,” ‘said she, “he was born at Boleodi jatsout 
eighteen months’ ago—we have been erat pis a 
year,” i 

“Do many English,” aid iyi “marry Welsh spittle i! 

“A great many,” said she. “ Pot of hei: ‘eae 
are wainied to Englishmen at Bolton.” 

“Do the Englishmen make good egies said ie 

The woman smiled and presently sighéd.)\\)>) “>” 

“Her husband,” said Jones, “is fond: of a i ig of 
ale and is often at the public-house.” Ly 2 

“T make no complaint,” said the bprsieies ‘ooking 
somewhat angrily at John Jones... ao Silt 

‘ks your husband a'tall bulky man?” said Aur 

“Just so,” said the woman. Shaye to 

“The largest of the two men we saw tthe othe ive 
at the public-house at Llansanfraid,” pie 4 ‘to! — 
Jrones. sia, 4 rbéked 

“J.don’t: know him,’ Std: Fe i sthelualt cit rave 
heard of him, but I have no doubt that was he.” 6 to go 

I asked the woman how her husband’ could: ne? on | 
the trade of a clog-maker in such a remote eae i 
also, whether he, hawked his clogs about the country! vite 
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of We call him a clog-maker,” said’ the woman, “but 
the truth is that he merely cuts down the wood and 
fashions it into squares, these are taken by’ an under- 
master who sends them to 'the manufacturer at’ Bolton, 
who employs hands, who make them into clogs.” 
“sGome ‘of the’ English,” said Jones; “are 'so poor that 
they! cannot afford ‘to buy shoes; a pair of shoes cost 
ten ‘or Sl einpinm resp whereas a Vapi of Eh only cost 
fiivortb DotaleG 
aii Taupeser* said I,)“that what you call clogs are 
wooden’ shoes,” 

Just!80,” said Jones“ they’ are’ principally used ‘in 
the neighbourhood of Manchester.” 

TJ) have seen'them ’at Huddersfield,” said I, “when I 
weeds ‘a boy'at School there} of what wood are’ they 


made?” 


)@OF the’ gwernj‘or alder tree,” said the woman, “of 
which’'there is plentyon ‘both sides of ‘the brook.” 
“John Jones’ now ‘asked her if she could give him a 


. tamaid) of bread’ yi at said she kee “and some butter 
” with eH?) om bi 


She then went out and presently returned with a loaf 


~ahd’s some butter: 


“Bad you not ‘better’ wait,” said I, « till’ we ‘get to 
‘the inn’ at Liatisanfraid ? ” 


The woman, however, begged him iB eat some bread 
and ‘butter where ‘he was, and cutting a plateful, placed 
it "before him, having: first offered me some which I 
declined; 0" 


“But yout have ‘nothing’ a drink with it, " said ‘i to 


hitn: yi gon} (199 : 
tne Tg you" please,” said’ the’ woman, “I will go for a 


- pitt’ of ‘ale’ to” the public- house at the Pandy, there is 


‘béttef ale there than at the inn’at ‘Llansanfraid. | When 
= htisbanid ‘boes | to Llansanfraid he goes less for the 
than for the | conversation, because there is little 


ea\ 


4 ow 
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English spoken at the Pandy however good ‘the 
ale 

John Jones said he wanted no ale—and ataihieg the 
bread and butter speedily made an end. of it;; by: the 
time he had done the storm was over, and gation up I 
gave the child twopence, and left the cottage with Jones. 
We proceeded some way farther up the valley, till we 
came to a place where the ground descended. a little. 
Here Jones touching me on the shoulder pointed across 
the stream. Following with my eye the direction of| his 
finger, I saw two or three small sheds with a number of 
small reddish blocks. in. regular. piles. beneath them. 
Several trees felled from the side of the torrent were 
lying near, some of them stripped,.of their arms and bark. 
A small tree formed a bridge across) the brook to the 
sheds, 

“It is there,’ said John Jones, “that the husband of 
the woman with whom we have been speaking works, 
felling trees from the alder swamp and cutting them up 
into blocks. I see there is no work going on at, present 
or we would go over—the woman told me that her 
husband was at Llangollen.” 

“ What a strange ae to come to work at,” said I, 
“out of crowded England. . Here is nothing to. be heard 
but the murmuring of waters:and the rushing of wind, 
down the gulleys. , If the-man’s head is not full of poetical 
fancies, which I suppose it. is not, as in that case he 
would be unfit for any useful, employment, I don’t 
wonder at his occasionally going to the public-house,” 

After going a little further up the glen and observing 


nothing more remarkable than we had seen already, we | 


turned back. Being overtaken by another violent 
shower just as we reached the Pandy I thought. that we 


could do no better than shelter ourselves within. the : 
public-house, and taste the ale, which the wife. of the i 


clog-maker had praised. We entered the little, hostelry 


| 
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which was one of) two or three shabby-looking houses, 
standing in contact, close,by the Ceiriog. In a kindof 
little back room, lighted by a good fire and a window 
which looked up the, Ceiriog valley;-we found the land- 
lady,.a gentlewoman with a wooden leg, who on perceiv- 
ing) me) got. up from a chair,,and made me the best 
curtsey that I ever saw made by a female with such a 
substitute for a leg of flesh and bone. There were three 
men, sitting with jugs of ale near them on»a table by the 
fire, two were seated on a bench by the wall, and the 
other on a settle with a high back, which ran from the 
wall just by the,door, and shielded those by the fire from 
the draughts of the doorway. He of the settle no sooner 
beheld me than he sprang up, and: placing a chair for me 
by the fire bade me in English be seated, and then 
resumed his own seat. _John Jones soon finding a chair 
came and:sat down by me, when I forthwith called for.a 
quart of cwrw da. The landlady bustled about on her 
wooden leg and presently brought us the ale with two 


_ glasses,which I filled, and taking one drank to the health 
_ of the company who returned us thanks, the man of the 


settle in English rather broken. Presently one of his 
companions getting up paid his reckoning and departed, 


the other remained, a stout young fellow dressed some- 


thing like a stone-mason, which, indeed I soon discovered 


— 


that he was—he was far advanced towards a state of in- 
toxication and talked .very incoherently about the war, 
saying that he hoped it would soon terminate, for that if 
it continued he was afraid he might stand. a, chance’ of 
being shot,.ashe was a private in the Denbighshire 
Militia. I told him that it was the duty. of every gentle- 


-manin the militia to: be willing at all times to lay,down 


his life in the: service of the Queen... The answer. which 
he made: I ae not exactly understand, his utterance 
being: very indistinct and broken); it, was, however, made 


with, some degree of violence, with, two or, three. Myn 


bo | 
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Diawls, anda blow on the ‘table wih i cage aisidy 
He then asked me whether?» ‘thought! ithe! coined 
be again called out: “Nothing more probable,” said: s) B 
“And where would they becsent-toP? qu, beool fo 
“Perhaps to Ireland,” was my answer; whereupon Fit 
started up’ with ‘another \Myn ‘Diawl, expressing) the: 
greatest dread»of being sent to Iwerddone | ts) yoehiuo 
“ You ought to rejoice in your chance:of going’ there)” 
said I, “Iwerddon ‘isa hai ocean and abounds: 
with whisky.” 92 SW away pit 
f Andithe: Irish?) saidchesid 5s dtiwoliteg 6 m6\aedt0 
“Hearty, jolly fellows,” said I,“ ifoyow tenow how to’ 
manage them, and all pehtlentent ob sit to eiguei® ads 
Here ‘he became very 'violent;isaying’ that! brdial: not 
speak truth, for that he hadiseen plenty ofItish camping’ 
amidst‘the Hills, that the men’ were ‘half naked and: the: 
women were ‘three’ parts'so, and that ‘they carried) their 
children on their backs. | He then said thathehopedsome:) 
body ‘would speedily kill: Nicholas, in order that' the war’ 


might be! atan end°and ;himselfnot sent to Iwerddon, — 


He then asked if thought Cronstadt could ibe ‘taken:!! Ip 
said I believed it could, provided: thé:hearts-of those who» 
were sent to take it ‘were in'the right placeyy «olneqmce 

“Where do you | think’ the hearts of those: are’ who! 
are’ gone against it?” said | neeaspan a ee with great! 


vehemence, 1 ock+-eeveetaadt 
I’made no’other' answer a) oy taking aay n glites a 
drinking, 9 5" 2 od od tede gaiys 


His companion ‘now looking at-our ‘habiliheatsi triste 
were in’ rather a‘dripping: saat asked «John: Jonesiifi 
we had come from'far.0)) «5 1 | middblot Io .asidilgy 

“We have been to Pont y Meibion? said Jones, “ito see 


the chair of Huw Morris,” adding that the Gwt’ Boneddig’ 1 


was‘a great admiter of the songs of the Eos Ceiriogsn 9! | 
‘He had ‘no’ sooner ‘said these «words: than the jq, ‘| 


toxicated militiaman’ started up, and striking the papye 
{ 
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withyhis fist said« “iI amya poor ‘stone-cutter—this is'a 
rainy day ando1 ‘have come here to pass it in the: best 
way Iican?I am:somewhat drunk, but though I am a 
poor ‘stoné-mason, asprivate inthe -militia, and not so 
sober as I should be, I-can repeat more of the songs of 
the Eos than any man alive, however great a gentleman, 
however sober—more, than Sir Watkin, more than 
Colonel Biddulph himself.” 

He then began'to repeat: what specie to be poetry, 
for I could; distinguish the rhymes occasionally; though 
owing to his broken utterance it, was impossible for me to 
makeyout the sense of the. words. Feeling,a great desire 
to, know what verses-of. Huw. Morris: the. intoxicated 
youth would jrepeat,-I. took out. my. pocket-book, and 
requested Jones, who-was much, better-acquainted with 
Welsh pronunciation, under any circumstances, than 
myself, to endeavour to write down from the mouth of 
the young fellow any verses uppermost in his mind. 
Jones took the pocket-book and pencil and went to the 
window, followed by the young man scarcely able to 
| support himself... Here a. curious, scene took place, the 
drinker | hiccuping up verses,- and Jones dotting them 
down, in the best manner he could, though he had 
evidently ‘great difficulty to distinguish what was said’ to 
him) Atdast) methought, the young man said—’There 
they are, ae of! Lis ae pet Site! on’ his: oe 
bed Io. ciwot sds | + 
old ‘took: ithe! book ‘and « titad aloud the' following lines 
beautifully descriptive of ‘the “eagerness of a Christian 
soul to: léave its! perishing tabernacle, arid get to’ Paradise 
and its Creators}- 0" 

Bowsoqqs orkw “(Myn’d i ir ewyl ar redeg, 

fe vonslyted ' Py byda beryi chwaneg, 
poliste collog) odiBeradwys} y ber wiw deg° 
Paid? tiv | ball Yn Enw Duw yn union deg.” : 


«Do you understand ‘those verses ?” ‘said ‘the man’on 
\ 
wy ‘ 
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the settle, a dark swarthy fellow with an oblique kind of 
vision, and dressed in a pepper-and-salt coat. 
“J will translate them,” said 1; and forthwith put 
them into English—first into prose end then into ie 
the rhymed version running thus :— . 
“Now to my rest I hurry away, 
To the world which lasts for ever and aye 


To Paradise, the beautiful place, 
Trusting alone in the Lord.of Grace”— 


“Well,” said he of the Peeper -and-salt, © it poe isn’t 
capital I don’t know what is.” 

A scene ina public-house, yes! but in a Welsh 
public-house. Only think of a Suffolk toper repeating 
the death-bed verses of a poet; surely there is a con- 
siderable difference between the Celt and the Saxon. 


CHAPTER XXII 


Llangollen Fair—Buyers and Sellers—The Ae aioe . 
Greek Cap. 


On the twenty-first was held Llangollen Fai. The 
day was dull with occasional showers. 1 went to’seé 
the fair about noon. It was held in: and nearya little 
square in the south-east quarter of the town, of which 
square the police-station is the principal feature.on the 
side of the west, and an inn, bearing the! sign of the 
Grapes, on the east. . The fair was a little bustling ‘air, 
attended by plenty of people from the country; and 
from the English border, and by some who appeared 
to come from a greater distance than the border. A 
dense row of carts extended from. the police-station 
half across the space, these carts were’ filled with pigs, 
and had stout cord-nettings drawn over them, to prevent 
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the animals escaping. By the sides of these carts the 
principal business of the fair appeared to be going on 
—there stood the owners male and female, higgling 
with Llangollen men and women, who came to buy. 
The pigs were all small, and the price given seemed 
to vary from eighteen to twenty-five shillings. Those 
who bought pigs generally carried them away in their 
arms; and then there was no little diversion; dire 
was the screaming of the porkers, yet the purchaser 
invariably appeared to know how to manage his 
bargain, keeping the left arm round the body of the 
swine and with the right hand fast gripping the ear— 
some few wereiled away by strings. There were some 
Welsh cattle, small of course, and the purchasers of 


‘these seemed to be Englishmen, tall burly fellows ‘in 


general, far exceeding the Welsh in height and size. 

Much business in the cattle-line did not seem, how- 
ever, to be going on. Now and then a big fellow made 
an offer, and held out his hand for a little Pictish 
grazier to give it a slap—a cattle bargain being con- 
cluded by a slap of the hand—but the Welshman 
generally turned away, with a half resentful exclama- 
tion. There were a few horses and ponies in the street 
leading into the fair from the south. 

I saw none sold, however. A tall athletic figure was 


striding amongst them, evidently a jockey and a 
‘stranger, looking at them and occasionally asking a 


slight question of one or another of their proprietors, 


but he did not buy. He might in age be about eight- 
and- twenty, and about six feet and three-quarters of 
an inch in height ; in build he was perfection itself, 
a better built man I never saw. He wore a cap and 
a brown jockey coat, trowsers, leggings and high-lows, 
and sported a single spur. He had whiskers—all 
_ jockeys should have whiskers—but he had what I did 
not like, and what no genuine jockey should bave, a 
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moustache, which looks coxcombical and Frenchified 
—but most things have, terribly changed’ -sincecl was 
young, Three or four hardy-looking fellows, policemen, 
were gliding about in,their, blue coats: and Jeather hats, 
holding their thin walking-sticks behind themi;, con- 
spicuous amongst, whom was, the. leader, a tallilathy 
North Briton with a keen eye and: hard features: Now 
if I add,.there was much, gabbling of| Welsh round 
about, and here and. there, some » slight: sawing: sof 
English—that in the street leading: from; the: inorth 
there were, some stalls, of gingerbread»anda tableuat 
which a, queer-looking being’ with .a. rediGreek-looking 
cap, on. his -head, sold, rhubarb, herbs, and. phials con- 
taining, the, Lord knows, what, and who, spoke a low 
vulgar, English, dialect] repeat,\if.1 addithis1 think 
I have.said all) that is pieieri about» Beri ote 
Fair, snizud da: 
CHAPTER XXIII Bis oe 


An’ Expeédition—-Pont y Pandy—The Sabbath— Glehidower’s Mount 
+-Burial:\Place of »Old-+Corwen=The : Deep Glen Dhe 
Grandmother—The Roadside Chapel...) a1) ote) © gots: a 

I WAS now about to leave Llangollen, fons a short. time, 

and to set out on an Saeelhion to Bangor, Snowdon, 

and one or two places in Anglesea, I had, determined 

‘to, make the journey on. foot, in order ,. that. I_might 

have perfect liberty of action, and enjoy.,, the, best 

opportunities of seeing the country, _My.. wife. and 
daughter were to meet me at Bangor,. to, Ww which, place 
they would ‘repair by, the railroad, and, ‘from. which, 
after seeing some _ of the mountain districts, they 
would | return to. Llangollen by the way, they. came, 
where | ie proposed, to join, them, returning, besa 
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by, a differents way, fest) theone IL: went, that I might 
traverse new districts. , About eleven o'clock of a 
brilliant Sunday lmorants I left Llangollen, after read- 
ing the morning-service of the Church to my: family. 
I set out on a Sunday because J)'was: anxious to 
observe ithe; general demeanour of the:people,.in the 
interior of the country, on the Sabbath. 
~Ipdirected my: course) towards the west, to the head 
of the valley. My wife :and daughter \after:walking 
with ‘me about a i mile bade me farewell, and: returned. 
Quickening my pace I soon, left; Llangollen’ valley 
behind me and éntered: another vale,:along which the 
road which I was following; and which: led) to’ Corwen 
and other places, might bé\seen)'extending for miles. 
Lumpy;hills were close upon my: left; the Dee running 
noisily. between isteep banks; frihged: with trees)» was 
_ onimy, right; cbeyond: it rosechills: which: form ‘part: of 
the wall of the Vale ‘of Clwyd); their: tops’ bare, but 
their’ sides’ pleasantly coloured-with yellow corn-fields 
_and woods of dark verdure. About ‘an hour’s walking, 
from ‘the time when I entered the valley, brought ‘me 
to a bridge over a gorge, down which water.ran to’ the 
Dee. ‘| \I stopped and looked over ‘the’ side of the bridge 
nearest to the hill. A huge rock about forty feet long 
by twenty broad, occupied the entire bed of the gorge, 
just vabove: the «bridge; with ‘the exception’’of «a little 
gullet to the right, down which between the rock and 
a high bank, on which stood a cottage;a run of water 
_purled: and»brawléd:| | The!!rock looked’ exactly! like 
ay hugé) whaléslying ! om its ‘side; with its back turned 
towards) the runnellis Above ity: was) a glen of ‘trees. 
After I had been gazing a little time a man’ making 
his appéarance'/at! the door of the cottage just Beyond 
| the bridge’ passed | on, and drawing nsibeh to him, after 
avslightisalutation,asked him in renecelas the’name of 
the’ — moi uoy tid: ba: E 
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“The name of the bridge, sir,” said the man, in very 
good English, “is Pont y Pandy.” 

“Does not that mean the bridge of the spain mill?” 

“TI believe it does, sir,” said the man. 

“Ts there a fulling mill near?” 

“No, sir, there was one some time ago, but it is now 
a sawing mill.” 

Here a woman, coming out, looked at me steadfastly. 

“Is that gentlewoman your wife?” 

“ She is no gentlewoman, sir, but she is oy wife.” 

“Of what religion are you?” 

“Weare Gallien iste: Methodists, sir.” 

“ Have you been to chapel ?” 

“We are just returned, sir.” 

Here the woman said something to her husband, 
which I did not hear, but the purport of which I guessed 
from the following question which he immediately put. 

“ Have you been to chapel; sir?” 

“JT do not go to chapel; I belong) to the Church.” 

“ Have you been to church, sir?” 

“T have not—I said my prayers at home, ‘add then 
walked out.” 

“It is not right to walk out on the Sabbath- bball 

except to go to church or chapel.” 

“Who told you so?” 

“ The law of God, which says you shall keep holy ee 
Sabbath-day.” | 

“T.am not keeping it unholy.” 

“You are walking about, and in Wales whens we see | 
a person walking idly about, on the Sabbath-day, Wel 
are in the habit of saying, Sabbath- breaker, hee are - 
you going?” 

“The Son of Man walked shiveadtl the fields on ae 
Sabbath-day, why should I not walk along the roads?” 

“He who) called Himself the Son of Man was God. 
and could do what He pleased, but you are not God,” 4 i 

fe 
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“But He came in the shape of a man to set an ex- 
ample. Had there been anything wrong in walking 
about on the Sabbath-day, He would not have done it.” 

Here the wife exclaimed, “How “peat wise these 
English are!” 

“You do not like the English,” said I. 

»» “Wes do not dislike them,” said the woman; “at 
present they do us no harm, whatever they did of old.” 

“But: you still consider them,” said I, “the seed of 
Y Sarfes cadwynog, the coiling serpent.” 

-©> “J should be loth to call any people the séed of the 
serpent,” said the woman. 

“But one of your great bards did,” said I. 

“He must have belonged to the Church, and:not to 
the chapel then,” said the woman. ‘No person who 

went to chapel would have'used such bad words.” 

_ “He lived,”said I) “before ‘people were separated into 
those of the Church and the chapel ; did you ever ‘hear 
of Taliesin Ben Beirdd?” 

“TJ never did,” said the woman. 
on Buti Iwhave,”’ said the man; “and of “Owain 
Glendower too.” . . 

«Do people talk much of Owen Glendower in these 
parts?” said I. 
©. “Plenty,” said) the man, “and no wonder, for when 
he was alive he was much ‘about ‘here—some way 
farther on there isa mount, on the bank ‘of the Dee, 
called the mount: of Owen Glendower, where’ it is said 
he used ‘to stand and look out after his enemies,” 

© “Ts it-easy to find?” said I. 

_-. “Very easy,”»said the man, “it stands right upon the 

| Dée and is covered with trees ; there is no mistaking it.” 

I bade the man and his wife farewell, and proceeded 

on my way. After walking about a mile, I) perceived 

a kind’ of: elevation which answered ‘to ‘the! description 

of Glendower’s mount, which the man by the bridge had 
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given me. . It.stood on the right/ hand; at-some distance 
fromthe road, across afield. ; As I,was; staniding look- 
ing at it a man, came,up from,the direction in which I 
myself, had,come.. He was\a,middle-aged, man, plainly 
but decently dressed, and had pee iesat othe 
appearance of a farmer. 10 

“What hill may that be?” isaichl tld an » English pointing 
to the elevation. a en ob yorta 

“Dim .Saesneg, sir,’ said :the: many’ joie wather 
sheepish, “ Dim gair.o -Saesneg.” ¥ 

Rather. surprised, that, a!:person() of his) inpbabsldbice 
should not have a word of waste bed pipe ptr 
question in Welsh, fh lo arto tut 

“ Ah, you, speak Gaivesdh sit; » said tla man eviddntly 
surprised ,that/a person oferta yb’ ‘English') appearance 
should’ speak Welsh, 2“(I.-am» glad) of, it}, lee incites? 
that, you, ask—Dyna|Mont-Owain —— eerie 

“Is it-easy,to get to?,” said iI: 

“Quite easy, av > said the mani“! If fou lease I 
will-go with you.” f bib teva! 


I thanked him, and; openitiz a vate! he conducted me 


across 'the field to the mount of the Welsh hero. 


The; mount of Owen Glendower Piety woes | 
the southern bank of the Dee, and is neatly covered — 


with treesof) various kinds. It is aboutithirty feet high 
from the plain,,and about the same diameter ‘at the top. 
Acdeep black: pool!;of the: river »whichohereoruns : far 


beneath; the, surface. of ‘the field, purls and twists under 


the northern. side; which isovény) steep, though | several 


large oaks spring out of it/,,The hill is evidently the — 
work,of art):and, ic civobias to; me to be some» — | 
sate of old. 1 yoo 2 bate 401, | 


boli Suad. hie is sft hill of Presta Glyndwr?” ‘said. I} 
paca ‘Dymal Mont Owaini;Glyndwr, sir) ‘le yrvoedd yn- 
eal i-edrych am) eiselynions yn; dyfod.o|-Gaer! Leon. 
)This.is the hill; of Qwain Glendower, sir, where, ‘bee 


| 


(a 
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in the habit of “oni to’ dook« out! ak his enémies 
coming from Chester.” 
aes eneer tit was: riot! covered with trees then?” 
said I. won 3 
nt Nowisir 318i Has not r boon sein yi with trees. 
They say, Aneswweeds, that: the wake sicite hang overthe' 
river are very old.” 3 
“©Dorthey say’ ae raisell this hill” 
“Some say that God'taisediitysir; others that Owain’ 
Glendower raised it.¢ \Who-do you think raised it? ” 
«“Tvbelieve that’ it was raised? by many but not by 
Owen’ Glendower.io‘Hev' may have stood” upon ‘it) to 
watch for ‘the coming of his‘enemies, but I believe it was 
hete long"before this ‘time,'and that. it\was’ raiséd over 
some old: Segre hog se nee ae si ak he “had 
governed.” 
-“Do heii boss kan by sid side of rivers, sit?” ’ 
* Ino the oldoitime they” did,s and’ on the ‘tops/of 
mountains ;othey burnt: their bodies: to ‘ashes, ‘placed 
themin pots! and raised! heaps’ of) earthor stones'over 
them,’ Heaps’ like! this: have! frequently’ ‘been “opened; 
and found to’contain pots with ashes and bortes. 34 
Vel wish all oe could: se te Welsh; sir)” 
intel 2 stlonriye: 1 Term Gi | 
“Because then’ we sik Welsh wise can rageaib no 
Enilich could’ learn much which' we donot know.” 
“Descending the monticle we- walked’ along’ the’ road 
together: ‘After’a little time Ivasked*my: Sai aroewe sie 
ee pte he was and where he‘lived. 
“TD am ia! small farmer, sir)’ vsaid' he, “ ak live at 
bianeahitvaid! Glyn Dyfrdwy across’ the! river’ fitoss: 
(“How comes it,” —_ I, ie ioe hh sit OP crn 
English 2? 0 robilegiiio: 
os @When I owas" ovottnby st ‘sa; fey § sank diealae Have 
easily learnt it) Icared nothing about: it) and’ now: that 
T am/oldiand'see its use, it'is too late té acddize igv 10 
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“ Of what religion are you?” said I. 

“JT am of the Church,” he replied. 

I was about to ask him if there were many people of 
his persuasion in these parts; before, however, I could 
do so he turned down a road to the right which led 
towards a small bridge, and. saying that was his way 
home, bade me farewell and departed. 

I arrived at Corwen which is just, ten, miles- from 
Llangollen and which stands beneath a/vast range of 
rocks at the head of the valley’ up which, I -had.| been 
coming, and which is’ called Glyndyfrdwy, or the valley 
of the Dee water. It was now about two.o’clock, and 
feeling rather thirsty I.went.to\an inn very appropriately 
called' the Owen: Glendower,. being the. principal inn! 
in the principal town, of what was) once the, domain 
of the great Owen. Here I stopped for about!an hour, 
refreshing myself and occasionally looking into a néws- 
paper in which was an excellent article. on the. case 
of poor Lieutenant P. I) then. started for -Cerrig-y- 
Drudion, distant about ten. miles, whereI proposed, to 
pass the night. Directing my course) to the north+ 
west, I crossed a bridge: over the Dee water and then 
proceeded rapidly along the ‘road, which jfor some way 
lay between corn-fields, in many of which sheaves were 
piled up, showing thatthe Welsh harvest was begun. 
I soon passed over alittle stream, the name of which I 
was told: was Alowan., “ Oh, what.a blessing! it-is to be 


able to speak Welsh!” said I, finding that not a, person; | 


to whom I addressed myself had a word of English to be- 
stow upon me. - After walking for about:five miles I came 
to a beautiful, but wild country of mountain and wood 


with here and there a few cottages. The road at length — 
making an abrupt turn to the north, I found myself — 


with a low. stone wall on. my left,.on the 'verge of a_ 


profound ravine, and a high bank covered with trees 


on my right... Projécting out over the ravine was a 
(4 
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kind of ooking place, protected by a wall, forming a 
half-circle, doubtless made by the proprietor of the 
domain for the use of the admirers of scenery. . There 
I stationed myself, and for some time enjoyed, one of 
the wildest and most beautiful. scenes, imaginable. 
Below me was jthe.deep narrow. glen or ravine,, down 
which a mountain torrent roared and foamed. Beyond 
it was a mountain rising steeply, its nearer side, which 
was in.deep. shade, the, sun having long sunk below 
its top, hirsute with all kinds of trees, from,the highest 
pinnacle down to the torrent’s brink.» Cut on, the top 
surface of the wall, which was of slate, and therefore 
easily impressible by the knife, were, several names, 
doubtless those of tourists, who had, gazed from the 
look-out on the prospect, amongst. which 1, observed 
in remarkably bold letters that of T. 

“Eager for immortality, Mr T.,” said. 1; “but you 
are no H. M., no Huw Morris.” 

Leaving the looking place, 1, proceeded, and, after 
one or two turnings, came to another, which afforded 
a view if possible yet more grand, beautiful and. wild, 
the most prominent objects of which were a kind of 
devil’s bridge flung over the deep glen and. its foaming 
water, and a strange-looking hill beyond, it, below which, 
with a wood on either side, stood a. white farm-house— 
sending from a tall chimney, a thin misty reek up to 
the sky. I crossed the: bridge,,which, however. diaboli- 
cally fantastical it looked at a distance, seemed when 
one was upon it, capable of bearing any weight, and 
soon found myself by the farm-house past which, the 
way led. An, aged woman sat.on a stool by the door. 

Ahk firie evening,” said I in English. 

“Dim Saesneg ;” said the aged woman. 

“ Qh, the blessing of being able to speak Welsh,” said 
I ; and then repeated in that language what I had said 
to her i in the other fOngUE, 
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“JT daresay)” said the’ aged peer ke “aid ‘those whe 
can see.” duob alotio-lisa 
“(Can you fot see ?” 2 reset 3 10 ais mob 
“WVery little.’ I'am almost’ blind.” a Bt) Saas 
“Can you not see me?” | Fa abiiw on 
“T can seé something tall anid dark petite i that 
is ar he fot nisimMorm Ei pid 
“Can you tell me the name of the bridgely7™ = oy 0! 
“Pont ¥ Glyn binthe bridge Of the'glen‘of trouble?” 
«“ Arid what is the name of this place?” 9!" Go) oe 
“Pen y'bont—the head of the bridge.” rrobrstorasiq 
“What is your own name?” WSUS Seen 
Catherine Hughes,” '''" i i ho ei 
“ How old’are you?” 10. 92OH3" SESH HOD 
“ Fifteen after three twenties.” | 304 nto: uoedool 
“I have a mother ‘three ‘after four twenties ; heey is' 
eight years older than yourself. s ‘ ainsi 6, a 
“Can she see?” siieeniat ahd is; 
“Better than I—she can read the stiiallest letters.” 


“May she long be a comfort to’you!”” ODS OEE? 
“Thank you—are you the mistress of the house e 
‘OD dt Che Bran GMEMal SOI e | ieee spec 
“Are the people in the house?” aft ogbtidye'liveb 
“They are not—they are at 'the Chae eSB {TVIB 
“And they left you alone?’”’ ss » £10. ow S Aiiw 
“ They left me with my God.” 5 mont eerie 
-Js'the chapel far from here?” da boezord nage vee 
SA bovtamileissei5 . isodaninstoziiso 
"On the road ‘to Cerris’ y Davin?” Ht HOGS BWI 91t9 
“On'the road to Cerrig y' Drudion.” cn biol too 


I‘badé het farewell, and pushed on—the road ead 
good, with high rocky ‘banks on ‘each’ sidé.” ' After 
walking about the ‘distance indicated by’ the old ‘Jady, 
T'reached a building, ‘which''stodd ‘on the i +n Gand 
side of the road, and which Il’ had no’ doubt’ was' “the 
chapel, from a half-groaning, half'singing’ noise | wich 
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proceeded from it... The door) being open, I entered, 
and. stood just within it, bare-headed. A rather singular 
scene presented itself. Within a large dimly-lighted 
room, a number of people were assembled, partly seated 
in rude pews, and partly on benches. Beneath a kind 
of altar, a few yards from the door, stood three men— 
the middlemost was praying in Welsh in a singular 
kind of chant, with his arms stretched out. I could 
distinguish the words, “ Jesus descend among us! sweet 
Jesus descend among us—dquickly.” He spoke very 
slowly, and towards the end of every sentence dropped 
his voice, so that what he said was anything but distinct. 
As I stood within the door, a man dressed in coarse 
garments ‘came up» to me fromthe interior of the 
building, and’ courteously, and: in ~ excellent »:Welsh, 
asked me: to ‘come with himisand take a seat.’ With 
equal courtesy, but» far -inferior Welsh, 1: assured him 
that I-meant:no!harm, but wished to be permitted to 
remain/ near’ the’ door, whereupon with a low bow. he 
eéft,;me...;When)the man had: concluded his prayer, 
the ‘whole of the congregation began singing.a hymn, 
many of the ‘voices''were gruff and discordant, two: or 
three, however, were of great power, and some of the 
female ones ‘of surprising sweetness. «At the conclusion 
ofthe! hymn, another of the: three: men by the altar 
began to pray, just in the same manner as his\comrade 
had» done, and ‘seemingly using’ much: the same words. 
When ‘he had done, there was another hymn, after 
which, seeing that the congregation was about: to break 
up, Isbowed, my head towards the interior of the: build- 
: -_ ‘and: departed. 

_ Emerging from the Ballon nav I found acls on 
“a moor, over which the road lay in the! direction of 
“the north: -Towards the west, at-an immense ‘distance, 
‘rose a range of stupendous: hills, which I subsequently 
learned - were | those of; Snowdon+-about ten minutes’ 
; , 
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walking brought me to Cerrig y Drudion, a small 
village near a rocky elevation, from which, no doubt, 
the place takes its name, which interpreted, is the Rock 
of Heroes. 


CHAPTER. XXIV 


Cerrig y Drudion—The Landlady—Doctor Jones-—Coll Gwynfa— 
The Italian—Men of Como— Disappointment — by nelle 
Glasses—Southey. 


THE inn at Cerrig y Drudion was called the Lion— 
whether the white, black, red or green Lion, I do not 
know, though I am certain that it was.a lion of some 
colour or other. It seemed as decent and respectable — 
a hostelry as any traveller could wish, to refresh and © 
repose himself in, after a walk of twenty miles. I 
entered a well-lighted: passage, and from thence a ‘well- 
lighted bar room, on the right hand, in which sat a stout, 
comely, elderly lady, dressed in silks and satins; witha 
cambric coif on her head, in company with a thin, 
elderly man with a haton his head, dressed in’ a rather 
prim and precise manner. “Madam!” said I, bowing 
to the lady, “as I suppose you are the mistress of this 
establishment, I beg leave to inform you that Iam an 
Englishman, walking through these regions, in order 
fully to enjoy their beauties and wonders. I have this 
day come from Llangollen, and being somewhat hungry — 
and fatigued, hope I can be accommodated: hers mith ian 
dinner and a bed.” . 

“Sir!” said the lady, getting up and snarbegs me a, 
profound curtsey, “I am, as you suppose, the mistress of 
this establishment, and am happy to say that I shall 
be able to accommodate you—pray sit downy sir;” ary 
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continued, handing me a chair, “you must indeed be 
tired, for Llangollen is a great way from here.” 

I took the seat ‘with thanks, and she resumed her own. 

“Rather hot weather for walking, sir!” said the 
precise-looking gentleman. 

“Tt is,” ‘said 1; “but as I can’t observe the country 
well ‘without walking through it, I put up with the 
heat.” 

“You exhibit a philosophic mind, sir,” said the precise- 
looking gentleman—*“ and a philosophic mind I hold in 
reverence.” 

“Pray, sir,” said I, “have I the honour of addressing 
a member of the medical profession ?” 

“Sir,” said the! precise-looking gentleman, getting up 
and biking me a bow, “your question does honour to 
your powers of discrimination—a, member of the medical 
profession I'am, though an unworthy one.” 

“Nay, nay, doctor,” said the landlady briskly ; “say 
not so—every one knows ‘that you are a credit to your 
profession—well would it be if there were many in it 
like ae eorny? marry ‘come up! I won’t hear 
such an one 

“T see,” said I, “that I have not only the honour of 
addressing a. medical gentleman, but a doctor of medi- 
cine—however, I might have known as much by your 
language and deportment.” 

With a yet lower bow than before he replied with 
something of a sigh, “No, sir, no, our kind landlady 
and the neighbourhood are in the habit of placing doctor 
before my name, but I have no title to it—I am not 
Doctor Jones, sir, but plain Geffery Jones at) your 
service,” and thereupon with another bow he sat 
ee . 

Do you reside here?” said I. 

“Yes, sir, I reside here in the place of my birth—I 
have not always resided’ here--and I did not always 


nay 
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expect to spend my latter days, in a place of such 
obscurity, but, sir, misfortunes—misfortunes.. . .” H 

“ Ah,” said I,.“ misfortunes! they. pursue, every one, 
more especially those. whose virtues, should, exempt 
them from them. Well, sir, the consciousness of not 
having deserved, them should be your consolation.” 

“ Sir,” said the doctor,|taking off his hat, “you are 
infinitely kind.” 

“Vou call this an obscure place,’ said: I-—“ can jee 
be .an| obscure place which. has. produced a poet? I 
have long had a respect for Cerrig y Drudion because 
it gave birth to,,and was the tesidenien ‘Qf a he of 
considerable merit.” 

“Twas not aware of that fact, ’ nid he doctor, $ pray 
what was’ his. name P” 

“ Peter Lewis,” said:I 5.“ he was a badeayitieen i Se 
y Drudion about. the eae of the: last: century, and 
amongst other things wrote a beautiful song called 
Cathly Gair saa or the rnedoiga of the pre ice 
word.” 

“Surely, you do: not srideaaiecth Welsh?” said the 
doctor. renin 

““T understand a little of it,” I replied 99 | 

‘Will you allow me to ice? to janite in Welsh?” said i 
thedoctorenim 2: [ wovowotownin | 

“Certainly,” said I. es 

‘He spoke: to: mein» Welsh, Sot I replica a 

“Ha, ha,’ said the landlady in English ; only’ ithinies | 
doctor, of the gentleman: understanding gies ahorrns must 
mind:what we say before: him.” woiled q 

“And are:you an Englishman ?” said the doctor. too 

“ Tam,” bteplied: 7a iy" 

“ And how came you to learn it?” 
“JT am fond of iatanaer said I, ff me studied Welsh 
at anveatly period.” |; - ot T tal zo Yee 
And you read Welsh anita root evewhh. 26h aH 
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meOhyes.? 

“How were you enabled to master its difficulties 2” 

“Chiefly by going through Owen Pugh’s: version ‘of 
‘Paradise Lost’ twice, with ‘the original by my side. 
He has introduced into that translation so many of the 
poetic terms of the old bards, that after twice going 
through it, there was little in Welsh poetry that I could 
not make out with a little pondering.” 

“You pursued’ a’ very excellent plan, sir,” said the 
doctor, “a very excellent plan indeed: ‘Owen Pugh!” 
“Owen Pugh! ee last of your very ees men,’ 

said I. 

“You say right, sir,” said the doctor.’ “He was indeed 
our last great man— Ultimus Romanorum. ~~ I have 
myself read his work, which he called Coll Gwynfa, the 
feel of the placé of Bliss—an admirable’ translation, 

r; highly poetical, and at the same time correct.” 
““Did you know him ?” said I. 

““T had not the honour of his'acquaintance,” said the 
doctor—“ but, sir, 1 am happy to say that I have made 
yours.” 

‘The landlady now began to talk to‘ me about dinner, 
and presently went out to make prepatations’ for’ ‘that 
very important meal. I had a great deal of conversation 
with the doctor, whom I found a person’ of great and 
varied information, and one who had séén a’ ‘vast’ deal 
of the world). He was giving me an account of an 
island in the West Indies, which he had’ visited, when a 
boy coming in, whispered into his ear ; wher eupon, getting 
up he said: “ Sir, I am called beep ‘Tam a countty 
surgeon, and of course an accoucheur. There isa lady 
who lives at some distance, requiring my assistance. It 
iS with grief I leave you so abruptly, eae TY hope that 
some time or other we shall meet, again.” Then making 
me an exceedingly profound bow, he left the room, 
followed by the boy. 


- 
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I dined upstairs in a very handsome drawing-room, 
communicating with a sleeping apartment, . During 
dinner I was waited upon by the daughter of, the land- 
lady, a good-looking merry girl of twenty. After dinner 
I sat for some time thinking over the adventures of the 
day, then feeling rather lonely and not inclined to retire 
to rest, I went down to the bar, where, I found the 
landlady seated with her, daughter. I. sat down with 
them and we were soon in conversation, We spoke 
of Doctor Jones—the landlady said that he had_ his 
little eccentricities, but was an excellent and. learned 
man, Speaking of herself she said that she had t ree 
daughters, that the youngest was with her and that the ~ 
two eldest kept the principal inn at Ruthyn. We occa- 
sionally spoke a little Welsh. At length the landlady 
said, “ There is an Italian in the kitchen who can speak 
Welsh too. It’s odd the only two people not Welshmen 
I have ever known who could speak Welsh, for such you 
and he are, should be in my house at the same 
time.” 

“ Dear me,” said I; “I should like to see him.” 

“That you can easily do,” said the girl; “I daresay 
he will be glad enough to come in if you invite him.” 

“Pray take my compliments to him,” said J, “and 
tell him that I shall be glad of his company.” 

The girl went out and presently returned. with the 
Italian. He was a short, thick, strongly-built fellow of 
about thirty-seven, with a swarthy face, raven-black 
hair, high forehead, and dark deep eyes, full of intelli- 
gence and great determination. He was dressed in 
a velveteen coat, with broad lappets, red waistcoat, 
velveteen breeches, buttoning a little way below the 
knee; white stockings apparently of lamb’s-wool and ~ 
high-lows. dis, re 

“Buona sera?” said I. Re , 

“ Buona sera, signore!” said the Italian, Ne 
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“Will you.have a glass of brandy and water?” said 
I in English. 

“TI never refuse a good offer,” said the Italian. 

He sat down, and I ordered a glass of brandy and 
water for him and another for myself. 

“Pray speak a little Italian to him,” said the good 
landlady to me. “I have heard a great deal about the 
beauty of that language, and should like to hear it 
spoken.” 

“From the Lago di Como?” said I, trying to speak 
Italian. 

“Si, signore! but how came you to think that I was 
from the Lake of Como?” 

“Because,” said I, “when,I was a. ragazzo I knew 
many from the Lake of Como, who dressed. much like 
yourself. They wandered about the country with boxes 
on their backs. and weather-glasses in their hands, but 
had their head-quarters at N. where I lived.” 

“Do you remember any of their names?” said the 
Italian. 

“Giovanni Gestra and Luigi Pozzi,” I replied. 

“T have seen Giovanni Gestra myself,” said the Italian, 
“and I have heard of Luigi Pozzi... Giovanni Gestra 
returned to the Ae eee no one knows what is become 
of Luigi Pozzi,” 

“The last time I saw him,” said I, “ was about eighteen 
years ago at Corufia in Spain; i was then in a sad 
drooping condition, and said he bitterly repented ever 
quitting N,” 

“FE con ragione,” said the Italian, “for there is no 
place like N, for doing business in the whole world. I 
myself have sold seventy pounds’ worth of weather- 
glasses at N. in one day. One of our people is living 
_there now, who has done bene, molto bene.” 

“That's Rossi, ” said I, “how is it that I did not 
mention him first? He is my. excellent friend, and a 


5 
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finer, cleverer fellow never lived, nor a more honourable 
man. You may well say he has done well, ‘for hé is 
now the first jeweller in the place. The last time I was 
there I bought a diamond of him’ for ae = 
Henrietta. Let us drink his health!” 

“Willingly!” said the Italian. “He is ‘the prince of 
the Milanese of England—the' most successful ofall, 
but I acknowledge the most deserving. Che viva.” 

“IT wish he would write his life,” said 1; “a singular 
life it would be—he has been ‘something besides a 
travelling merchant, and a jeweller. He was one of 
Buonaparte’s soldiers, and served in Spain, under Soult, 
along with John Gestra. He once told me that Soult 
was an old rascal, and stole all the fine pictures’ from 
the convents, at Salamanca. I ‘believe he spoke with 
some degree of envy, for he is himself fond ‘of pictures, 
and has dealt in them, and made hundreds by them. 
I question whether ‘if in Soult’s place he would ‘not 
have done the same. ‘Well, however that may be, che 
viva.” Zi etgahe 

Here the landlady’ interposed, observing’ that’ she 
wished we would now speak English, for’ that she had 
quite enough of Italian, which she’ did not find near ‘0 
pretty a language as she had expected. 

“You must not judge of the sound of Italian from 
what proceeds from my mouth,” said I. “It is Hot my 
native language. I have had little practice ie it, pane 
only speak it very imperfectly.” 

“Nor must you judge of Italian from wily you have 
heard me speak,” said the man of Como; “IT am not 
good at Italian, for the Milanese speak hone them. 
selves a kind of jargon, composed of many languages, 
and can only express themselves’ with difficulty in 
Italian. I have been doing my best to speak Italian, 
but should be glad now to speak English, which” ‘comes 


to me much more glibly.” lege) 674 63 . 
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“ Are there any books in your dialect, or jergo, as I 

believe you callit?” said I, . 

“1 believe there are:a few,” said the Italian. 

“Do you know the word slandra?” said I. 

a“ Who taught you that! word ?” said the Italian. 
“Giovanni Gestra;”: said I ;.“ he was always using it. 
“Giovanni Gestra was a vulgar illiterate man,” said 

the Italian; “had he not been so he would not have 

used «itss It is a vulgar word; Rossi would not have 
used it.” 

‘i What is the‘ meaning of it?” said the ieee 
eagerly. 

“To roam about i oe i iecpuiwd: manner,” said I. 

(“Something more,” said the Italian. “It is considered 
a vulgar word even in jergo.” 

© You speak’ English yeaa well,” said 1; “have 
you been long in Britain?” 

“TI came over about four years ago,’ said the Italian. 

“On your own account?” said I. 

“Not exactly, signore; my brother, who was in 
business in Liverpool, wrote to me to come over and 
assist him. I did so, but soon left him, and/took a shop 
for myself at Denbigh, where, however, I:did not stay 
long. At present I travel for an Italian house ‘in 
London, spending the summer in Wales, and the winter 
in ‘een mF 9 Kg 
«And what do! you sell ?” said I, 

- “Weather-glasses, signore—pictures and little trinkets, 

such as the country people like.” 

P “Des you sell ea weather-glasses' in Wales?” 

- saidvl.: 1 

. NET doe auton ‘The Welsh care not for ober 

glasses ;°my principal customers for weather-glasses are 

the farmers of England.” eu 
“Toam told’ tem: tise can das Welsh,” said I ;\“is 
that'true?” 


” 
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“T have picked up a little of it, signore.” 

“He can speak it very well,” said the landlady ; “and 
glad should I be, sir, to hear you and him speak Welsh 
together.” 

“So should I,” said the daughter who was seated nigh 
us, “nothing would give me greater pleasure than to hear 
two who are not Welshmen speaking Welsh together.” 

“T would rather speak English,” said the Italian; “I 
speak a little Welsh, when my business leads me 
amongst people who speak no other language, but I see 
no necessity for speaking Welsh here.” 

“It is a pity,” said I, “that so beautiful a country as 
{taly should not be better governed.” 

“It is, signore,” said the Italian; “but let us hope 
that a time will speedily come when she will be so.” 

“IT don’t see any chance of it,’ said I. “ How will 
you proceed in order to bring about so desirable a result 
as. the good government of Italy?” 

“Why, signore, in the first place we must eae rid of 
the Austrians.” 

“You will not find it an easy matter,” said I, “to get 
rid of the Austrians; you tried to do so a little time 
ago, but miserably failed.” 

“True, signore ; but the next time we try perhaps the 
French will help us.” 

“Tf the French help you to drive the Anstiiags from 
Italy,” said I, “you must become their servants. It is 
true you had (etter be the servants of the polished and 
chivalrous French, than of the brutal and barbarous 
Germans, but it is not pleasant to be a servant to any- 
body. However, I do not believe that you will ever 
get rid of the Austrians, even if the French assist you. | 
The Pope for certain reasons of his own favours the 
Austrians, and will exert all the powers of priestcraft to 
keep, them in Italy. Alas, alas, there is no hope: for 
Italy! Italy, the most beautiful country in the world) 
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the birth-place of the cleverest people, whose very 
pedlars can learn to speak Welsh, is not only enslaved, 
but destined always to remain enslaved.” 

“Do not say so, signore,” said the Italian, with a kind 
of groan. 

“But I do say so,” said I, “and what is more, one 
whose shoe-strings, were he alive, I should not be worthy 
to untie, one of your mighty ones, has said so. Did 
you ever hear of Vincenzio Filicaia ?” 

“I believe I have, signore ; did he not write a sonnet 
on Italy 2?” 

“He did,” said 1; “would you like to hear it?” 

“Very much, signore.” 

I repeated Filicaia’s glorious sonnet on Italy, and 
then asked him if he understood it. 

“Only in part, signore; for it is composed in old 
Tuscan, in which I am not much versed. I believe I 
should comprehend it better if you were to say it in 
English.” 

“Do say it in English,” said the landlady and ‘her 
daughter : “ we should so like to hear it in English.” 

“J will repeat a translation,” said I, “which I made 
when a boy, which though far from. good, has, I believe, 
in it something of the spirit of the original :— 

““O Italy! on whom dark Destiny 
The dangerous gift of beauty did bestow, 
From whence thou hast that ample dower of wo, 
Which on thy front thou bear’st so visibly. 
Would thou hadst beauty less or strength more high, 
That more of fear, and less of love might show, 
He who now blasts him in thy beauty’s glow, 
Or woos thee with a zeal that makes thee die ; 
Then down from Alp no more would torrents rage 
__Of.armed men, nor Gallic coursers hot 
‘In Po’s ensanguin’d tide their thirst assuage ; 
Nor girt with iron, not thine own, I wot, 
* Wouldst thou the fight by hands of strangers wage 
Victress or vanquish’d slavery still thy lot.” 


CHAPTER .XX-V. 


Lacing-up High-lows—The Native Village—Game Leg—Croppies 
Lie Down—Keeping Faith—Processions—Croppies Get Up— 
Daniel O’Connell. 


I SLEPT in the chamber communicating with’ the room 
in which I had dined. The chamber was spacious ‘and 
airy, the bed first-rate, and myself rather tired, so that 
no one will be surprised when I say that I had excellent 
rest. I got up, and after dressing myself went’! down. 
The morning was exceedingly brilliant. Going out I 
saw the Italian lacing up his high-lows against a’ step. 
I saluted him, and asked him if he was a to 
depart. . 

“Yes, signore ; I shall presently start for Denbigti’ 

“ After breakfast I shall start for Bangor,” said:T. 

“Do you propose to reach Bangor to- -night, Signore i he 

“Yes,” said I. 

“Walking, signore?” 

“Yes,” said 1; “I always walk in Wales.” 

“Then you will have rather a long walk, signoré ; fot’ 
Bangor is thirty-four miles from here.” 

I asked him if he was married. 

“No, signore ; but my brother in Liverpool i is.” 

“To an Italian?” 

“No, signore ; to a. Welsh girl.” 

“ And I suppose,” said I, “ you will follow. his. example 
by marrying one; perhaps that good-looking git! the 
landlady’s adanghter we were seated with last night a 

“No, signore; I shall not follow my brother’s ex- 
ample. If ever ‘] take a wife she shall be of my own 
village, in Como, whither I hope to return, as: soon as wy 


fee picked up a few more pounds.” 
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i“ Whether the Austrians are driven away or not?” 
said I. 

“Whether the Austrians are driven away or not— 
for to my mind there is no country like Como, signore.” 

I ordered. breakfast ; whilst taking it in, the room 
above I saw through the open window the Italian trudg- 
ing forth on his journey, a huge box on his back, and a 
weather-glass in his hand—looking the exact image of 
one of those men, his country people, whom forty years 
before I had known at. N I thought of the course 
of time, sighed:and felt a tear gather in my. eye. 

My> breakfast ‘concluded, I, paid my bill, and after 
inquiring the way to Bangor, and bidding adieu to the 
kind landlady and her daughter, set out from Cerrig y 
Drudion... My ‘course lay west, across a flat country, 
‘bounded in the far distance by the mighty hills, I) had 
seen on the preceding evening. After walking about a 
mile I overtook a man with a game leg, that is a leg 
which, either by nature or accident not being so long as 
‘its brother leg, had a:patten attached to it, about | five 
inches high, to enable it to do duty with the other—he 
'was‘a fellow with réd shock hair. and very red features, 
‘and was dressed in ragged coat and breeches and.a hat 
~which had lost part of its‘crown, and all its rim, so that 
even without a game leg he would have looked: rather a 
queer*figure. In his hand he carried a fiddle. 

“Good morning to you,” said I. 

“ A good morning to your hanner, a merry afternoon 
‘and a roaring, joyous evening—that is the worst luck I 
owish torye.” 

“ Are you'a native of these parts?” said I. 

» Not exactly, your hanner—I am a native of the city 
“of Dublin, or, what’s all the same thing, of the village of 
Donnybrook, which is close by it.” 
“ A celebrated place,” said I.» . 
“Your hanner may say that ; all. the world has heard 
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of Donnybrook, owing to the humours of “its fair. 
Many is the merry tune I have played to the boys at 
that fair.” 

“You are a professor of music, I suppose?” 

“And not a very bad one, as your hanner will say, if 
you allow me to play you a tune.” 

“Can you play Croppies Lie Down?” 

“T cannot, your hanner, my fingers never learnt to 
play such a blackguard tune; De if you wish to hear 
Croppies Get Up I can ae ye.! 

“You are a Roman Catholic, I suppose?” 

‘“T am not, your hanner—I am a Catholic to the back- 
bone, just like my father before me. Come, your hanner, 
shall I play ye Beoppics Get Up?” . 

“No,” said 1; “it’s a tune that doesn’t please my ears. 
If, however, you choose to play Croppies Lie EY Vl 
give you a shilling.” 

“Your hanner will give me a shilling ?” 

“Yes,” said 1; “if you play Croppies Lie Down; but 
you know you eanndt play it, your fingers never learned 
the tune.” 

“They never did, your hanner ; but they hale heard 
it played of ould by the blackguard Orange fiddlers of 
Dublin on the first of July, when the Protestant boys 
used to walk round Willie’s statue on College Green—so 
if your hanner gives me the shilling, they may perhaps 
bring out something like it.” 

“Very good,” said 1; “ begin!” 

“But, your hanner, oer shall we do ia the words? 
though my fingers may remember the tune my tongue 
does not cetinoe etis words—that is unless...” ~ 

“TY give another shilling,” said I; “but. never mind 
you the words ; I know the words, and will repeat them.” 

“ And your hanner will give me a shilling?” - 

“Tf you play the tune,” said I. 

“Hanner bright, your hanner?.” 
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“ Honour bright,” said I. 

Thereupon the fiddler taking his bow and shouldering 
his fiddle, struck up in first-rate style the glorious tune, 
which I had so often heard with rapture in the days of 
my boyhood in the barrack-yard of Clonmel; whilst I, 
walking by his side as he stumped along, caused the 
welkin to resound with the words, which were the 
delight of the young gentlemen of the Protestant 
academy of that beautiful old town. 

“JT never heard those words before,” said the fiddler, 
after I had finished the first stanza. 

“Get on with you,” said I. 

“Regular Orange words!” said the fiddler, on my 
finishing the second stanza. 

“Do you choose to get on?” said I. 

“More blackguard Orange words I never heard!” 
cried the fiddler, on my coming to the conclusion of the 
third stanza. .“Divil a bit farther will I play ; at any 
rate till I get the shilling.” 

“Here it is for yOu, ” said I; “the song is ended, and, 
of course, the tune,” 

“Thank your hanner,” said the. fiddler, taking. the 


money, “your hanner has kept your word with me, 


which is more than I thought your hanner would... And 
now your hanner let me ask you why did your hanner 
wish for that tune, which is not only a blackguard one 
but quite out of date; and where did your hanner get 
the words?” 

“J used to hear the tune in my boyish days,” said. I, 
“and wished to hear it again, for though you call jit,a 


blackguard tune, it is the sweetest and most noble air 
that Ireland, the land of music, has ever, produced. As 


for the,words, never mind where I got them; they are 
violent enough, but not half so violent as he, words of 
some of the songs made against the Irish Protestants by 


the priests.” 
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“Your hanner is an Orange man, I: see. » Well} your 
hanner, the Orange is now im the kennel, and ‘the 
Croppies have it all their own way.” 

'“ And perhaps,” said I, “before I die, the Orange will 
be out of the kennel and*the Croppies fe: even as they 
were in my young days.” 

“Who knows, your hanner? and who mes that I 
may not play the old tune round Willie’s\ image in 
College Green, even as I'used some ee -seven years 
ago?” 

“Oh then you have been an Orange fiddler” 

“T have, your hanner. And now as your hanner has 
behaved like a gentleman to me I will tell ye-all my 
history. I was born in the city of Dublin, that is im the 
village of Donnybrook, as I 'tould your hanner before. 
It was to the trade of bricklaying I was bred; and brick- 
laying I followed till at last, getting my leg smashed, 
not by falling off the ladder, but by a‘ row in the fair, I 
was obliged to give it up, for how could Trun' up°the 
ladder with a patten’on my foot, which they put on to 
make my broken leg as long as the other.’' Well, your 
hanner, being obliged to give up my bricklaying, I took 
to fiddling, to which I had always a’ natural’ inclination, 
and played about’ the ‘streets, ‘and at’ fairs; and’ wakes, 
and weddings. At length some Orange men ‘getting 
acquainted with me, and liking my style ‘of playing, 
invited ‘me to their lodge, where they gave me ‘to’drink, 
and tould me that if I would change my religion, and 
join them, and play their tunes, theys would make it 
answer my purpose. Well, your hanner, without much 
stickling I gave up my Popery, joined’ the® ‘Orange 
lodge, learned the Orange tunes, and became ‘a’ “regular 
Protestant boy, and truly the Orange’ men' kept’ their 
‘word, and made it answer my purpose, Oh ‘thé! meat 
and drink I got, and the money’ IT made “by | playing 
at the Orange lodges and before the processions’ when 
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the Orange mén pataded the streets with their Orange 
eolours..’ And oh; what ‘a day for me was the. glorious 
first of July when with my whole body covered with 
Orange ribbons,''I fiddled Croppies Lie Down, Boyne 
Water, andthe Protestant Boys before the’ procession 
which ‘walked ‘round Willie’s figure'on horseback in 
College Green; the man and horse all ablaze with Orange 
colours. But ‘nothing lasts under the sun, as your 
hanner knows ;' Orangeism began to go down; the 
Government ‘scowled at it, and at last passed a law 
preventing the Protestant boys dressing up the figure on 
the first of July, and walking round it. That was the 
death-blow of the Orange party, your hanner; they never 
recovered it, but’ began to despond and dwindle, and I 
with them for there’ was scarcely any demand for 
Orange tunes.» Then Dan O’Connell arose with his 
emancipation and’ repale ‘cries, and then instead of 
Orange processions and walkings, there’ were Papist 
processions and mobs, which’ made me afraid to stir 
out, ‘lest knowing me for an Orange fiddler, they 
should break’ my head, as’ the boys broke my leg at 
Donnybrook fair. At length some of the repalers and 
emancipators knowing that I was a first-rate hand at 
fiddling éarie to me and. tould’ me, ‘that if I would 
give over playing Croppies Lie Down and other Orange 
tunes, and would play Croppies Get Up, and what not, 
and become’ a Catholic and a repaler, and an emanci- 
pator, they’ would make a man of me—so as my Orange 
trade-wWas gone, and I was half-starved, I consinted, not 
howéver till they had introduced mé to Daniel O’Connell, 
who called’ mea cridit to my country, and the Irish 
Horpheus, ‘and ‘promised me a sovereign if I would 
consint ‘to join the’ cause, ashe ‘called it. | Well, your 
hanner, I’ joined with the cause’ and became a Papist, 
I mane a Catholic once more, and went at the head of 


processions covered all over with green ribbons, playing 
‘ re 
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Croppies Get Up, Granny Whale, and the like. But, 
your hanner, though I went the whole hog with the 
repalers and emancipators, they did not make their 
words good by making a man of me. Scant and 
sparing were they in the mate and drink, and yet more 
sparing in the money, and Daniel O’Connell never gave 
me the sovereign which he promised me. No, your 
hanner, though I played Croppies Get Up, till my 
fingers ached, as I stumped before him and his mobs 
and processions, he never gave me the sovereign: unlike 
your hanner who gave me the shilling ye promised me 
for playing Croppies Lie Down, Daniel O’Connell never 
gave me the sovereign he promised me for playing 
Croppies Get Up. Och, your hanner, I often wished the 
ould Orange days were back again. However as I 
could do no better I continued going the whole hog 
with the emancipators and repalers and Dan O’Connell ; 
I went the whole animal with them till they had got 
emancipation ; and I went the whole animal with them 
till they had nearly got repale—when all of a sudden 
they let the whole thing drop—Dan and his party 
having frighted the Government out of its seven senses, 
and gotten all they could get, in money and places, 
which was all they wanted, let the whole hullabaloo 
drop, and of course myself, who formed part of it. I 
went to those who had persuaded me to: give up 
my Orange tunes, and to play Papist ones, begging them 
to give me work; but they tould me very civilly that 
they had no further occasion for my services. I went to 
Daniel O’Connell reminding him of the sovereign 
he had promised me, and offering if he gave it me to 
play Croppies Get Up under the nose of the lord- 
lieutenant himself; but he tould me that he had not 
time to attend to me, and when I persisted, bade me go 
to the Divil and shake myself. Well, your hanner, 
secing no prospect for myself in my own country, and 
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having incurred some little debts, for which I feared to 
be arrested, I came over to England and Wales, where 
with little content and satisfaction I have passed seven 
years.” 

“Well,” said I; “thank you for your history—fare- 
well.” 

“Stap, your hanner; does your hanner think that the 
Orange will ever be out of the kennel, and that the 
Orange boys will ever walk round the brass man and 
horse in College Green as they did of ould?” 

“Who knows?” said I... “ But suppose all that were 
to happen, what would it signify to you?” 

“Why then divil be in my. patten if I would not go 
back to Donnybrook and Dublin, hoist the Orange 
cockade, and become as good an Orange boy as 
ever.” 

“What,” said I, “and give up Popery for the second 
time?” 

“T would, your hanner ; and why not? for in. spite. of 
what I have heard Father Toban say, 1am by no means 
certain that all Protestants will be damned.” 

“ Farewell,” said I. . 

“Farewell, your hanner, and long life and prosperity 
to you! God bless your hanner and your Orange face. 
Ah, the Orange boys are the boys for keeping faith. 
They never served me as Dan O’Connell and his dirty 
gang of repalers and emancipators did. . Farewell,, your 
hanner, once more; and here’s another scratch of the 
illigant tune your hanner is so fond of, to cheer up your 
hanner’s ears upon your way.” 

And long after I had left him I could hear him 
playing on his fiddle in first-rate style the beautiful tune 
of “ Down, down, Croppies Lie Down.” 

| s 


CHAPTER XXVI 


Ceiniog Mawr—Pentre Voelas—The Old Conway—Stupendous 
Pass—The Gwedir Family—Capel Curig—The Two Children 
—Bread—Wonderful Echo—Tremendous Walker. 


I WALKED on briskly over a flat uninteresting country, 
and in about an hour’s time came in front of a large 
stone house. It stood near the road, on the’ left- 
hand side, with a pond and pleasant trees: before it; and 
a number of corn-stacks behind. It had something the 
appearance of an inn, but displayed no sign. As I was 
standing looking at it, a man with the look ofa 
labourer, and with a dog by his side, came out of 
the house and advanced towards me. 

“What is the name of this place?” said < to him i in 
English as he drew nigh. 

“Sir,” said the man, “the name of ie Hohe is 
Ceiniog Mawr.” 14 uF al 

“Ts it an inn?” said I. roves 

“Not now, sir; but some years ago it was an inn, 
anda very large one; at which coaches used to stop; at 
bel it is occupied by an anaee Le ae isa Ri oe 
sir.” 

“Ceiniog Mawr means a great Poe ina Ii hy 
is it called by that name?” 

“T have heard, sir, that before it was an inn ‘it was a 
very Considerable place, namely a royal mint, at'which 
penaies were made, and on that account it’ was- veied 
Ceiniog Mawr.” i! 

I was subsequently told that the name of this’ place 
was Cernioge Mawr. If such be the real name the 
legerid about the mint falls to the ground, Cernioge — 


having nothing to do with pence. Cern in Welsh means, 
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‘aijaw. Perhaps the true name of the house is Corniawg, 
which interpreted is a place with plenty of turrets or 
chimneys. A mile or two further the ground began to 
rise, and J ‘came to a small village at the entrance of 
which was a water-wheel—near the village was a gentle- 
man’s seat almost surrounded by groves. After I had 
passed through the village, seeing a woman seated by 
the roadside knitting, I asked her in English its name. 
Finding she had no Saesneg I repeated the question in 
Welsh, whereupon she told me that it was called. Pentre 
Voelas. 

1 “And ‘whom does the ‘Plas’ belong to yonder 
amongst the groves?” said I. 

“It belongs'to Mr Wynn, sir, and so does the village 
and a great deal of the land about here. A:very good 
gentleman is Mr Wynn, sir; he is very kind to his 
tenants and a very good lady is Mrs Wynn, sir; in the 
winter she gives much soup to the poor.” 

‘After leaving the village of Pentre Voelas I soon 
found myself in’a wild hilly region. I crossed a bridge 
over a river, which, brawling and tumbling amidst rocks, 
shaped its: course to the north-east. As I proceeded, 
the country became more and more wild; there were 
dingles and hollows in abundance, and fantastic-looking 
hills, some of which were bare; and others clad with 
trees of various kinds. Came to a little well in’ a cavity, 
dug in a high bank on the left-hand side of the road, 
and fenced by rude stone work on either side; the well 
was about ten inches in diameter, and as many deep. 
Water oozing from the bank upon a slanting tile 
fastened into the earth fell into it. After damming ‘up 
‘the end of the tile with my hand, and drinking some 
delicious water, I passed on and presently arrived at ‘a 
cottage, just inside the door of which sat a good-looking 
middle-aged woman engaged in knitting, the general 
occupation of Welsh hidalles: 


' 
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“ Good-day,” said | to her in Welsh. “ Fine weather.” 

“Tn truth, sir, it is fine weather for the harvesi.’ 

“ Are you alone in the house?” 

“Tam, sir, my husband has gone to his labour.” 

“ Have you any children?” 

“Two, sir; but they are out at service,” 

“What is the name of this place?” 

Pant: Paddock, sir.” 

“Do you get your water from the little well yonder? 

“We do, sir, and good water it is.” 

“T have drunk of it.” 

“Much good may what you have drunk do you, 
sir!” 

“What is the name of the river near here?” 

“Tt is called the Conway, sir.” 

“Dear me; is that river the Conway?” 

“You have heard of it, sir?” 

“Heard of it! it is one of the famous rivers of the 
world. The poets are very fond of it—one of the great 
poets of my country calls it the old Conway.” 

“Ts one river older than another, sir?” 

* That’s a shrewd question. Can you read ?” 

“J Ganj sir. 

“ Have you any books?” 

“JT have the Bible, sir,” 

“Will you show it me?” 

“Willingly, sir.” 

Then getting up she took a book from a shelf and 
handed it to me, at the same time begging me to enter 
the house and sit down. I declined, and she again took 
her seat.and resumed her occupation. On opening the 
book the first words which met my eye were: “Gad i mi 
fyned trwy dy dir!—Let me go through your coumey|; 
(Numb. xx. 22). 

“J may say these words,” said I, pointing ie the 
passage. “Let me go through your country.” 
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“No one will hinder you, sir, for you seem a civil 
gentleman.” 

“No one has hindered me hitherto. Wherever I have 
been in Wales I have experienced nothing but kindness 
and hospitality, and when I return to my own country 
I will say so.” 

“What country is yours, sir?” 

“England. Did you not know that by my tongue?” 

“J did not, sir. I knew by your tongue that you were 
not from our parts—but I did not know that you were 
an Englishman, I took you for a Cumro of the south 
country.” 

Returning the kind woman her book, and bidding her 
farewell I departed, and proceeded some miles through 
a truly magnificent country of wood, rock, and moun- 
tain. At length I came to a steep mountain gorge, 
down which the road ran nearly due north, the Conway 
to the left running with great noise parallel with the 
road, amongst broken rocks, which chafed it into foam. 
I was now amidst stupendous hills, whose paps, peaks, 
and pinnacles seemed to rise to the very heaven. An 
immense mountain on the right side of the road_ particu- 
larly struck my attention, and on inquiring of a man 
breaking stones by the roadside I learned that it was 
called Dinas Mawr, or the large citadel, perhaps from a 
fort having been built upon it to defend the pass in the 
old British times. Coming to the bottom of the pass 
I crossed over by an ancient bridge, and, passing through 
a small town, found myself in a beautiful valley with 
majestic hills on either side. This was the Dy ffryn Conway, 
the celebrated Vale of Conway, to which in the summer 
time fashionable gentry from all parts of Britain resort 
for shade and relaxation. When about midway down 
the valley I turned to the west, up one of the grandest 
passes in the world, having two immense door-posts of 
rock at the entrance. the northern one probably rising 
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to the altitude of nine hundred feet. On the southern 
side of this pass near the entrance were neat dwellings 
for the accommodation of visitors with cool: apartments 
on the ground floor, with large windows, looking towards 
the precipitous side of the mighty northern hill; within 
them I observed tables, and books, and young men, 
probably English collegians, seated at study. 

After I had prtateded some way up the pass, down 
which a small river ran,a woman who was standing on 
the right-hand side of the way, seemingly, on. the look- 
out, begged mein broken English to step aside and look 
at the fall. 

“You cp ig waterfall, I suppose?” salld Te 

“Yes, sir.” 

ff And how do you call it?” said I. 

“The Fall of the Swallow, sir.” 

“And in Welsh?” said : 

“Rhaiadr y Wennol, sir.” 

“And what is the name of the Bee ae said if 

“We call the river the Lygwy, sit’ M 

I told the woman I would go, whereupon sic ‘con- 
ducted me through a gate on the’ right-hand side and 
down a path overhung with trees to'a rock projecting 
into the river. The Fall of the Swallow is) not>.a 
majestic single fall, but a succession of small | ones, 
First there are a number of little foaming” torrents, 
bursting through rocks about twenty yards above the 
promontory on which I stood. Then come two beauti+ 
ful rolls of white water, dashing into a‘ pool /a>little:way 
above thé promontory ; then there is a swirl’ of water 
round its corner into a pool below on its right, black as 
death, and seemingly of great depth; then a! rush 
through a very narrow outlet ‘into ‘another pool, ‘from 
which the water clamours away down the glen. ~Suchiis 
the Rhaiadr y Wennol, or Swallow Fall; called iso” from | 
the rapidity with which the waters rush aind skip alongs 
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. On asking the woman on whose property: the fall was, 
she informed me that it was on the property of the 
Gwedir family... The name of Gwedir brought. to my 
mind the “ History of the: Gwedir Family,” a rare and 
curious book which I had read in my boyhood, and 
which was written by the representative of that family, 
a certain Sir John Wynne, about the beginning, of the 
seventeenth century. It gives an accountof the fortunes 
of the family, from its earliest rise ;, but more particularly 
after it had emigrated, in order to avoid bad neighbours, 
from a fair and fertile district: into rugged Snowdonia, 
where it found anything but the repose it came in quest 
of... The book which. is written in bold graphic English, 
flings considerable light on the state of society in Wales, 
in the time of the Tudors, a truly deplorable. state, :as 
the book is fullof accounts of feuds, petty but.desperate 
skirmishes, and revengeful murders. To many of thé 
domestic sagas, or histories of ancient Icelandic families, 
from the character of the;events which, it,describes and 
also from, the manner in which it describes, them, the 
“History of the: Gwedir Family,” by Sir John Wynne 
bears a striking resemblance. 

. After giving the woman sixpence) I left the fall, ‘aid 
proeedca on my way. I presently crossed a eed 
under which ran the river of the fall, and was soon in 
a wide valley on each side of which were lofty) hills 
dotted with wood, and at the top. of which stood) a 
mighty mountain, bare and precipitous, with ‘two: paps 
like those of Pindus opposite’ Janina, but somewhat 
sharper. It was a region of fairy beauty and of wild 
grandeur. Meeting an old bleared-eyed farmer I inquired 
the name of the mountain and learned that it was called 
Moel Siabod or Shabod.. Shortly after leaving him, 
I turned from the road’ to;inspecta monticle which 
appeared. to’/me to have something of the appearance 
of a burial heap. It stood in a green meadow by the 
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river which ran down the valley on the left. Whether 
it was a grave hill or a natural monticle, I will not 
say; but standing in the fair meadow, the rivulet 
murmuring beside it, and the old mountain looking 
down upon it, 1 thought it looked a very meet resting- 
place for an old Celtic king. 

Turning round the northern side of the mighty Siabod 
I soon reached the village of Capel Curig, standing in 
a valley between two hills, the easternmost of which 
is the aforesaid Moel Siabod. Having walked now 
twenty miles in a broiling day I thought it high time 
to take some refreshment, and inquired the way to the 
inn. The inn, or rather the hotel, for it was a very 
magnificent edifice, stood at the entrance of a pass 
leading to Snowdon, on the southern side of the valley, 
in a totally different direction from the road lead- 
ing to Bangor, to which place I was bound. There 
I dined in a grand saloon amidst a great deal of 
fashionable company, who, probably conceiving from 
my heated and dusty appearance that I was some 
poor fellow travelling on foot from motives of economy, 
surveyed me with looks of the most supercilious disdain, 

_which, however, neither deprived me of my appetite nor 
operated uncomfortably on my feelings. 

My dinner finished, I paid my bill; and having 
sauntered a little about the hotel garden, which is 
situated on the border of a small lake and from which, 
through the vista of the pass, Snowdon may be seen 
towering in majesty at the distance of about six miles, 
I started for Bangor, which is fourteen miles from Capel 
Curig. 

The road to Bangor from Capel Curig is almost due 
west. An hour’s walking brought me to a bleak moor, 
extending for a long way amidst wild sterile hills. 

The first of a chain on the left, was a huge lumpy hill 
with a precipice towards the road probably three | 
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hundred feet high. When I had come nearly parallel 
with the commencement of this precipice, I saw on the 
left-hand side of the road two children looking over 
a low wall behind which at a little distance stood a 
wretched hovel. On coming up I stopped and looked 
at them; they were a boy and girl; the first about 
twelve, the latter a year or two younger ; both wretchedly 
dressed and looking very sickly. 
“Have you any English?” said I, addressing the boy 
in Welsh. 
“Dim gair,” said the boy; “not a word; there is no 
Saesneg near here.” 
“What is the name of this place?” 
“The name of our house is Helyg.” 
“ And what is the name of that hill?” said I, pointing 
to the hill of the precipice. 
“Allt y Gdg—the high place of the cuckoo.” 
“ Have you a father a mother ?” 
“We have.” 
“ Are they in the house?” 
“They are gone to Capel Curig.” 
“ And they left you alone?” 
“They did. With the cat and the trin-wire.” 
“Do your father and mother make wire-work ?” 
“They do. They live by making it.” 
“What is the wire-work for?” 
“Tt is for hedges to fence the fields with.” 
“Do you help your father and mother?” 
_“Wedo; as far as we can.” 
“You both look unwell.” 
_ “We have lately had the cryd” (ague). 
‘“Is there much cryd-about here?” 
“Plenty.” 
“Do you live well Bir tr 
“When we have bread we live well.” 
“Tf I give you a penny will you bring me some water?” 
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“We will, whether you give us a penny or not. Come, 
sister, let us go and fetch the gentleman water.” 

They: ran into the house and presently returned, the 
girl bearing a pan of water. After hhad drunk I gave 
each of the children a penny, and received: in return 
from each a diolch or thanks. 

“Can either of you read?” 

“ Neither one nor the other.” 

“Can your father and mother read?” 

“My father cannot, my mother can a little.” 

“ Are there books in the house?” 

“ There are not.” 

“No Bible?” 

“There is no book at all.” 

“Do you go to church?” 

“We do not.” 

“To chapel?” 

“In fine weather.” 

“ Are you happy ?” 

“When there is bread in the house and no ge we 
are all happy.” 

“ Farewell to you, children.” 

“ Farewell to you, gentleman !” exidiibaed both. 

“T have learnt something,” said I, “of Welsh cottage 
life and feeling from that poor sickly child.’ > 

I had passed the first and second of the hills: which 
stood on the left, and a huge long mountain on the right 
which confronted both, when a young man came down 
from a gully on my left hand, and proceeded in the same 
direction as myself. He was dressed ina blue coat and 
corduroy trowsers, and appeared to be of a condition 
a little above that of a labourer. He shook his ‘head 
and scowled when I spoke to him in English, but smiled 
on my speaking Welsh, and said: “ Ah, you: speak 
Cumraeg: I thought no Sais could spcere atts sac 
I asked him if he was'going far. 
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“ About four miles,” he replied. 
““On'the Batigor road ?” 

“Yes,” said he ; “down the Bangor road.” 

I learned that he was a carpenter, and that he had 
been up the gully to see an acquaintance—perhaps a 
sweetheart. We passed a’ lake on our right which he 
told ‘me was called Llyn Ogwen, and that it abounded 
with fish. He was very amusing, and expressed great 
delight at having found an Englishman who could speak 
Welsh; “it will be a thing to talk of,” said he, “for the 
rest of my life.” He entered two or three cottages by 
the side of the road,’ and each time he came out I heard 
him say: “I am with a Sais who can speak Cumraeg.” 
At length we'came to a gloomy-looking valley trending 
due north; down this valley the road ran, having an 
enormous wall of rocks on its right and a precipitous 
hollow on the left, beyond which was a wall’ equally high 
as the other one.” When we had proceeded some way 
down the road my guide said: “You shall now’ hear a 
wonderful ‘echo,” and shouting “taw, taw,” the rocks 
replied in a’manner something like the baying of hounds. 
“Hark to the dogs!” exclaimed my companion. “This 
pass is called Nant yr ieuanc gwn, the pass of the young 
dogs, because when one shouts it answers aa a noise 
resembling the crying of hounds.” | 

~The sun was setting when we came to a small village 
at the bottom of the pass. I asked my companion its 
name. “Ty yn y maes,” he replied, adding as he 
stopped before a small cottage aan he was going no 
as as he dwelt there. 
| “Ys there a public- -housé here?” said I. 

“There® is,’ he replied, “you will find one ‘a little 
farther up on the right hand.” 

“Come, and take some ale,” said I. 

- No, said he. 
“Why not?” I demanded. 
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“J am a teetotaler,” he replied. 

“Indeed,” said I, and having shaken him by the hand, 
thanked him for his company and bidding him farewell, 
went on. He was the first person I had ever met of the 
fraternity to which he belonged, who did not endeavour 
to make a parade of his abstinence and self-denial. 

After drinking some tolerably good ale in the public- 
house I again started. As I left the village a clock 
struck eight. The evening was delightfully cool ; but it 
soon became nearly dark. I passed under high rocks, 
by houses and by groves, in which nightingales were 
singing, to listen to whose entrancing melody I more 
than once stopped. On coming to a town, lighted up 
and thronged with people, I asked one ofa group of 
young fellows its name. 

“ Bethesda,” he replied. 

“ A scriptural name,” said I. 

“Is it?” said he; “well, if its name is scriptural the 
manners of its people are by no means so.” 

A little way beyond the town a man came out of a 
cottage and walked beside me. He had a basket in his 
hand. I quickened my pace; but he was a tremendous 
walker, and kept up with me. On we went side by side 
for more than a mile without speaking a word. At 
length, putting out my legs in genuine Barclay, fashion, 
I got before him about ten yards, then turning round 
laughed and spoke to him in English. He too laughed 
and spoke, but in Welsh. We now went on like 
brothers, conversing, but always walking at great speed. 
I learned from him that he was a market-gardener living 
at Bangor, and that Bangor was three miles off. On 
the stars shining out we began to talk about them. 

Pointing to Charles’s Wain I said, “A good star for 
travellers.” 

Whereupon pointing to the North star, he said: 

“T forwyr da iawn—a good star for mariners.” 
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We passed a large house on our left. 

“Who lives there?” said I. 

“Mr Smith,” he replied.. “It is called Plas Newydd; 
milltir genom etto—we have yet another mile.” 

In ten minutes we were at Bangor. I asked him 
where the Albion Hotel was. 

“T will show it you,” said he, and so he did. 

As we came under it I heard the voice of my wife, for 
she, standing on a balcony and distinguishing me by the 
lamplight, called out. I shook hands with the kind six- 
mile-an-hour market-gardener, and going into the: inn 
found my wife and daughter, who rejoiced to see me. 
We presently had tea. 


CHAPTER XXVII 


Bangor—Edmund Price—The Bridges—Bookselling—Future Pope 
—Wild Irish—Southey. 


BANGOR is seated on the spurs of certain high hills near 
the Menai, a strait separating Mona or Anglesey from 
Caernarvonshire. It was once. a place of Druidical 
worship, of which fact, even without. the testimony of 
history and tradition, the name which signifies “upper 
circle” would be sufficient evidence. On the, decay of 
Druidism a town sprang up on the site and in the 
neighbourhood of the “upper circle,’ in which in the 
sixth century a convent or university was founded) by 
Deiniol, who eventually became Bishop of Bangor, 
This Deiniol was the son of Deiniol Vawr, a. zealous 
Christian prince who founded the convent of Bangor Is 
Coed, or Bangor beneath the wood in Flintshire, Cavan 
was destroyed, and its inmates almost to a man put to 
the sword by Ethelbert, a Saxon king, and his barbarian 
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followers at the instigation of ‘the monk Austin, who 
hated the brethren because they refused to acknowledge 
the authority of the Pope, whose delegate he was in 
Britain. There were in all three Bangors; the one at 
Is Coed, another in’ Powis, and this» Caernarvonshire 
Bangor, which was generally termed Bangor Vawr or 
Bangor the igreat. The two first’ Bangors’ have fallen 
into utter decay, but Bangor Vawr is still a bishop’s see, 
boasts of a small but venerable cathedral; and contains 
a population of above eight thousand souls. 

Two very remarkable men have at different periods 
conferred a kind of lustre upon Bangor by residing ‘in 
it, Taliesin in the old, and Edmund Price in‘ compara- 
tively modern time. Both of them were poets. Taliesin 
flourished about the end of the fifth century, and for the 
sublimity of his verses was for many centuries called by 
his countrymen the Bardic King. Amongst his pieces 
is one generally termed “ The Prophecy of Taliesin,” 
which announced long before it happened. the entire 
subjugation of Britain by the Saxons, and which is 
perhaps one of the most stirring pieces of poetry ever 
produced. Edmund Price flourished during the time of 
Elizabeth. He was archdeacon of Merionethshite, but 
occasionally resided at Bangor for the benefit of his 
health. Besides being one of the best Welsh poets of 
his age he was a man of extraordinary learning, possess- 
ing a thorough ee a no hg Niece paeht 
languages. | 

The greater part of his compositions, however clever 
and elegant, are, it must be confessed, such as do little 
credit to the pen of an ecclesiastic, being bitter poignant 
satires, which were the cause of much pain and misery 
to individuals ; one of his works, however, is not only ofa 
kind’ quite consistent with his sacred calling, but ‘has 
been a ‘source of considerable blessing. To him the 
Cambrian Church is indebted for the version of the | 
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Psalms; which for the last two centuries it has beenin 
the habit of using: ‘Previous to’ the version of the 
‘Archdeacon’ a'translation of the Psalms had been made 
into Welsh by William» Middleton, ‘an officer in’ the 
naval servicé of Queen Elizabeth, in the four-and-twenty 
‘alliterative measures of ‘the ancients bards. It was 
elegant and’ even faithful, but far beyond the com- 
prehension of people in general, and consequently by no 
means fitted’ for the use of ‘churches, though intended 
for that’ purpose ‘by the author, a sincere’ Christian, 
though a warrior. Avoiding the error into which’ his 
‘predecessor ‘had fallen, the Archdeacon’ made tise of a 
measure intelligible to people of every degree,‘in which 
‘alliteration’ is not observed, atid’ which ‘is ‘called by the 
Welsh y mesur cyffredin, or the common ‘measure. His 
opinion of the four-and-twenty ‘measures the  Arch- 
deaéon has given to the world in four cowydd lines to 
the following effect : 
“ve read the master-pieces great 
is Of languages no less than eight, 
eds ‘But ne’er have found a ‘woof of song 

So strict as that of Cambria’s tongue.” 


After ‘breakfast on the morning subsequent to my 
arrival, Henrietta and I roamed about the town, and 
then proceeded to view the bridges which lead over 
‘the strait to Anglesey. One, for common traffic, 
‘is a most beautiful suspension bridge completed in 
1820, the result of the mental and manual labours of 
the ingenious Telford; the other is a tubular railroad 
bridge, a wonderful structure, no doubt, but anything 
“but graceful. We remained for some time on the first 
bridge, admiring | ‘the’ scenery, and were not a_ little 
delighted, as we stood leaning over the principal arch, 
‘to seé a proud vessel pass benéath us in full sail. 

" Satiated with gazing we “passed” into Anglesey, and 
making | our way to the tubular bridge, which is to 
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the west of the suspension one, entered one of its 
passages and returned to the main land. 

The air was exceedingly hot and sultry, and on 
coming to a stone bench, beneath a shady wall, we 
both sat down, panting, on one end of it; as we were 
resting ourselves, a shabby-looking man with a bundle 
of books came and seated himself at the other end, 
placing his bundle beside him; then taking out from 
his pocket a dirty red handkerchief, he wiped his face, 
which was bathed in perspiration, and ejaculated: “ By 
Jasus, it is blazing hot!” 

“Very hot, my friend,” said 1; “have you travelled 
far to-day?” 

“T have not, your hanner; I have been just walking 
about the dirty town trying to sell my books.” 

“ Have you been successful ?” 

“] have not, your hanner; only three pence have I 
taken this blessed day.” 

“What do your books treat of?” 

“Why, that is more than I can tell your hanner; my 
trade is to sell the books not to read them. Would 
your hanner like to look at them ?” 

“Oh dear no,” said I; “I have long been tired of 
books; I have had enough of them.” 

“|. daresay, your hanner; from the state of your 
hanner’s eyes I should say as much; they look so 
weak—picking up learning has ruined your hanner’s 
siphtoiwut 

“May I ask,” said I, “from what country you are?” 

“Sure your hanner may ; and it-is a civil answer you 
will get from Michael Sullivan. It is from ould Ireland 
I am, from Castlebar in the county Mayo.” 

“ And how came you into Wales?” 

“From the hope of pettering. my condition, your 
hanner, and a foolish hope it was.” | 
~ “Vou have not bettered your condition, then?” aa 
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“]T have not, your hanner ; for I suffer quite as much 
hunger and thirst as ever I did in ould Ireland.” 

“Did you sell books in Ireland?” 

“TI did nat, yer hanner; I made buttons and clothes 
—that is I pieced them: I was several tradés in ould 
Ireland, your hanner; but none of them answering, I 
came over here.” 

“Where you commenced book-selling ?” said I. 

“T did nat, your hanner. I first sold laces, and then 
I sold loocifers, and then something else; I have 
followed several trades in Wales, your hanner; at 
last I got into the book-selling trade, in which I now am.” 

“ And it answers, I suppose, as badly as the others ?” 

“Just as badly, your hanner ; divil a bit better.” 

“T suppose you never beg?” 

“Your hanner may say that ; I was always too proud 
to beg. It is begging I laves ie the wife I have.” 

“Then you have a wife?” 

“T have; your hanner; and a daughter, too; and 
‘a good wife: and daughter they are. What would 
become of me without them I do not know.” 

“Have you been long in Wales?” 

“Not very long, your hanner; only about twenty 
years,” 

“Do you travel much about ?” 

“ All over North Wales, your hanner; to say nothing 
of the southern country.” 

“T suppose you speak Welsh?” 

“Not a word, your hanner. The Welsh speak their 
language 2 fast, that divil a word could I ever contrive 
to pick up.” 

“= “Do you speak Irish?” . 

“JT do, yer hanner ; inst is when people spake to me 
in’ it2] qa 

. I spoke to him in irish: after a little Aechias he 
haiae in English : 
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“]T see your hanner is a Munster, man... Ah} all the 
learned men comes from Munster. Father ,Toban 
comes from Munster.” bye 

“J have heard of him once or twice before,” said I.) 

“I daresay your hanner has. Every, one ‘has; heard 
of Father, Toban; the greatest scholar in the, world, 
who they say stands a better chance of being made 
Pope, 'some day. or other, than..any,, saggart in 
Ireland.” 

“Will you take sixpence ?,” 

“J will, your hanner ; if your hanner, offers it; ‘but 
I never beg’; I leave that kind of work, to das wife and 
daughter as I said before.” 

After giving him the sixpenes, which He Goctvin with 

a lazy “thank your hanner,” I got up, and followed: ‘ath 
my daughter returned to the town. 

Henrietta went to the inn, and I again sicelled about 
the town. As I was standing in) the middle of one of 
the business streets I suddenly heard:a loud ;and dis- 


sonant gabbling, and glancing around beheld,a number 


of wild-looking people, male and female.» Wild looked 
the men, yet wilder the women. The men, were’ very 
lightly clad, and were all barefooted. and, bareheaded ; 
they carried stout sticks in their hands. The women 
were barefooted too, but had for the most part head- 
dresses ; their garments consisted of blue: cloaks and 
striped gingham gowns. All the females had: common 
tin articles in their hands which they offered for sale 
with violent gestures to the people in the streets,as they 
walked along, occasionally darting. into! the shops, from 


which, however, they were almost invariably speedily — 


ejected by the startled proprietors, with looks :of disgust 


and almost horror. Two ragged, red-haired lads led — 


a gaunt pony, drawing a creaking cart, stored with) the 
same kind of articles of tin, which *the «women» bore. 


Poorly clad, dusty and soiled as they were, ‘they all 
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walked with a*free, independent, and almost graceful 
carriage. 

“ Are those people from Ireland?” said I to a 'decent- 
looking man, seemingly a’ mechanic, who stood near 
mé, and’ was also looking at them, but with anything 
but admiration. 

“T am sorry to say they are, sir;” said the man, who 
from’ his accent was evidently an Irishman, “for they 
are a disgrace to their country.” 

“I did not exactly think so. I thought that in’ many 
respects they were fine specimens of humanity. 

“Every one of those wild fellows,” said I to myself, 
“is worth a dozen of the poor mean-spirited book- 
tramper I have lately been discoursing with.” 

In the afternoon I again passed over into Anglesey, 
but this time not by the bridge but by the ferry on 
the north-east of Bangor, intending to go to Beaumaris, 
about two or three miles distant: an excellent road, 
on the left side of which is a high bank fringed with 
dwarf oaks, and on the right the Menai strait, leads 
to it. Beaumaris is at present a watering-place. On 
one side of it, close upon the sea, stand the ruins of 
an immense castle, once a Norman stronghold, but 
built on the site of a palace belonging to the ancient 
kings of North Wales, and a favourite residence of the 
célebrated Owain Gwynedd, the father of the yet more 
celebrated Madoc, the original discoverer of America. 
if ‘proceeded at once to the castle, and clambering to 
the top. of one of the turrets, looked upon Beaumaris 
Bay, and the noble rocky coast of the’ mainland to the 
south- east beyond it, the most remarkable object of 
which is the gigantic Penman Mawr, which interpreted 
is “the great head-stone,” the termination of a range 
of craggy hills descending’ from. the Snowdon mountains. 
/ “What a bay!” said I, “for beauty it is superior to 
the far-famed one of N ules A proper place for the 
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keels to start from, which, unguided by the compass, 
found their way over the mighty and mysterious 
Western Ocean.” 

I repeated all the Bardic lines I could remember con- 
nected with Madoc’s expedition, and likewise many 
from the Madoc of Southey, not the least of Britain’s 
four great latter poets, decidedly her best prose writer, 
and probably the purest and most noble character to 
which she has ever given birth; and then, after a long, 
lingering look, descended from my altitude, and re- 
turned, not by the ferry, but by the suspension bridge 
to the mainland. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


Robert Lleiaf—Prophetic. Englyn—The Second Sight—Duncan 
Campbell — Nial’s Saga— Family of Nial— Gunnar — The 
Avenger. 

“ Av i dir Mon, cr dwr Menai, 
Tros y traeth, ond aros trai.” 


“J will go to the land of Mona, notwithstanding the water of 
the Menai, across the sand, without waiting for the ebb.” 


So sang a bard about two hundred and forty years ago, 
who styled himself Robert Lleiaf, or the least of the 
Roberts. The meaning of the couplet has always been 
considered to be, and doubtless is, that a time would 
come when a bridge would be built across the Menai, 
over which one might pass with safety and comfort, 
without waiting till the ebb was sufficiently low to 
permit people to pass over the traeth, or sand, which, 
from ages the most remote, had been used as the means 
of communication between the mainland and the Isle 
of Mona or Anglesey.. Grounding their hopes upon 


that couplet, people were eoatinialy, expecting to see a 
\ 
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bridge across the Menai: more than two hundred years, 
however, elapsed before the expectation was fulfilled by 
the mighty Telford flinging over the strait an iron sus- 
pension bridge, which, for grace and beauty, has perhaps 
no rival in Europe. 

The couplet is a remarkable one. In the time of its 
author there was nobody in Britain capable of building 
a bridge, which could have stood against the tremendous 
surges which occasionally vex the Menai; yet the 
couplet gives intimation that a bridge over the Menai 
there would be, which clearly argues a remarkable fore- 
sight in the author, a feeling that a time would at 
length arrive when the power of science would be so far 
advanced, that men would be able to bridge over the 
terrible strait. The length of time which intervened 
between the composition. of the couplet and the fulfil- 
ment of the promise, shows that a bridge over the Menai 
was no pont y meibion, no children’s bridge, nor a work 
for common men. Oh, surely Lleiaf was a man of great 
_ foresight ! 

A man of great foresight, but nothing more ; he fore- 
told a bridge over the Menai, when no one could have 
built one, a bridge over which people could pass, aye, 
and carts and horses; we will allow him the credit of 
foretelling such a bridge; and when Telford’s bridge 
was flung over the Menai, Lleiaf’s couplet was verified. 
But since Telford’s another bridge has been built over 
the Menai, which enables things to pass which the bard 
certainly never dreamt of. He never hinted at a bridge 
over which thundering trains would dash, if required, 
at the rate of fifty miles an hour; he never hinted: at 
steam travelling, or a railroad bridge, and the second 
bridge over the Menai is one. 

That Lleiaf was a man of remarkable foresight, cannot 
be denied, but there are no grounds which entitle him 
to be considered a possessor of the second sight. He 
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foretold a bridge, but not a railroad bridge; had he 
foretold a railroad bridge, or hinted at the marvels of 
steam, his claim to the second sight would have been 
incontestable, 

What a triumph for Wales; what a teria for 
bardism,' if Lleiaf had ever writtten an’ englyn, or 
couplet, in which not a bridge for common traffic, but a 
railroad bridge over the Menai was hinted at, and steam 
travelling distinctly foretold! Well, though Lleiaf did 
not write it, there exists in the’ Welsh language an 
englyn, almost as old as Lleiaf’s time, in which steam 
travelling in Wales and Anglesea is foretold, and in 
which, though the railroad bridge over the Menai is’ not 
exactly mentioned, it may be considered to be included ; 
so that) Wales and’ bardism have equal feason’ to be 
proud. | This'is the englyn alluded to :— 

““Codais, ymolchais yn Mé6n, cyn naw awr 
Grane” n Nghaer Lleon, 
Pryd gosber yn y Werddon) wm 
Prydnawn wrth dan mawn yn Mén.” t tri 


The above englyn was printed iri the Greal, 1792, p 
316; the language shows it to be a production of about 
the middle of the seventeenth century, The following 
is nearly a literal translation :— 

“T got.up in Mona as soon as ’twas light, 
At nine in old Chester my breakfast I took; — 


In Ireland I dined, and in Mona, ere night, 
By the turf fire sat, in my own ingle nook.” 


' Now, as sure as the couplet by Robert: Lleiaf epi ; 


that'a bridge would eventually be built over ‘the strait, 
by which people’ would pass, and’ traffic: be carried 


on, so surely does the above englyn foreshadow. the © 


speed ‘by which people would travel by steam, a spéed | 
by which distance is already’ all: but annihilated: At 


present it is easy enough to get up at dawnat Holy — 
{a 
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head, »the spoint of Anglesey the most. distant ) from 
Chester, and ‘to breakfast: at that.old town’ by nine; 
and though’ the feat has never yet been accomplished, it 
would: be quite’ possible, provided, proper preparations 
were made, to start from Holyhead at daybreak, break- 
fast at Chester iat nine, or before, dine in Ireland at \two, 
and get back: again to Holyhead: ere’ the sun of the 
longest day has set.’ And:as surely as the couplet about 
the bridge argues great foresight in the man that: wrote 
it, so surely does the englyn prove that its author must 
have ‘been possessed of the faculty of second: sight, as 
nobody without it could; in) the middle of the seven- 
teenth century; when the powers of steam were) unknown, 
have written anything’ in which travelling: by steam: is 
so distinctly alluded to. 


Truly some old’ bard of the seventeenth century must 
ih’a’ vision of the second’ sight’ have’ seen the railroad 
bridge ‘across’ the Menai,''the Chester train  dashitig 
across it, at high railroad speed, and a figure exactly 
liké his own! seated et tenin in a third-class' car- 
riage. Bt 

‘And ‘now a’ few words on the second sight, a few 
calin, quiet words, in’ which there is not the slightest 
wish to display either eccentricity or book- Teathitle! 

The second sight is the power of seeing events Tpdnsid 
they happen; ‘or of seeing events which are happening 
far beyond the teach of the: common sight, or between 
which and the’ common sight ‘bartiers intervene, which 
it’ carinot pierce. The numbér ‘of those who’ possess 
this gift or power ié limited, and perhaps no person ‘evér 
possessed iti in a perfect dete some more frequently 
see coming events, or what ‘is happening at a distance, 
than’ ‘others; some see. thitigs dimly, others with’ great 
distinétness, ’ Rs The events seen are sometimes of great 
importance, Sometimes’ “highly nonsensical and trivial ; 
sometimes they melate to the person who seés’’ them: 

G 
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sometimes to other people. This is all that can be said 
with anything like certainty with respect to the nature 
of the second sight, a faculty for which there is’ no 
accounting, which, were it better developed, might be 
termed the sixth sense. 

The second sight is confined to no pastiaties country, 
and has at all times existed. Particular nations have 
obtained a celebrity for it for a time, which they have 
afterwards lost, the celebrity being transferred to other 
nations, who were previously not noted for the faculty. 
The Jews were at one time particularly celebrated for 
the possession of the second sight; they are no longer 
so. The power was at one time very common amongst 
the Icelanders and the inhabitants of the Hebrides, but 
it is so no longer. Many and extraordinary instances 
of the second sight have lately occurred in that part of 
England generally termed East Anglia, where in former 
times the power of the second sight seldom manifested 
itself. 

There are various books in existence in which the 
second sight is treated of or mentioned. Amongst 
others there is one called “Martin’s Description of the 
Western Isles of Scotland,” published in the year 1703, 
which is indeed the book from which most writers in 
English, who have treated of the second sight, have 
derived their information. The author gives various 
anecdotes of the second sight, which he had picked up 
during his visits to those remote islands, which until the 
publication of his tour were almost unknown to the 
world. _ It will not be amiss to observe here that the 
term second sight is of Lowland Scotch origin, and 
first made its appearance in print in Martin’s book. 
The Gaelic term for the faculty is taibhsearachd, the 
literal meaning of which is what is connected with a 
spectral appearance, the root of the word being tain 
a spectral appearance or vision. 
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Then there is the History of Duncan Campbell. The 
father of this person was a native of Shetland, who, 
being shipwrecked on the coast of Swedish ‘Lapland, 
and hospitably received by the natives, married a woman 
of the country, by whom he had Duncan, who was born 
deaf and dumb.’ On the death of his mother the child 
was removed by his father to Scotland, where ‘he was 
educated and taught the use of the finger alphabet, by 
means of which people are enabled to hold discourse 
with each other, without moving the lips or tongue. 
This alphabet was originally invented in Scotland, and 
at the present day is much in use there, not only 
amongst dumb people, but many others, who employ 
it as a silent means of communication. Nothing is more 
usual than to see passengers in a common conveyance 
in Scotland discoursing with their fingers, Duncan at 
an early period gave indications of possessing the second 
sight. After various adventures he came to London, 
where for many years he practised as a fortune-teller, 
pretending to answer all questions, whether relating to 
the past or the future, by means of the second sight. 
There can be no doubt that this man was to a certain 
extent an impostor; no person exists having a thorough 
knowledge’ either of the past or future by means of the 
second sight, which only visits particular people by fits and 
starts, and which is quite independent of individual will; 
but it is equally certain that-he disclosed things which 
no person could have been acquainted with without 
visitations of the second sight: His papers fell into the 
hands of Defoe, who wrought them up in his own 
peculiar manner, and gave them to the world under the 
title of the Life of Mr Duncan Campbell; the. Deaf and 
Dumb Gentleman: with an appendix containing many 
anecdotes of the second sight from Martin’s tour. 

_ But by far the most remarkable book in existence, 
connected with the second sight, is:one in the ancient 


a 
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Norse language entitled “ Nial’s Saga.”™ “It was written 
in Iceland about the year 1200, and contains the history 
of a certain Nial and his» family, and likewise notices 
of various other’ people.- This Nial was what was called 
a spamadr, that is,'a spaeman ora’ person’ capable’ of 
foretelling events. He was originally a héathen—-when, 
however, Christianity was introduced into Iceland, “he 
was amongst the first to embrace it, and persuaded his 
family and various people of his acquaintance to do the 
same, declaring that’ a new faith: was’ necessary, the old 
religion of Odin, Thor, and. Frey, being quite unsuited 
to the times. The book is no’ romance, but a domestic 
history compiled from tradition about two hundred’years 
after, the events which it narrates had taken’ place. Of 
its style, which is wonderfully terse, the following 'trans- 
lated account of Nial and his mine will: poo 
convey some idea :— 

“There was a man called Nial, who was the son of 
Thorgeir, Gelling, the son of Thorolf. The: mother: of 
Nial was called Asgerdr; she was the daughter ‘of Ar, 
the Silent, the Lord ofa district .in Norway: She had: 
come over to Iceland and settled: down on land to the 
west of Markarfliot, between Oldustein and Selialandsmul., 
Holtathorir was her son, father of Thorlief: Krak, from 
whom the Skogverjars are come, and likewisé of ‘Thor- 
grim the big and Skorargeir. Nial dwelt at Bergthor- 
shval in Landey, but had another house’ at, Thorolfell. 
Nial was very rich in property, and handsome to look at, 
but had no beard. He was so great a lawyer, that it 
was impossible to find his equal, he was véry wise, and 
had the gift of foretelling events, he was, good at counsel, 

*'One or two'of the characters and incidents in this Saga bite ‘mentioned 
in the Romany Rye. London, 1857, vol. i. p. 2403 vol. ii, pe 150. es 

A partial translation of the Saga, made by. myself, has been many years 
in existence. It forms part of a mountain of unpublished tréanslations from 


the Northern languages. In my younger days no London’ Publisher, or in+ 
deed magazine'editor, would look at anything from the Norge, Danish;'ete: 
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and of a good disposition, and whatever counsel he gave 
people was for their best; he was gentle and humane, 
and got every man: out'of trouble who came to him in 
his need... His wife was called Bergthora; she was the 
daughter of Skarphethin: . She was a_bold-spirited 
woman who feared nobody, and was rather rough of 
temper. They had: six children, three daughters and 
three, sons, all ‘of. whom sori be: frequently mentioned 
in this saga.” 

In,the history many instances are given of Nial’s skill 
in giving good advice and his: power of seeing events 
before they happened. Nial lived’) in Iceland. during 
most singular times, in which though there were laws 
provided for every possible case; no man could have 
redress for! any injury unless he took it ‘himself, or 
his friends: took it for him, simply because there were 
no ministers of justice supported by the State, authorised 
and empowered to carry the sentence of the law into 
effect. For example, if a man were slain, his death 
would remain unpunished, unless he had a son or a 
brother, or some other relation to slay the slayer, or 
to force him to pay “bod,” that is, amends in money, 
to be determined by the position of the man who ‘was 
slain. Provided the man who was slain had relations, 
his death was generally avenged, as it was considered 
the height of infamy in Iceland to permit one’s relations 
to be murdered, without slaying their murderers, or 
obtaining bod’ from them. The right, ‘however, per- 
mitted to relations of taking with their own hands the 
lives of: those ‘who had slain their friends, produced 
‘incalculable: mischiefs ; for if the original slayer had 
friends, they, in the event of his being slain in retaliation 
for what he had done; made it a point of honour to 
avenge his death, so that by the lex talionis feuds were 
perpetuated, N ial was a great benefactor to his country- 
‘men, by arranging matters between people at variance, 
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in which he was much helped by his knowledge of the 
law, and by giving wholesome. advice to people in 
precarious situations, in which he was frequently helped 
by the power which he possessed of the second sight. 
On several occasions he settled the disputes in which 
his friend Gunnar was involved, a noble, generous 
character, and the champion of Iceland, but who had a 
host of foes, envious of his renown; and it was not his 
fault if Gunnar was eventually slain, for if the advice 
which he gave had been followed, the champion would 
have died an old man; and if hisown sons had followed 
his advice, and not been over fond of taking vengeance 
on people who had wronged them, they would have 
escaped a horrible death, in which he himself was in- 
volved, as he had always foreseen he should be. 

“Dost thou know by what death thou ‘thyself’ wilt 
die?” said Gunnar to Nial, after the latter had been 
warning him that if he followed a certain course he 
would die by a violent death. 

“J do,” said Nial. 

“What is it?” said Gunnar. 

“ What people would think the least pea replied 
Nial. 

He meant that he should die by fire. “The kind 
generous. Nial, who tried to get everybody out .of 
difficulty, perished by fire. His sons by their violent 
conduct, had, incensed numerous people against them. 
The house in which they lived with their father was beset 
at night by an armed party, who, unable to break into it 
owing to the desperate resistance which they met with 
from the sons of Nial, Skarphethin, Helgi, and Grimmr 
and a comrade of theirs called Kari,* set it in a blaze, in 
which perished Nial, the ues and man of the second 


* All these three names are very common in N orfolk, the population of 
which is of Norse origin. Skarphethin is at present pronounced phe, 
Helgi Heely. Skarphethin, interpreted, is a keen pirate, ' 
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sight, his wife Bergthora, and two of their sons, the 
third, Helgi, having been previously slain, and Kari, who 
was destined to be the avenger of the ill-fated family, 
having made his escape, after performing deeds of 
heroism which for centuries after were the themes of 
song and tale in the ice-bound isle. 


CHAPTER XXIX 


Snowdon—Caernarvon—Maxen Wledig—Moel y Cynghorion— 
The Wyddfa—Snow of Snowdon—Rare Plant. 


ON the third morning after our arrival at Bangor we set 
out for Snowdon. 

Snowdon or Fryri is no single hill, but a mountainous 
region, the loftiest part of which, called Y Wyddfa, 
nearly four thousand feet above the level of the sea, is 
generally considered to be the highest point of Southern 
Britain. The name Snowdon was bestowed upon this 
region by the early English on account of its snowy 
appearance in winter; Eryri by the Britons, because in 
the old time it abounded with eagles, Eryri* in the 
ancient British language signifying an eye or breeding- 
place of eagles. : 

- Snowdon is interesting on various accounts. It is 
interesting for its picturesque beauty. Perhaps in the 
whole world there is no region more picturesquely 
beautiful than Snowdon, a region of mountains, lakes, 
cataracts, and groves, in which nature shows herself in 
her most grand and beautiful forms. 

- It is interesting from its connection with history: it 

* Eryri likewise signifies an excrescence or scrofulous eruption. It is 
possible that many will be disposed to maintain that in the case of Snow- 


don the word is intended to express 4 rugged excrescence x eruption op 
the surface of the earth. 
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was to Snowdon that Vortigern retired | from: the/fury of 
his own subjects, caused by the favour which’ he ‘showed 
to the detested Saxons. It was there: that he called to 
his counsels Merlin, said to be begotten ona hag by an 
incubus, but’ who was in reality the: son of a Roman 
consul by a British woman. It was in’ Snowdon that-he 
built the castle, which he fondly deemed would prove 
impregnable, but which his enemies destroyed by flinging 
wild-fire over its walls; and it was in a wind-beaten 
valley of Snowdon, near the!’ sea, that his dead body 
decked in green armour had a mound of earth and stones 
raised over it’ It was on the heights of Snowdon that 
the brave but unfortunate Llywelin ap Griffith made his 
_last stand for, Cambrian independence ; and it was to © 
Snowdon that that very remarkable man, Owen Glen- 
dower, retired with his irregular bands before Harry | the 
Fourth, and his. numerous and disciplined . armies, soon 
however, to emerge from its, defiles and follow the. ‘foe, 
“retreating less from the Welsh arrows from the crags, 
than from the cold, rain and starvation of the: Welsh 
hills. 

But it is from. its connection with romance that 
Snowdon. derives its chief interest. Who when he 
thinks of Snowdon does not associate it with the heroes 
of romance, Arthur and his knights? whose fictitious 
adventures, the splendid dreams of Welsh and Breton 
minstrels, many of the scenes of which are ‘the’ valleys 
and passes of Snowdon, are the origin of romance, before 
which what is classic has for more than half a century 
been waning, and is perhaps eventually destined to 
disappear. Yes, to romance Snowdon is indebted for its 
interest and, consequently for its celebrity ; but. for 
romance Snowdon would assuredly not be what it at 
present is, one of the very celebrated hills of the world, 
and tothe poets of. modern Europe ATO wha 


Parnassus was to those of old. wild Yor saetdeeen 
{ 
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«To the Welsh, besides: being the hill of the Awen or 
Muse; ithias always been the hill of hills, the loftiest of 
ail mountains;:the’ one whose snow is the coldest,’ to 
climb’ toowhosepeak is ‘the most ‘difficult of all feats ; 
and theodne “whose fall’ will ‘be the most astounding 
catastrophe of the last day. 

2 Fo view this‘ mountain Land my little family set off in 
> ira eel the third sete. after our arrival at 
Bangor. © a 

Our first rire ‘was to Caernarvon. As 1 subsequently 
made 'a journey toCaérnarvon on foot, Ishall say no- 
thing -abotit the ‘read till I give an account ‘of that 
expedition; "save ‘that it lies *for the most part in the 

; > of the sea.” We reached Caernarvon, 
whichis distant’ ten ‘miles from Bangor, about eleven 
oélock, and put up at an inn to refresh ourselves and the 
horsesi?-It is’ a’ beautiful little town situated on the 
southern'side of the “Menai! Strait at nearly its western 
extremity.” Itiscalled Caernarvon, because it is opposite 
Moria of Anglesey ¥ Caernarvon signifying ‘the town or 
castle oppésite’ Mona. Its’principal feature is its grand 
old tattle; fronting the’ north, and partly surrounded by 
thé'sea!’ This ¢astle was built by Edward the First after 
the fall of his brave adversary Llewelyn, and in'it was 
born his ‘son’ Edward whom, when’an infant, he induced 
the Welsh chieftains to accept ‘as their prince without 
seeing, by saying that the person whom he proposed to 
be their sovereign was one who was not only born in 
Wales, but” ould ‘not’ Speak a word of ‘the English 
language. | ‘The town Caerriarvon, however, existed long 
before "Edward’s *titne)and was probably’ otiginally ‘2 
Roman Station! “According to Welsh tradition it was 
built by Maxen Wledig or Maxentius, in honour of his 
wife’ ‘who was born in the'neighbourhood:” Maxen- 

_ tius}*wHo was'a Briton by birth, and partly by origin 
2 contested “unsuccessfully “the purplé with Gratian and 


até 
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Valentinian, and to’ support-his.claim led over ‘to the 
Continent an immense’ army of. Britons; who)! never 
returned, but on the fall of their leader ‘settled: down in: 
that part of Gaul generally termed Armorica,) which 
means a maritime region, but which the Welsh; call: 
Llydaw, or Lithuania, which was the name, or something 
like the name, which the region \bore, when, Maxen’s 
army took ,possession. of it, owing, doubtless, to, its, 
having been the quarters of a legion composed of, bar- 
barians from the country of Leth or Lithuania... 
After staying about an hour at Caernarvon we started 
for Llanberis, a few miles to the east... Llanberis isa 
small. village situated in a valley, and takes its name 
from. Peris, a British saint of the sixth, century, son of 
Helig ab Glanog,. The valley extends from west to 
east, having the great, mountain ;of Snowdon on, its 
south, and.a range of immense hills on jits. northern: side. 
We entered this valley by a pass ‘called Nant: y Glo or 
the ravine of the coal, and passing ja lake jon our left, on 
which I observed a solitary corracle, with a fisherman. in’ 
it, were presently at the village. | Here we-got down: at, 
a small inn, and having engaged a young lad,to serve as 
guide, I set out, with Henrietta to ascend jthe hill, my 
wife remaining behind, not deeming herself: sufficiently; 
strong to encounter the fatigue, of the expedition. 
Pointing with my finger.to the head; of Snowdon, 
towering a long way from,us_in the, direction of the 
east, I said to Henrietta :— ie Sane Sc 
“Daew. Eryri, yonder is Suowdan Let us try .to 
get to the top. .The Welsh have a proverb: ‘It is easy) 
to say. yonder.is Snowdon ; but not, so.easy to,ascend. it’ 
Therefore I would advise you to brace up ent nerves 
and sinews for the attempt.” 
We then commenced the ascent, arm-in- -arm,, iptowed. 
by the lad, I singing at the stretch of my voice a 
celebrated Welsh stanza, in which the proverb about, 
{ 
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Souder is. given, embellished mids a fine moral, and 
which may thus, be rendered :— 
“Easy to say, ‘ Behold Eryri,’ 
./ But difficult to reach its‘head ; 
Easy for him whose hopes are cheery 

_ } To,bid the wretch be comforted.” 
We were ae from being the only visitors to) the hill 
this day; groups of people, or single individuals, might 
beiseen going up ior descending the path as far as the 
eye could) reach;! The path was remarkably good, and 
for some way. the ascent was anything but steep. On 
our left: was the Vale of Lianberis; and ‘on: our: other 
side a broad hollow, or valley of Snowdon,. beyond 
which; were two huge: hills forming part of the body 
of ‘the grand mountain, the lowermost of which our 
guide told-me was called: Moel Elia, and the: uppermost 
Moel y Cynghorion, | On we went ‘until we had: passed 
both,these ‘hills;;and ‘come tothe neighbourhood of ia 
great wall of rocks constituting the upper region : of 
Snowdon, and where’ the: real difficulty of the ascent 
commences. Feeling now rather out: of breath we sat 
down, on a little knoll with our faces to the south, 
having, a\ small lake near, us, on: our left. hand, which 
lay dark and deep, just under the great wall. 

Here we sat for sometime resting and surveying 
the scené) which presented. itself to .us,/the principal 
object of which was the: north-eastern side of the 
mighty, Moel , y! Cynghorion, across: the) wide hollow 
or valley;;which it overhangs in: the shape ofia:sheer 
precipice some five hundred feet in. depth. Struck by' the 
name, of Moely:Cynghorion, which: in English ‘signifies 
the hill of the counsellors, I enquired of our guide’ why: 
the, hill was so..called, but.as he could) afford-'me no 
information ,on | the point I).presumed,, that.) it -|was 
either called the ‘hill of the counsellors from the Druids 
having held high consultation: on its top, in time of ;old, 
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or from: the unfortunate’ Llewelyn aren al consulted 
there with his chieftains, whilst hiscarmy lay encamped 
in the vale below. 

Getting up we set about surmounting what remained 
of the ascent. »The path was now winding and much 
more steep than it had hitherto been’ I was at one 
time apprehensive that my gentle companion» would 
be obliged: ‘to give over the attempt; the gallant» girl; 
however; persevered, ‘and: in: little more ‘than twenty 
minutes from the time when we arose from: our resting- 
place under the crags, we: stood, safexand: sound, though 
panting, upon the very top of sano: the anannsarie 
Wyddfa. 


The Wyddfa is sieih thirty foot in dicoeional ae is ~ 


surrounded on three sides by a low wall.; In the middle 

of it: is a rude cabin, in which refreshments’ are “sold; 
and in; which: a: person ‘resides: througn the year, though 
there are few or no ‘visitors: :to the: hill’s: top, except 
during the months»of summer. «Below on all sides are 
frightful» precipices except ion’ the side bof. the > west, 
Towards ‘the east’ it looks perpendicularly: >intov the 
dyffrin cor valey:nearly'a ‘mile below, from: which’to 
the gazerit:is'at all times an ati ‘of. Ppa io of 
wonder and almost’ of fear. 19» 

There we*stood on the Wyddfa;in ‘ax cole ‘prabing 
atmosphere, though ‘the day was almost ‘stiflingly hot 
in ‘the regions: from) which: we had vascended)© There 
we |stdod enjoying’ a ‘scene inexpressibly grand; com: 
prehending a considerable. part) of the ‘mainland of 
Wales, the whole'of Anglesey, a’ faint’ glimpse’ of ‘part 
of Cumberland; the Irish. Channel; and’ what might 
be either a ‘misty creation’ or. the! shadowy’ outline of 
the hills of Ireland: © Peaks and pinnacles and thuge 
mioels ‘stood! up°here* and’ there; :about ‘us and« ‘below 
us, partly | in oglorious ‘light, ‘partly in’ deep» shade? 


Manifold) were the objects: which ‘we! saw’ fromthe 
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brow of Snowdon, but of all the objects which we saw, 
those which filled us with delight and admiration, were 
numerous lakes and lagoons, which, like sheets of 
ice or polished silver, lay reflecting the rays of the 
sun in the deep ‘valleys’at his feet. 

“Here,” said I to Henrietta, “you are on the top 
crag. of Snowdon, which the. Welsh . consider, and 
perhaps with justice, to be the most remarkable crag 
in the world ; which is mentioned in many of their old 
wild romantic tales, and some of the noblest of their 
poems, amongst others in the ‘Day of Judgment,’ by 
the’ illustrious Goronwy Owen, where it ‘is _ brought 
forward’ in the following manner: 


“Ail ir ar ael Eryri, 
Cyfartal hoewal a hi.’ 


- “The ats of Snowdon shall be, levelled with the ground, yt 
the eddying waters shall murmur round it). 


aa You, are now on the top crag; of. seid generally 
termed Y Wyddfa,* which means a:conspicuous place 
or tamulus, and which is generally in») winter: covered 
with snow ; about, which snow there are in the» Welsh 
language. two ‘curious| englynion. or: stanzas’ consisting 
entirely, of vowels with: the Ga colton of one consonant, 
namely the letter R. ) U 


t 
CAVHTO 


>) 6¢ Oer yw'r Eira ar Eryri,—o ryw 

Awob oii awyr irewi ; ABN HASIeL) IO 
leas.) of ebsMenyw's iaarriw’x rij} is 

Hiunitib to sh Eiga oer, yw; Ryrh; ; 


ian off SOIRi y' Ryn yw'r O&ra,—o’r a 
soto, Arjoror,witjaywa; 
. ,Q'r awyr a yr Eira, , 
2 mse ryw i roi rew a’r ia,’ 


Me yE will not be amiss to oud that the original ne is Aerats but 
duvits ‘being a feminine ‘noun’ or’ ‘compound ‘commencing with g, which 
Isa a mutable consonant, loses the initial letter before y, the definite article 
you say Gwyddfa a leash, but not y gwyddfa ¢4e tumulus, 


A 
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‘ Cold is the snow on Snowdon’s brow 
It makes the air so chill ; 
For cold, I trow, there is no snow 
Like that of Snowdon’s hill, 


&¢ A hill most chill is Snowdon’s. hill, 
And wintry is his brow ; 
From Snowdon’s hill the breezes chill 
Can freeze the very snow.’” 


Such was the harangue which I uttered on the top 
of Snowdon ; to which Henrietta listened with attention ; 
three or rus English, who stood nigh, with grinning 
scorn, and.a Welsh gentleman with considerable interest. 
The latter coming forward shook me by the hand 
exclaiming— 

“Wyt ti Lydaueg ?” 

“I am not a Llydauan,” said I; “I wish I was, or 
anything but what I am, one of a nation amongst 
whom any knowledge save what relates to money- 
making and over-reaching is looked upon as ‘a disgrace. 
Iam ashamed:to say that I am an Englishman.” 

I then returned his shake of the hand; and bidding 
Henrietta and the guide follow me, went into the cabin, 
where Henrietta had some excellent coffee and: myself 

and the guide a bottle of tolerable ate Mini much 
refreshed we set out on our return. ~ 

A little way. from the top, on the right-hand sills as 
you descend, there is a very steep path running down 
in a zigzag manner to: the pass: which*leads to Capel 
Curig. Up this path it'is indeed a task of difficulty 
to ascend to the Wyddfa, the one by which we mounted 
being comparatively easy. On Henrietta’s pointing out 
to me a plant, which grew on a crag by the side of this 
path some way down, I was about to descend in order 
to procure it for her, when our guide. springing forward 
darted down, the path with the agility of.a young goat, 
and in less than a minute returned with’ it in his. hand. 
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and presented it gracefully to the dear girl, who on 
examining it said it belonged to a species of which she 
had long been desirous: of possessing a specimen. 
Nothing’material occurred in our descent to Llanberis, 
where my wife was anxiously awaiting us. The ascent 
and descent occupied four hours. About.ten o'clock at 
night we again’ found ourselves at Bangor. 


CHAPTER XXX 
~’ Gronwy Owen—Struggles of Genius—The Stipend. 


THE day after our expedition to Snowdon I and my 
family parted; they returning by railroad to Chester 
and Llangollen whilst I took a trip into Anglesey to 
visit the birth-place of the great poet Goronwy Owen, 
whose works: I had read with enthusiasm in my early 
years. 

“"Goronwy or Gronwy Owen, was born in the year 
1722, ata place called Llanfair Mathafarn  Eithaf in 
Anglesey.» He'was the eldest: of three children. His 
parents’ were peasants’ and so exceedingly poor ‘that 
they’ ‘were unable to send him to. school. Even, how- 
ever, when‘an unlettered child he gave indications: that 
he’ was visited by the awen or muse.’ At length’ the 
celebrated Lewis’ Morris: chancing’ to’ be at Llanfair 
became ‘acquainted with. the boy, and ‘struck with his 
natural talents, determined that he should’ have all the 
benefit ‘which education could bestow: He accordingly, 
at his’own’ expense’ sent him to school at Beaumaris, 
where the ‘displayed® a remarkable aptitude’ for’ ‘the 
_ acquisition of learning. He subsequently sent him to 
Jesus: College; Oxford, and» supported him there whilst 
studying: for the: church, Whilst .at Jesus, Gronwy 
distinguished himself as a Greek and Latin scholar, and 
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gave such proofs of poetical talent |ini;hisnative 
language; that-he was looked upon by his countrymen, 
of ‘that: Welsh: college as ‘the: rising Bard.of «the age, 
After ‘completing - his :collegiate course; he: returned. to 
Wales, where he was ordainéd.a minister of the »Church 
in the year:r745.. The next:seven years of his» life) were 
a series of cruel: disappointments).‘and.. pecuniary, 
embarrassments. The grand wish of his heart was to 
obtain a curacy and to settle down in Wales. Certainly 
a very reasonable wish. To say nothing of his being a 
great genius, he was eloquent, highly learned, modest, 
meek and. of irreproachable morals, yet,,Gronwy, Owen 
could obtain no Welsh curacy, nor could his friend 
Lewis Morris, though he exerted »himself sto} the utmost, 
procure one for him. It is:true:that!-he was told! that 
he might:go to: Llanfair, his native: place,|and: officiate 
there at.a time when the curacy happened! to-be vacant, 
and thither'he went, glad at heart. to get ‘backo amongst 
his old friends, who enthusiastically welcomed him; yet 
scarcely’ had ;he! been ‘there three:; weeks, whem; jhe 
received | notice from the: Chaplain of the Bishop: of 
Bangor that! he. must! vacate “Llanfair.in ofdertoamake 
room: for a Mr John. Ellis, a) young clergyman, of large 
independent fortune,..who :'was» wishing «for “a. guracy 
under ‘the. Bishop, of Bangor, Doctor Hutton—so poor 
Gronwy, the eloquent; the learned,the meék,;was obliged 
to vacate ; the, pulpit of his’ native, place.,to/ make room 
for the, rich young .clergyman, who wished,to be within 
dining distance ofthe palace of Bangor. -;Truly in, this 
world, the, full: shall be;.crammed, and: those’ who; have 
little, shall have the. little which they have, taken away 
from, them.) ;Unable, to, obtain, employment.in Wales 
Gronwy ‘sought for it-in England, and:after some; time 
procured:the curacy of Oswestry in Shropshire) where he 
married a vregpectable young: woman, , whaxy eventually, 
brought him two. Sons: anda: daughters mid bodetireniter ; 
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From, Oswestry, he} went to, Donnington near Shrews, 

bury, where under ajcertain. Scotchman named, Douglas, 
who, was.an-absentee, and, who: died Bishop of Salisbury, 
he officiated,as, curate and.|master, of| a, grammar, school 
for a stipend—always grudgingly,,and,:contumeliously 
paid—of three-and-twenty pounds a year. From 
Donnington he removed. to Walton.in Cheshire, where 
he lost his daughter who was carried off by a fever. 
His next removal was to Northolt; a'pleasant village in 
the neighbourhood of London. 

He held none: of his curacies long, either losing them 
from the caprice of his principals, or being compelled to 
resign; them from the parsimony which they. practised 
towards ‘him. In, the year 1756,he was living i in a.garret 
in; London. yainly, soliciting employment, in .his sacred 
calling, ; sand. undergoing) with, his, family the greatest 
privations. ,, At length his friend Lewis,.Morris; who,jhad 
always. assisted | him, to, the. utmost of..,his) ability, | pro- 
eured him, the. mastership of .a, government; school..at 
New. Brunswick i in North America with a salary, of three 
hundred pounds a year. Thither he,went with, his wife 
and: family, and. there. he died sometime about) the SH 
SebOh tianen 
snide was. the. last oe ie saeail pectin “of Cambria. bak 
with, the, exception of Ab Gwilym, the greatest aoeh 
she has, , produced. | His ‘peems, which, for, a long, time 
nad, circulated through Wales in manuscript were first 
printed in, the year 1819.) They, are, composed; in, the 
ancient. Bardic, measures, and, were with, ,one.exception, 
namely, an) elegy, on the death of his benefactor Lewis 
Morris, which was | transmitted, from the. New, World, 
written. . before. he), shad: attained ,the age of, thirty-five. 
All, his. pieces) are. excellent,, but), his , masterwork ) is 
decidedly the Cywydd y, Farn.or “Day of Judgment,” 
‘This poem, which, is, generally, considered by the Welsh 
as the brightest. ornament of their, ancient language, \was 
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composed at Donnington, a small hamlet in Shropshire 
on the north-west spur of the Wrekin, at which place, as 
has been already said, Gronwy toiled as schoolmaster 
and curate under Douglas the Scot, for a stipend of 
three-and-twenty pounds a year. 


CHAPTER XXXI 


Start for Anglesey—The | Post - Master—Asking Questions— 
Mynydd Lydiart—Mr Pritchard—Way to Llanfair. 


WHEN I started from Bangor, to visit the birth-place of 
Gronwy Owen, I by no means saw my way clearly before 
me. I knew that he was born in Anglesey in a parish 
called Llanfair Mathafarn eithaf, that is St Mary’s of 
farther Mathafarn—but as to where this Mathafarn lay, 
north or south, near or far, I knew positively nothing. Pass: 
ing through the northern suburb of Bangor'I saw a small 
house in. front of which was written “ post-office” in 
white letters ; before this house underneath a shrub in a 
little garden sat an old man reading. Thinking that from 
this person, whom I judged to be the post-master, I was 
as likely to obtain information with respect to the place 
of my destination as from any one, I stopped, and taking 
off my hat for a moment, inquired whether he ‘could tell 
me’ anything about the direction of a> place’ ‘called 
Llanfair Mathafarn eithaf. He did not seem to under- 
stand my question, for getting up he came towards me 
and’ asked what I wanted: I repeated what ue had py 
whereupon his face became animated. 

“TT lanfair Mathafarn eithaf!” said he. ““ Yes, T can 
tell you about it, and with good reason, for it ies 1 not far 
ee: 'the'place where I was born.” ) 0% 1? lb: 

“ The above was the substance’ of what he''said, ae 
nothing more, for he spoke in English somewhat broken. 
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~““ And how far is Llanfair from here?” said I. 

“ About ten miles,” he replied. 

“That’s nothing,” said I: “I was afraid it was much 
farther.” 

"Do you call ten’ miles nothing,” said he, “in a 
burning day like this? I think you will be both tired 
and thirsty before you get to Llanfair, supposing you 
go there on foot. But what may your business be at 
Llanfair?” said he, looking at me inquisitively. “It is 
_ astrange! place to go to, unless you go to buy hogs or 
cattle.” 

“JT go to buy neither hogs nor cattle,” said I, “though 
I‘am somewhat of a judge of both; I go on ‘a more 
important errand, namely to see the birth-place of ‘the 
great Gronwy Owen.” 

“Are you any relation of Gronwy Owen?” said the 
old man, looking at me more inquisitively than before, 
through a large pair of spectacles which he wore. 
© None whatever,” said I. 

1 Ehen inte do you go to see his parish, it is a very 
poor one.” 

“From respect to his genius,’ ’ said 1; “I read his 
works long/ago, and was delighted with them.” 

“Are you'a Welshman?” said the old man. 
/“No,’said I, “I am no Welshman.” 

“Can you speak Welsh?” ‘said he, eee me in 
that language. 

© A little,” saidsI ; “but not so well as I can read it.” 

“Well,” said the old man, “I have lived here a great 
many years, but never before did a Saxon call upon me, 
asking questions about Gronwy Owen, or his birth- 
place. Immortality to his memory! I owe much to 
him, for reading his ‘writings taught me to be a poet!” 

“Dear, me!” said: I,“are:you'a poet?” 

ST feast I seat Sais he; “though the Honiblest of 
Ynys. Fon.” ; 
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A flash of proud! fire) »methought,: ‘illumined: ‘his 
features as he pronounced)these last wordsis) jvod/ 

“T.am most happy to have met you,?! ‘said: I; ‘a aaa 
tell me how am I to get to Llanfair?” 

“You must:go first;”)said- he; to Traeth Goris dihich 
in. |Saxon is! ¢calledthe iRed Sand? :In, thes village 
called the Pentraeth:which’ lies aboveithat sand, I was 
born; through the village and over the bridge you must 
pass, and, after walking: four: miles. due ‘north* you will 
find. yourself ino Llanfair eithaf, at the northerni'ex- _ 
tremity of Mon. Farewell! That ever Saxon should 
ask. me about: Gronwy: Owen, and ihis birth-place! I 
scarcely believe you'to:be a Saxon, but ibis aie su be 
or not, I.repeat: farewell.” hepsi 

Coming to the Menai Bridge I alee secs man) Seley 
took ‘the igen) toll. at the osarse the’ i wae to 
Pentraeth Coch, Te) riatool tis 

“You, see that white rae ay the. wood,’ 4 hit ke 
pointing some distance into Anglesey; “you must make 
towards, it till you:come tora place:where: thererare! four 
cross roads and then vou must tle the preheat the 
sight?51 1”. <1 294- more> 

Passing over the brisket ff nas nba avai »steqwakdal ithe 
house by the wood, which«stoéd::on: the, hill :till di came 
where the four roads: lets bide : clr to: ap mihi 
as directed, ) 

The rea eoeameige rice I Caetee iin eciedbt) 
well cultivated, the! hedge-rows were: very: high} ‘seeming 
to, spring out! of low: stoné walls.) J «met 'two./or ‘three | 
gangs of reapers ee te theit’ worl with ‘scythes 


{ 


in} their hands, nowO. vw nods anovesrp gmmles 

; In. about: half-ani- ae I eouie byva farm: hotise partly 
Sutianedad with» walnut! trees) “Still the:same high 
hedges on both ‘sides sof theirdad:!'are these “hedges 
welics:! Of the osacrificial! groves of Mona? thought I 
to myself. Then I came to a wretched village°through | 
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which hurried at:thesrate.of)six!imiles: an» hour, °'1 
then'saw: a ses lofty; craggy hilleon ea ri¢ht .harid ‘ t04 
wards'the east. 

ia Whatmountainis that >” bai ‘ito: an urchia plays 
ing in'théhot dust of the:road. 

1 Miynydds-Lydiart!” osaid: the atehia, tossing up a 
hanced of the hot dust*into the’ air, sche of ‘which >in 
descending’ fell into!my eyes.’’ 

91 shortlyiafterwards! ‘passed by! a nanadosie! Laie 
I:then’ saw’ groves, mountain flags Ee a HOBIE 
background:! no 

Jo Whotiowns © this) weiodti" saido1 df Welsh “to” two 
ae who'werelimbing a‘felled tree ‘by’ the roadsside. 

of Lord Vivian,” answered’ one, touching his ‘hat. 

s ©The gentleman ‘is "our: countryman,” ‘said it to the 
other after'I had ‘passed. 

was: now! descending’ the side of/a prbtepi ida and 
worl | found myself at Pentraeth>Coch. “The part° of ‘the 
Pentraeth where! 'l now wasconsistéd of a ‘few Houses 
and a churchj‘or something’ which T judged to bea 
church, for there was no steeple ;! the houses*and | ehurch 
stood ‘about a little open. spot: or ‘square, the chtirch on 
the* east; and onthe west'a neat! little inn” or ' public- 
house-over ‘the door of which was ‘written! The White 
Horse. Hugh Pritchard.”’ ‘By this*time I-hdd verified 
in part the ‘prediction of thé old Welsh ‘poet’of’the' post- 
éfficey ’ Though'I'was not yet arrived jat Lianfair, Iwas, 
if not tired, very thirsty;‘owing'to *the° burning” heat \of 
the weather;'so T: determined “to “go itt and" have ‘some 
ale. On entering the house I’ was greeted‘ in® ‘English 
by’ MrHugh! Pritchard’ himself; a tall’ bulky ‘man with 

a |lweathér-beaten: “countenance! dressed? in? a brown 
jerkin and corduroy trowsers, with a broad low-crowned 
buff-coloured | hats°on." ‘his Headey and what® uenight ‘be 
called half shoes and half high-lows on his feet{’ Hé 
hadia short/pipevin his! mouth, whichi when he! greeted 
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me he took out, but replaced) as soon as the greeting 
was /over, which consisted of “ Good-day, sir,” delivered 
ina frank, hearty tone. I looked Mr Hugh Pritchard 
in the face and thought I had never seen a more honest 
countenance. On my telling Mr Pritchard. that. I 
wanted a pint of ale, a buxom damsel. came forward 
and led me into a nice cool parlour on the right-hand 
side of the door, and then went to fetch the ale. 

Mr Pritchard meanwhile went into,a kind of tap- 
room, fronting the parlour, where I heard him talking 
in Welsh about pigs and cattle to some of his customers. 
I observed that he spoke with some hesitation ; which 
circumstance I. mention as rather curious, he being 
the only Welshman I have ever known. who, when 
speaking his. native language, appeared to be at a 
loss for words. The damsel presently brought, me 
the ale, which I tasted and. found excellent; she was 
going away when I asked her whether Mr Pritchard 
was her father; on her replying in the affirmative. I 
inquired raniien she was born in that house. 

“No!” said she; “I was. born in Liverpool; my 
father. was born in this house, which belonged to. his 
fathers, before him, but he left it at an early age and 
married my mother in Liverpool, who was an feaceaie 
woman, and'so I, was born in Liverpool.” 

“ And what did you do in Liverpool ?.” said 1) 

“ My mother kept a little shop,” said the girl, y whilst 
my father followed various occupations.” 

“And. how long have you been here?” said I: 

. “Since the death of my grandfather,” said the oil 

“which happened about a year ago. When: he; ‘died 
my father came here and took possession of his birth- 
right.” oi @ 
“You speak very £08 English,” said I; -“ poses yee 
any Welsh?” 

“Qh. yes, plenty,” eid the girl; “we bei ot: speak 
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Welsh together, but being born at Liverpool, I of course 
have plenty of English.” 

“ And which language do you prefer?” said I. 

“TI think I like ;English best,” said the girl, “it is 
the most useful language.” 

‘<Not iin Anglesey,” said I. 

“Well,” said the girl, “it is the most genteel. u 

“Gentility,” said I, “will be the ruin of Welsh, as 
it has been of many other things—what have I to pay 
for the ale?” 

“Three pence,” ’ said she. 
. I paid the money, and the girl went out. I finished 
my ale, and getting up made for the door; at the door 
I,was met by Mr Hugh Pritchard, who came out of the 
tap-room ,to thank me for my custom, and to. bid: me 
farewell. I asked him whether, I. should have any 
difficulty in finding the way. to Llanfair. 

“None whatever,” said he, “you have only to pass 
over the bridge of the Traeth, and to go due north for 
about four miles, and you will find yourself in Llanfair.” 
_ “What kind of place is it?” said I. 

“A poor straggling village,” said Mr Pritchard. 

“Shall I be able to, obtain a lodging there a the 
night ?” said I. 
pal Scarcely, one aah as you would like,” said Hugh. 

“ And where had I best pass the night?” I demanded, 

“We can accommodate you comfortably here,” said 
Mr Pritchard, “provided you.,have no objection. to 
come back.” 
. [told him that I should be only too happy, and_forth- 
with departed, glad at; heart that I had secured a 
comfortable lodging for the mie 


CHAP PH Rltaestr pall gl colaiaiaaiies 
Leave Pentraeth—Tranquil Scene—The Knoll=The Miller! and 
his Wife—-Poetry of, Gronwy —Kind (Offer-+Church ‘off Llanfair 


—-No, English— Confusion, of Ideas—The.Gronwy-Notable 
Little Girl—The Sycamore. Leaf—Home from California. se 


THE village of Pentraeth Goch occupies two. sides ‘of . 
romantic dell—that part of it which ‘stands’ 6n° the 
southern side, and which comprises’ the church ‘and 
the little inn, is by far the prettiest, that which occupies 
the northern #$'a poor assemblage of huts, a ‘btodk® rolls 
at thé bottom ‘of the dell,'6vér which Mere ‘isa “Tittle 
bridge: coming to’ the’ bridge ‘T’ stopped, and: [6dkéd 
over the side into the water ‘running’ ‘briskly’ Below! 
Af agéd ‘mah Who looked like a beggar, but Who did 
not beg of me, stood by.” mene sha 

eoryily hae plate does’ this ' water ° tone Said’ 1s Ba if 
English. — dacacted 

“T know no Saxon,” Said he in crebting acce Bits, 

“I repeated my question in Wel&h. 6s Tag 

“To the sea,” he said, “which is not far’ off indealt ‘it 
is so near, that when er are high tides, the, ‘alt Water 
comes up to this bridge.” j needs Drie ; 
ne You seem feeble?” Sd eae ee 28 Bo. EE 
~ “Tam $0,” said he, “ for I am old”! ae. 

“ How old are you?” said I. 
Sixteen’ after’ sixty,” aid’ ‘the old” th ‘ati a 
sigh? “and I have’ ee lost | tele sight ‘and “my 
hearing.” 1 oldsdac “nae 

“Are you poor?” said é 

“Very,” said the old man. 

I gave him a trifle which he accepted with thanks, 

“Why is this sand called the red sand?” said I. 

ee 
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“T cannot tell you,” said the old man, “I wish I could, 
for you have been kind to me.” 

Bidding him farewell I passed through the northern 
part of the village to the top of the hill. I walked a 
little way forward and then stopped,as I had done 
at the bridge in the dale, and looked to the east, over 
a low stone wall. 

Before me lay the sea or rather the northern entrance 
ofthe ‘Menai’ Straits. To’ my right was mountain 
Lidiart projecting some way into the sea; to my left, 
that is to the north, was a high hill, with a few white 
houses near) its base, forming a small village, which 
a woman who:passed by knitting told me was called 
Llan Peder Goch or ‘the Church of Red Saint Peter. 
Mountain: Lidiart and the Northern Hill formed) the 
headlands of a beautiful bay into which the waters 
of the Traeth dell, from which I had come, were’ dis- 
charged. ‘A sandbank, probably ‘covered with the sea 
at high ‘tide; séemed to stretch from mountain Lidiart 
a considerable way towards the northern hill: Moun- 
tain, bay and sandbank were bathed in'sunshine ; the 
water was perfectly calm ; nothing was moving upon it, 
norupon the shore, and I thought I had never beheld 
a more beautiful and tranquil scene. 
‘> T went on: The country which had hitherto been 
very beautiful, abounding with yellow. corn-fields, be- 
came sterile and rocky; there were stone walls, but 
no hedges. I passed by a moor on my left, then a 
moory hillock on’ my right; the way was broken and 
stony ; all) traces’ of, the good roads of Wales had 
disappeared ; the habitations which I saw by the way 
‘wére miserable hovels into and out of which’ large sows 
were stalking, attended by their farrows, 
+> “Am I far’ from Llanfair?”” said I to a child. 
ot You are in Llanfair, gentleman,” said the child. 

A desolate place was Llanfair. The sea in the neigh- 
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bourhood to the south, limekilns with their stifling 
smoke not far from me. I sat down on a little 
green knoll on the right-hand side of the road; a 
small house was near me, and a desolate-looking mill 
at about a furlong’s distance, to the south. Hogs 
came about me grunting and sniffing: I felt quite 
melancholy. 

“Ts this the neighbourhood of the birth-place of 
Gronwy Owen?” said I to myself. “No wonder that 
he was unfortunate pauen life, springing from such a 
region of wretchedness.” 

Wretched as the region seemed, however, 1 soon 
found there were kindly hearts close by me. 

As I sat on the knoll I heard some one slightly cough 
very near me, and looking to the left saw a man dressed 
like a miller looking at me from the garden of the 
little house, which I have already mentioned. | 

I got up and gave him the sele of the day in English. 
He was a man about thirty, rather tall than otherwise, 
with a very prepossessing countenance. He shook his 
head at my English. 

“What,” said I, addressing him in the language of 
the country, “have you no English? Perhaps you have 
Welsh?” none 

“Plenty,” said he, laughing, “there is no lack of 
Welsh amongst any of us here. Are you a Welshman?” 

“No,” said I, “an Englishman from the far east of 
Lloegr.” 

“ And what brings you here?” said the man,’ 

“A. strange errand,” I replied, “to look at the birth- 
place of a man who has long been dead.” 

“Do you come to seek for an inheritance?” said the 
man. 

“No,” said I. “Besides the man whose birth: slice 
I came to see, died poor, leaving nothing. behind him 
but immortality,” oLab ¥ 
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“Who was he?” said the miller. 

“Did you ever hear a sound of Gronwy Owen?” 
said I. 

“Frequently,” said the miller; “I have frequently 
heard. a sound of him. He was born close by in 
a house yonder,” pointing to the south, 

“Oh yes, gentleman,” said a nice-looking woman, who 
holding a little child by the hand was come to the 
house-door, and was eagerly listening, “we have 
frequently heard speak of Gronwy Owen; there is 
much talk of him in these parts.” 

“JT am glad to hear it,” said I, “for I have feared that 
his name would not be known here.” 

“Pray, gentleman, walk in!” said the miller; “we are 
going to have our afternoon’s meal, and shall be rejoiced 
if you will join us.” 

“Yes, do, gentleman,” said the miller’s wife, for such 
the good woman was ; “and many a welcome shall you 
have.” 

I hesitated, and was about to excuse myself. 

“Don't refuse, gentleman!” said both, “surely you 
are not too proud to sit down with us?” 

“T am afraid I shall only cause you trouble,” said I. 

“Dim blinder, no trouble,’ exclaimed both at once; 


ieee pray do walk in!” 


‘I entered the house, and the kitchen, parlour, or 
whatever it was, a nice little room with a slate floor. 
They made me sit down at a table by the window, which 
was already laid for a meal. There was a clean cloth 
upon it, a tea-pot, cups and saucers, a large plate of 


| bread-and-butter, and a plate, on which were a few 
| very thin slices of brown, watery cheese. 


My good friends took their seats, the wife poured 


| out tea for the stranger and Her husband, helped us 


| 


both to bread-and-butter and the watery cheese, then 


took care of herself... Before, however, I could taste the 


4 
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tea, the wife, seeming to recollect herself, started up, and 
hurrying to.a. cupboard, produced «a! basin full of snow- 
white lump sugar, and taking the spoon out of my! hand, 
placed two-of the largest lumps/in) my cup, though ‘she 
helped neither, her husband nor herself ; the sugemnesin 
being probably only, kept for grand occasions, \ 

My. eyes: filled, with tears; forsin the whole course 
of my life I had never ouperitnbid so|much genuine 
hospitality. Honour to the miller of .Mona and: his 
wife; and. honour, to. the kind. hospitable;'Celts in — 
general! How different is the reception of this despised 
race of the wandering stranger from thatiof——..s How- — 
ever, I am a Saxon. myself, and: the Saxons: have «no 
doubt their virtues; a pity that they bheraslets be all 
uncouth .and, ungracious: ones! 

I asked my kind host his name. 

“John Jones,” he replied, “ Melinydd of: Ltaihfaio% 

“Ts the mill which you work your own bins, eee 
I inquired. 

“No,” he’ answered “Trent it of.a sti sth lives | 
close by,” 

“And how happens ity? said ip “ that: Hi. speak no 
English ?” 

“How should. it Happens? pee ne) otheitd I should — 
speak any? I have never been far fromheres* my 
wife. whe has, lived at) service at bir can speak 
some.” WY (Su TERS 

‘Gan you read podtareh 4 sad i jie Sof SDB 

“I can. read the psalms and: pea. that they woe ee 
our. chapel,” he replied. 

“ Then, you are notvof the. Gainer ete 4 saith Ki baer 

“Tam not,” said|the miller ;:“T-amia Methodist” ay 

“Can you read the poetry: of Gronwy Owen?” said I. 

_“Lcannot,” said the miller; “that is with any comfort; 
his »poetry: isin) .the. ancient; Welsh: measures, which 
make poetry, so difficult.that few can understand it,” ‘ 
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» “1 can) understand poetry in those*measures,” said I. 

© “And how much time did you ‘spend,’ said the 
miller, “ before’ you" ‘could i aiid the ae Ps of ‘the 
measurés?” : 

“ Three years,” said I. 

; The miller laughed. 

»'“T could not ‘have afforded’ all that time,” said he, 
“to study the songs of Gronwy. |'‘However, it is well 
that some people should have time to study them: He 
was a’ ‘great’ poet as’ I'‘have been told,’and is the glory 
of ‘our landbut he was unfortunate ; I have’ tead ‘his 
life’ in ‘Welsh ‘and ‘part of ‘his Bete and‘in doing so 
have'shed tears.” 

> “Has his house any patticular name?” said’ Ii 

“It is'called sométimes Ty Gronwy,” said the millers 
“but more frequently Tafarn Goch.” 

“The Red Tavern?” said I. “ How is it that so many 
of ‘your ‘places’ are*called’ Goch? there is “Pentraeth 
Goch,; there’ is* Saint oo Goch, and here‘at based 
ig ree ‘Goch,”’ 

The miller laughed. 

o& Ttowill take a ‘wiser man seh Lie hee he, “to answer 
ach question.” 

:vThe repast ‘over f: rose up, gave my host thanks and 
saith “J will’now leave a and hunt up Beats con- 
| with Gronwy.” 

© And where’ will you find’a’ lletty for night, wena! 
fis ?” said the’ miller’s wife. ° “This is a poor place; but 
if you will make use of our home ‘you are welcome.” 

-.  T.meed inot‘trouble you,” said I; “I return this might 
t gece Goch where’ I shallisleep.” {3 

1) Well,” ‘said the miller, “whilst you are at) Llanfair 
1 will fe eae tan about.’ Lae oe we : ot to 
Seen ba te 

«Where iis’ ‘tHe church >” said 1 “] shouldidike ‘ter 
see the church where Gronwy worshipped Godias a boy.” 


‘ 
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“The church is at some distance,” said the man; “it 
is past my mill, and as I want to go to the mill for a 
moment, it will be perhaps well to go and: see the 
church, before we go to the house of Gronwy.” 

I shook the miller’s wife by the hand, patted a little 
yellow-haired girl of about two years old on the head, 
who during the whole time of the meal had sat on the 
slate floor looking up into my face, and left the house 
with honest Jones. 

We directed our course to the mill, which lay some 
way down a declivity, towards the sea. Near the mill 
was a comfortable-looking house, which my friend told 
me belonged to the proprietor of the mill. A. rustic- 
looking man stood in the mill-yard, who he said was the 
proprietor. The honest miller went into the mill, and 
the rustic-looking proprietor greeted me in Welsh, and 
asked me if I was come to buy hogs. 

“No,” said I; “I am come to see the birth-place of 
Gronwy Owen;” he stared at me for a moment, then 
seemed to muse, and at last walked away saying, “ Ah! 
a great man.” 

The miller presently joined me, and we proceeded 
farther down the hill. Our way lay between stone 
walls, and sometimes over them. The land was moory 
and rocky, with nothing grand about it, and the miller 
described it well when he said it was tir gwael—mean 
land. In about a quarter of an hour we came to the 
churchyard into which we got, the gate — locked, 
by clambering over the wall. 


The church stands low down the desc ites far Ne 


tant from the sea. A little brook, called in the language 
of the country a frwd, washes its yard-wall on the south. 
It is a small edifice with no spire, but to the south- 
west there is a little stone erection rising from the roof, 


in which hangs a bell—there is a small porch looking 


to the south. With respect to its interior I can. ey, 
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nothing, the door being locked. It is probably like the 
outside, simple enough. It seemed to be about two 
hundred and, fifty years old, and to be kept in tolerable 
repair. Simple as the edifice was, I looked with great 
emotion upon it; and could, I do else, when I reflected 
that the greatest British poet of the last century had 
worshipped: God within it, with his poor father and 
mother, when a boy? 

I asked the miller whether he could point out to me 
any tombs or grave-stones of Gronwy’s family, but he 
told me that he was not aware of any. On looking 
about I, found the name of Owen in the inscription 
on the slate slab of a respectable-looking modern tomb, 
on the north-east side of the church. The inscription 
was as follows: 


Er cof am JANE OWEN 
Gwraig Edward Owen, 
Monachlog Llanfair Mathafarn eithaf, 
A fu farw Chwefror 28 1842 
Yn 51 Oed. 


t.e. “To the memory of JANE OWEN wife of Edward Owen, 
of the monastery of St Mary of farther Mathafarn, who died 
February 28, 1842, aged fifty-one.” 


Whether the Edward Owen mentioned here was any re- 
lation to the great Gronwy, I had no opportunity of learn- 
ing. Iasked the miller what was meant by the monastery, 
and he told that-it was the name of a building to the 
north-east near the sea, which had once been a monastery 
but had been, converted into a. farm-house, though it 
still retained its original name. “May all monasteries 
_ be converted into farm-houses,” said I, “and may they 
still retain their original names in mockery of popery!” 

Having seen all I could well see of the church and its 
precincts I departed with my kind guide. After we had 
_ retraced our steps some way, we came to some stepping- 
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stones on the side of a wall, and the miller : ee to 
them said : 

“The nearest way to the house of Gronwy will a over 
the llamfa.” 

I was now become ashamed of eepibiy the: Seksiee 
fellow from his business, and begged him to-return' to! his 
mill. He refused to leave ‘me, at first, but-on my press- 
ing him to do so, and on my telling him ‘that I’ could 
find the way to the house of Gronwy very well by myself, 
he consented. We shook hands, the! miller wished me 
luck, and betook himself to his mill) whilst Iictosséd the 
llamfa. I soon, however, repented ‘having left the path 
by which I had come. I was presently in ‘a maze of 
little fields with stone walls over which I had to'clamber. 
At last I got into a lane with a stone wall on each side: 
A man came towards me and was about to pass me— 
his look was averted, and he was evidently one of those 
who have “no English.” A Welshman. of his descrip- 
tion always averting his look when'he sees a stranger 
who he thinks has “no Welsh,” lest the stranger should 
ask him a question and he be obliged to confess that, he 
has “no English.” 

“Ts this the way to Llanfair?” said hi to ren man, 
The man made a kind of rush in order to get past me. 

“Have you any Welsh?” I shouted as loud : as i! could 
bawl. 

The man stopped, and cite a dark willeny ebb 
ance half upon me said, “Yes, I have Welsh.” Od 

“Which is the way to Llanfair?” said I. 8 

“Llanfair, Llanfair ?” said’ the man, “ “what do you 
mean?” 
~ “T want to get there,” said I. ae ae 

“Are you not there already?” said the fellow’ stoping t 
on the ground, “are you not in Llanfair?>” ~~ 
_ “Yes, but I want to get to the town.” 
~<“Town, town! Oh, I have no English,” said the i 


{) 


~~. bee 
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and“ off he started like a frighted bullock. The poor 
fellowi vwas'iprobably :at' first. terrified: at seeing an 
Englishmany’then confused at ‘hearing an Englishman 
speak’ ‘Welsh; \a;language which’ the Welsh: in: general 
imagine no Englishman ‘can speak, the tongue of an 
Englishman® as: they ‘say “not being long enough to 
pronounce’ Welsh ; and’ lastly utterly deprived of what 
reasoning faculties he had still: remaining by my asking 
him for the: town of Basin there being properly no 
town?: 

odawent on;'and at last getting out of the lane, found 
wigs upon “the road, along which I had come about 
two hours before; the house’ of the miller was at some 
distance’ on'my tight..| Near ime were two or three 
houses and ‘part ‘of ‘the: skeleton of one, on which some 
men, in: the’ dress of masons, seemed to be occupied. 
Going’ up’ to'these men I said in'Welsh to one, whom I 
judged: to ‘be’ the’ principal, sa who: was rather a aval 
fine-looking ‘fellow : 

“Have you ‘heard 'a sound of Cintas! Owain?” 
oiHere occurred another instance of the strange things 
people do''when ‘their ‘ideas ‘are confused. The man 
stood for a moment or two, 'as if transfixed, a trowel 
motionless in one of his hands, and a brick:in the other ; 
at last giving a kind of gasp, he. Bes werne in ery 
tolerable Spanish: 

“ Si, sefior! he oido.” 

1 sis hil thousertar trot HéreP?>SaideT in Welsh 

“Noy sefior! said the’ man, “no esta muy lejos.” 

os Plaga a: reat here, friend, can anybody show’ me 
the way?” 

°s°Si sefior ! baste mozo luego acompafiara ‘iste, 3 

- Then’turning to a lad’of about et aise dissed 
as a mason, he said in Welsh: «. 2B 

bh Show! this: — oe the ti to afar 
pate war iSltti| 


- yee 
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The lad flinging a hod down, which he hadi on’ his 
shoulder, instantly set off, making me a motion -with) his 
head to follow him. »I did so, wondering what the! man 
could mean’ by speaking to me in Spanish. /The lad 
walked by my side in silence for about two furlongs. till 
we came to a range of trees, seemingly sycamores, behind 
which was a little garden,\in which stood a long low 
house. with three chimneys. The. lad |stopping flung 
open a gate which led into the garden, then crying to a 
child which he saw within: “Gad roi tro”—let the man 
take a.turn ; he was about to leave me, when I stopped 
him to put sixpence into his hand. He received the 
money with a gruff “Diolch!” and instantly set off ata 
quick pace. Passing the child who stared. at me, I 
walked to the back part of the house, which seemed to’ 
be a long mud cottage. After examining the back part 
I went in. front, where 1 saw an aged woman with 
several children, one’ of whom was. the child I:had first 
seen. She smiled and asked me what I,wanted... 

I said that I had come to see the house of Gronwy. 
She did not understand me, for shaking her head she ‘said 
that she had no English, and. was rather deaf.’ Raising 
my voice to a very high tone I said: 

“Ty Gronwy !” 

A gleam of intelligence flashed now in her, eyes. 

“TY Gronwy,” she said, “ah! I understand tt in 
hi.” 

There) were three doors,to the bensen re led me in 
by the midmost into a,common, cottage’ room, with no 
other. ceiling, seemingly, than the roof. She bade me 
sit down by the window by a little table, and asked me 
whether I would havea cup of milk and ‘some: bread- 
and-butter ;, I declined both, but said I should be thank- 
ful for a little water. | 
. This she presently brought me ina tana i dramtel it, F 
the children amounting to eae standing a little way from 
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me staring at me. I asked her if this was the house in 
which Gronwy was born. ‘She said it was, but that it 
had been altered very much since his time—that: three 
families had lived in it, but that she believed he was born 
about where we were now. 

A man now ‘coming in who lived at the next door, she 
said I had better speak to him and tell him what I 
wanted to know, which he could then communicate to 
her, as she could understand his way of speaking much 
better than mine. Through the man I:asked her whether 
there was any one of the blood of Gronwy Owen living 
in the house. . She pointed to the children and said they 
had allisome of his blood. I asked in what relationship 
they stood to Gronwy. She said she could hardly tell, 
that tri priodas, three marriages stood between, and that 
the relationship was on the mother’s side. I gathered 
from’ her that the children had lost their mother, that 
their name was Jones, and that their father was her son. 
I asked if the house in which they lived was their own; 
- she said no, that it belonged to aman who lived iat some 
distance. I asked if the children were poor. 

“Very,” said she. . 

I gave them each a trifle, and the poor old lady 
thanked me with tears in her eyes. 

I asked whether the children could read ; she said they 

all could, with the exception of the two youngest. The 
eldest she said could read anything, whether’ Welsh or 
English; she then took from the window-sill a book, 
which she put into my hand, saying the child could read 
it and understand it. .I opened the book; it was an 
English school-book treating on all the sciences. 
— «) ©Can you write?” said I to the child,/a little stubby 
_ girl of about eight, with 4 broad flat red face and grey 
eyes, dressed! in a chintz gown, a little bonnet on — 
head, and looking’ the image of notableness. ' 

The little maiden, who had never taken her eyes off of 
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me-for a moment during the whole time I ‘had been in 
the room, at first made no answer; being, however, bid 
by: her grandmother to:speak, she at pea — in 
a soft voice} “ Medraf, I-can.” 

“Then write your name in this book,” il k vote 
out a pocket-book and a pencil, “and write likewise that 
you are related to Gronwy Owen-—and be sure — write 
in Welsh.” 

‘The little maiden very démavehj toca the book and 
pencil, and placing the former on the table wrote as 
follows: iv 

“Ellen Jones yn perthyn o bell i gronow owen.” 

That is, “ Ellen Jones belonging from afar to Gronwy 
Owen.” 

When I saw the name of Ellen I-had no donbt that 
the children were related to the illustrious Gronwy! 
Ellen is a very uncommon Welsh name, but it seems to 
have been a family name of the Owens; it was: borne 
by an infant daughter of ‘the poet whom he ‘tenderly 
loved, and: who died whilst he was toiling at See in 
Cheshire,— 


“Ellen, my darling, te 
Who liest in the Churchyard at Walton. sa ; 


says poor Gronwy..in one, of the most affecting eleges 
ever written. 

After ja. little rate conversation I tisde the Lastly 
farewell and left the house... After going down the road 
a hundred yards, I turned back in order: to: ask per- 
mission to gather a leaf from one of the sycamores, 
Seeing the man whojhad helped me in my conversation 
with, the old woman standing at the gate, I told him 
what I. wanted, whereupon he instantly tore down a 
handful of leaves and gave them to me. Thrusting them 
into my coat-pocket I thanked him kindly and departed. 

Coming ‘to’ the half-erected house, I again) saw ithe 
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man to whom I had addressed myself for seein lb) 
I stopped, and speaking Spanish* to him, asked’ how‘he 
had-acquired the Spanish language. 

“T have been in Chili, sir,’ said he in the same 
tongue, “and in California, and in those places I learned 
Spanish.” 

_ “What didvyouigo to Chili for?” said- 1; “I need not 
ask you on what account you went to California.” | 

“JT went there as a mariner,” said the:man; ben ecb 
out of Liverpool for Chili.” 

And how is it,” said I, “that: being a mariner ‘and 
sailing ina Liverpool ship Ss do not speak English?” 

1, speak i sefior,”; said. the:‘man, “ perfectly 
well.” 

Phen Beait in thé name of wonder,” said I, speaking 
English, “came you to answer me in Spanish?) Iam 
am Englishman thorough bred.” 

“T can scarcely tell you how it was, sir,” said the: man 
scratching his head, “but I thought I would Jsii to 
_ yowin:Spanish.” 

“And why not English?” said; I. 

“Why, I heatd. you speaking Welsh,” said ae man, 
“and as for an Englishman speaking Welsh 

» “But why not answer mein Welsh?” said I. 

_ “Why, I saw it was not your) language, sir,” said’ the 
man, “and as I had picked up some Spanish I thought 
it would be but fair to answer you in it.” 

“But how did you know that I could speak Spanish ?” 
said I. nN EY") 

“J don’t know indeed, sir,” said the man; “but I 
looked at you, and something seemed to tell, me. that 
you ‘could speak Spanish... I ,can’t tell you how it was 
sir,” said he, looking me very innocently in the face, 
“but I was cna to she sara to = st mas 
| indeed Worlss/n | 
>“ The long and: the short of it was,’ feild ip, os that: you 


% 
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took me for a foreigner, and thought that it would be 
but polite to answer me in a foreign language.” 

“T daresay it was 0 sir,’ said the man. “I daresay 
it was just as you say.” 

“How did you fare in Galtanian® ad I. 

“Very fairly indeed, sir,” said the man. “I made 
some money there, and brought it home, and with ee 
of it I am'building this house.” 

“T.am very happy to hear it,’ said I, “you are really 
a remarkable man—few return from Galiforgis speaking 
Spanish as you do, and still fewer with was in’ their 
pockets.” 

The poor fellow looked: pleased at what. I said, more 
especially at that part of the sentence which touched 
upon his speaking Spanish well.) Wishing him many 
years of ‘health and happiness inthe house he was 
building, I left him, and proceeded on my path towards 
Pentraeth Goch. 

After walking some way, I turned round in: order to 
take a last look of the place which had so much interest 
for me. The mill may» be seen froma considerable 
distance ; ‘so may some of the scattered houses, and also 
the wood which surrounds the house of the illustrious: 
Gronwy. Prosperity to Llanfair! and may many a 
pilgrimage be made to it of the same character as my 
own.) | Gh 


CHAPTER XXXIII 


Boxing Harry—Mr Bos—Black Robin —Drovers — Commercial 
"| Travellers. 


I ARRIVED. at. the hestaint a Mr Pritchard: without 
meeting any adventure worthy of being marked down. 
I, went into the little ‘parlour, and, ringing the: bell, was 
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presently waited upon by Mrs.Pritchard, a nice:matronly 
woman, whom I.had not before seen, of whom I inquired 
what I could have for dinner. 

“This is no great place for meat,”said Mrs Pritchard, 
“that is fresh meat, for sometimes .a fortnight. passes 
without anything being killed in, the neighbourhood... I 
amiafraid at present there is not. a) bit.of fresh meat,to 
be had.' What we:can get you for dinner I do not know, 
uraless | you are willing to' make shift, with, bacon and 
eggs.” | 
“Pl tell you. what Tl, do,” aid I,“ Iwill, have the 
bacon’ and eggs! with tea and bread-and-butter,. not 
forgetting a pint of ale—in a word, 1 will box Harry.” 

“1 suppose ‘you are a ‘commercial gent,” said Mrs 
Pritchard. , . 

“Why do you suppose me, a.commercial gent?” said, 

“Do I look one?” - . 

« Can’t say you do much,” said Mrs Pritchard “you 
have no rings on your fingers, nor a gilt) chain at your 
waistcoat-pocket, but when -you. said. ‘box),Harry,’ I 
naturally took you to be one of the commercial’ gents, 
for when I was at Liverpool I was told that that.was a 
word of theirs.” 

Tae believe the word properly belongs to them,” said ids 
“T am not one of them; but I learnt it from, them, a 
great many years' ago, nets I was much, amongst; them. 
Those whose employers were in a small way of. business, 
or allowed.them insufficient salaries, frequently, used to 
‘box Harry,’ that:is, have a beaf-steak, or mutton-chop} 
or perhaps bacon, and eggs,.as I am going to have, along 
with tea and ale, instead. of the regular dinner. of a,com- 
mercial gentleman, namely, fish, hot joint, and fowl, pint 
of sherry, tart, ale and cheese, and bottle of old. port, at 
- the. end, of all,” rubrics he hi r 

» Having: ‘made, eek adiaye for‘ Se ined Harnyii I 
bs eit into! the tap-room, ‘from which I. had, heard, the 
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voice’ of Mr Pritchard proceeding’ during ‘the whole» of 
my ‘coriversation «with his wife.’ Here “I ifound the 
worthy landlord seated with a single ‘customer ; both 
were smoking. The. customer instantly arrebted my 
attention. He was a man seemingly about forty years 
of age’with a broad red’ face, with certain somethings, 
looking very much like incipient’ carbuncles; here sand 
there upon it. His eyes were grey ‘and! looked rather 
as if they squinted ; ‘his mouth was’ very wide,and when 
it opened displayed a set of strong, white, uneven teeth. 
He was dressed in. a pepper-and-salt ‘coat‘of ‘the New- 
market cut, breeches'of corduroy and brown top boots,! 
and had on his head a’ broad, black, coarsé, lowserowned 
hat: ‘In his left hand‘he' held a heavy whale+bone whip 
with a brass head. I sat down ona padi: ote 
opposite to him and the ‘landlord. 

“Well,” said Mr Pritchard ; cei - find yout = 
to Lianfair?” 

“Yes,” said I. {YON 10: CGE D' 

“ And ‘did you’ éxectite the business” satisfactorily 
which led you'there?” said Mr Pritchard. ethan 

“ Perfectly,” said 1. 

“ Well, what did you give a stone for your'livé deoiheo ¥ 
said his companion glancing ap at me, i speaking in 
a gtuff voice OA By” 

“1 did not buy any live pork,” pict Vs ee “do pend’ = 
me fora pig-jobber?” 

» “Of course,” said the man in pepper- sett ‘adie rs letiv 
but a pig-jobbér could have business at’ dar fanen HOU 

“Does Llanfair produce nothing but pigs?” said Ty) 10 

“ Nothing at all,” said’ the’ man inthe peppet-and-salt, 
“that is, nothing’ worth mentioning. ' You woulda’t® ‘go! 
there for runts, that‘is if you were in your. right ‘senses ; 
if you were in want of runts you would have gone ‘to’ my 
parish and have: ‘applied to ‘me, Mr’ Bos) that a8 if you 
were in your Senses, Wouldn’t he; John’ Pritchard pmtiow 
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voMr: Prit¢éhardthussappealed to took the! pipe out of 
his» mouth, and with.some hesitation said)that he be- 
lievedsthe: gentleman neither went» to Llanfair: for .pigs 
nor black ‘cattle birt: upon-some particular business.» 
on Well;?said'MrBos,' it:miay be:so;:but I) can’t: con- 
ceive how any person, either, gentle» or simple; could 
have any: business in Anglesey;save that business. was 
pigsior cattle.” 
is /Theetruth: is,”-said I, «] went to: Llanfair’ to’ see! the 
bitth-place of a great)man+-the icleverest Eien ever 
produced.” 
vo/Theniyou' went wrong,” said. Mr.Bos; “you ‘went to 
the wrong parish, you should have‘gone to: Penmynnydd ; 
the: clebber»man of Anglesey :was: born:and ‘buried’ at 
Penmynnydd, you may see his tomb in the:church.” 

“You are alluding to Black Robin,” said: I; “who 
wrotesthe odesin: praise of) Anglesey—yes, \he was a 
veny clever young fellow, but:excuse me, Be was not trait 
such a poetias Gronwy Owen.” 

-iffBlack: Robin,” said: Mr -Bos, and’ Gronow’ Owen, 
who the Devil were they? I never heard of either»: 1 
wasn'titalkinge»of them; but. of! ‘the clebberest) man’ the 
world: ever saw.) Didi: you never ‘hear of Owen 'Tiddir? 
If you:didn’t; where’ did: you: get:your’ education ?) 
| “Tochave heard of: Owen Tudor,” said I, “but- never 
understood» that ‘he: was* particularly: clever handsome 
he:undoubtedly:was++but clever——” | il 

“How not ‘clebber?” interrupted Mr Bés 2 EfShe 
wasn'ti:clebber, who! was! clebber'? | Didn’t'‘he marry a 
great queen;tiand was ‘not ahah the eee Ae bat 
ana bsob sed bs 

| Reallyesaid«I,)“ you ‘tae a nba dest of history. a 
em ishould: She fi Todo,’ said Mr Bos.\-° Oh, I wasn’t 
at school at: Blewmaris forsix’ months’ for nothing |} and 

[-haven’t béényih Northampton; and°in’ every’ town in 
England, without: seibiias something’ of history, With 

H* 
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regard to history I may say that few——Won’t you 
drink?” said he, patronizingly, as he pushed a jug of 
ale which stood before him ona little table’ towards me. 

Begging politely to be excused‘on the plea that I was 
just about to take:tea,; 1 asked’ him in: kha nee es he 
had travelled all over England. 

“ As a drover to be sure,” said Mr Bos, “ “and I may 
say that there are not many in Anglesey better known 
in England than myself—at any rate I: may ‘say that 
there is not a public-house between’ here and Whiajega ter 
at which I am not known.” 

“Pray excuse me,” said I, “but is not droving rather 
a low-lifed occupation?” 

“Not half so: much as sig:jolbing te Bos, “ f ‘gall 
that that’s your trade Iam certain, or you would) never - 
have gone to Llanfair.” 

“].am no pig-jobber,” said I, “and when I aslied: you 
that question about. droving, I merely. did so. because 
one Ellis Wynn, in a book he wrote, gives the droversi a 
very bad character, and puts them in Hell for their peal 
practices.” é 

“Qh; he does,” said’ Mr) Bos, “well, the nbiieriitees I 
; eet him. at Corwen: I'll crack his head: for saying:so. 
Mal-practices—he had better look at: his own, for he is 
a, pig-jobber| too. ‘Written a» book has he? then I 
suppose he has been left a legacy, and gone to school 
after middle-age, for when I last. saw him, whichois oe 
years ago, he could neither read nor write.” 99 wo! 

I,was about, to tell Mr Bos, that, the. Ellis’ Wont pede 
I meant.was ‘no more a pig-jobber than myself, but:a 
respectable clergyman, who had been dead considerably 
upwards of a hundred years; and that also, notwith- 
standing my: respect for’Mr Bos’s knowledge of-history, 
‘Ldid. not;believe. that, Owen Tudor was: buried» at 
Penmynnydd, when I was prevented by the entrance 
of Mrs Pritchard, who ‘came. to inform me that my)re+ 
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past was ready in the other room, whereupon I got up 
and went into the parlour to “box Harry.” 

Having dispatched my bacon and eggs, tea and ale, I 
fell into deep meditation. My mind reverted to a long 
past period of my life, when I was to,a,certain extent 
mixed up with commercial travellers, and had plenty of 
opportunities of observing their habits, and)! the: terms 
employed by them in conversation: I called ‘up’ several 
individuals of the two classes into which’ they used: to be 
divided, for commercial travellers: in) «my time were 
divided into’ two: classes, those who ate:;dinners and 
drank their> bottle of port, and» those -who:> “iboxed 
Harry.” ) What: glorious: fellows the first:::seemed ! 
What airs they’/gave ‘themselves !»;What oaths’ they 
swore! and what influence they had with hostlers and 
chamber-maids!\and what a sneaking-looking: set the 
others’ were!’ shabby ‘in their apparel ; no fine: ferocity 
in their countenances; no oaths in’ theirs mouths, except 
such a trumpery apology for an oath as:an)/oc¢asional 
“confounded hard;” with little’or no influence at: inns; 
scowled at by hostlers, and never smiled at by, chamber- 
maids—and then -I remembered how often I \:had 
bothered my head in vain to account for the: origin’ of 
the term “box Harry,” and: how often’ I had in vain 
applied both’ to: those: who:did box:and -to, thosé;,who 
did not “box Harry,” for a clear and’ satisfactory ieluci- 
dation ‘of the expression—and: at last fourid'» myself 
again bothering my’ head as of) old in. a:vain attempt 
toaccount for the origin of the term “boxing Harry.” 


CHAPTER XEXTY mdqeib ert 


ke BicakingShotings 
5 Be ‘i 

TIRED-at! t length sits my vain elie to 2c for. the 
term-which in my: time wasi'so;much sin ;voguesamongst 
commercial: gentlemen oInleft: the) little: patlout, and’ \re- 
paired ‘toi the:common:room.:) Mr Pritchard and Mr Bos 
were still: there: smoking. and -drinking, but: there was 
how a’ candle onthe table) before them, fori-night »was 
fast: coming on. »Mr Bos was giving an account of; his 
travels: ino England} »sometimes -in;.Welsh, sometimés 
im English, 'to!which Mr Pritchard, was; listening» with 
the = attention, occasionally: putting in)-al see 
there:now,’ and: “ what) a: fine thing it is: to. have» ‘Brine 
about.” - After some’ time Mr Bos exclaimedio5 +). 

“T- think; upon’ the whole, of all, the: places I have 
seen ins England: I like Northampton best.” }. : 

fT suppose,” ‘said I, “you ‘found the,:men - ‘ofl North 
ampton good-+tempered, jovial fellows?) bes ebisn 

“Can't say did,” said: Mr Bos; \ they; are; all; ies 
makers, and of course ritiinenéidbene and. contradictory, 
forvwhere was | there éver ac shoemaker);who was) not 
conceited and easily riled? » No; oI have ‘little to:say in 
favour of Northampton as:far asithe men are concerned, 
It’snot the men: but the women’ that makeime speak 
in’praise of ‘Northampton.’ The men alli areillstempered, 
but the women quite the contrary. I never saw such 
a place for merched anladd as Northampton. I was a 
great favourite with them, and could tell you such tales.” 

And then Mr Bos, putting his hat rather on one side 
of his head, told us two or three tales of his adventures 
with the merched anladd of Northampton, which 


brought powerfully to my mind part of what Ellis 
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Wynn had’said with respect:to the practices of drovers 
in'‘his: days detestation for which had induced ‘him>to 
oe the wholé tribe into Hell. 

AlVofia sudden Tcheard' a galloping’ down the sean 
and presently a mighty plunging, ‘seemingly oof: a horse, 
before the déor-of the inn. I’ ‘rushed out “followed: by 
my companions, and lo, on the open space before the 
inf’ was’ a ‘young’ horse, rearing ‘and °kicking; witha 
young than of his back: “The horse had neither’ bridle 
for saddle; arid the young fellow merély rode’ him ‘with 
aerope “passed about his head““presently the horse 
became tolerably quiet, ‘and his’ rider’ jumping off ‘led 
him’ into ‘the ‘stable; where ‘he made him fast to the 
rack “and “then ‘came ‘and joined us,'whereupon ‘we ‘all 
went°ifto ‘the toon’ from which I ‘and the others _ 
come on’ hearing the noise of the’strugele. : 

“Flow tame'you ‘on the ‘colt’s ‘Back, Jenkins?” said 
Me Pritehard,after we had’ all sat down and Jenkins 
had? calléd°for ‘some’ ewrw. “1 did not ‘know ‘that: he 
was broke ‘in.” 
>" Tam bréaking him in vigil said Jenkins speaking 
Welsh.’ “began with him to-night.” . 

«DO you’ mean to say,” said I, “that have begin 
breaking him in by mounting his bak rit Let=b 

siete 'do,” Said the other. itu 
JERS Then’ depend upon it,” aids) I, “thatit will not be 
koe before he will either’ break fits neck or kneés of 
he will break your neck’ or crown? Bad are’ not ‘going 
thé right way to work.” | one 
TO. nn Diawl !”'said rien “T know setter! “Ta 
: a’ day ‘or ‘two’ shall have made ‘him quite tame, and’have 
got himinto excellent paces, and shall have saved the 
thoney I must’ ‘have oe hig eae ug oe him pire a 
ey © panes? oft dou 
“Y Time ‘passed, night’ came on, sid ether! rests came 
Way: ‘There’ ‘was ‘much talking of first-rate’ Welsh’“and 
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very indifferent) English, Mr Bos being the :principal 
speaker in both languages; his discourse was. chiefly 
on the comparative merits of Anglesey runts and Scotch 
bullocks, and, those of the merched anladd of North- 
ampton and the lasses of Wrexham. He preferred ‘his 
own country) runts to the Scotch kine, but said upon 
the whole, though a Welshman, he must give the 
preference to the merched of Northampton over those 
of Wrexham, for) free and easy demeanour, notwith- 
standing that in, that point which he said .was, the most 
desirable point in-females, the lasses. of Wrexham were 
generally considered out-and-outers.. . | 639 
‘Fond.as'I am of listening to public-house conversation, 
from which I generally contrive to extract both amuse- 
ment and edification, I became rather tired ‘of this, and 
getting up, strolled about the little village by, moonlight 
till I felt. disposed to retire to rest, when returning to 
the inn, I begged ‘to be shown the room in which I was 
to sleep.., Mrs Pritchard forthwith taking a candle. con- 
ducted me to a small room upstairs. There were two 
beds. in it.,..The good lady pointing to one, next the 
window, in which there’ were.nice clean sheets, told me 
that, was the,one; which Iwas to occupy, and bidding 
me good-night,- and leaving, the _ candle; \ departed. 
Putting out the light I got into bed, but instantly 
found, that, the: bed was: not long .enough by,,at least 
a, foot.) “I, shall pass) an uncomfortable night,” said 
I,“ for,.I,,.nevery yet. could.sleep comfortably in. a 
bed too short. However, as Iam on. my, travels, iT 
must,endeavour to accommodate ' myself to, circum- 
stances,” -,So L},endeavoured .to ‘compose, ‘myself. to 
sleep; yn however, .I. could: succeed, I heard the 
sound of stumping. steps, coming .upstairs, and. per- 
ceived a beam of light through the ‘crevices. of: the 
doer, and.,in.amoment.more the door opened. and in 
came! two,’ loutish farming lads whom I.had. observed 
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below, one of ithem bearing: a rushlight stuck into» an 
old blacking-bottle.. Without saying a word’ they: flung 
off part of their clothes, and) one of them having blown 
out the rushlight, they both tumbled into bed, and in 
a moment were snoring most sonorously. “I am in 
a'short bed,” said I, “and have snorers close by: me; 1 
fear Ishall ‘have a sorry: night of: it.” » I) determined, 
however, to adhere to my resolution of making the 
best of circumstances, and lay: perfectly quiet, listening 
to''the'snorings: as they rose and fell; at last they 
became more gentle and: I fell asleep, notwithstanding 
my ‘feet were projécting some: way from: the bed. I 
might» have lain:ten minutes or a quarter ofvan hout 
when 1 suddenly started: up:in the bed broad: awake: 
There was a great noise below the window of: plunging 
and struggling “interspersed with Welsh oaths! Then 
there was a sound: as if,of'a heavy fall, and’ presently 
a groan,. “ Ishouldn’t; wonder,” said I, “if that fellow 
with the horse has verified my words, and has either 
broken ‘his horse’s: neck or his’ own. However, if "he 
has, he has no one to blame but himself. I gave him 
fair warning, and. shall give myself no, further trouble 
about the matter, but go to’sleep,” and so I did: 


Mollet tatkh delid CEPAPT ERs XXXV 


“Builliant Morning Travelling with Edification—A Goork 
Clergyman—Gybi. 


a “AWOKE! Spottt! six. clock’ in the morning, having 
passed the night much better than I anticipated. The 
sun was ‘shining bright” and gloriously into the aparte 
ment. On looking into the other bed I found that my 
chums, the os farm - labourers, had deserted it, 


240 WILD) WALES ([cHap. 


They: wete probably already in’ thei} field» »busy: |at 
labour.» After lying a little | time» longer) In: arose, 
dressed), myself and went) down.» Il. found: myfriend 
honest: Pritchard smoking: his morning \\pipe at the 
front:door, and: after giving: him: the sele: ofthe) day, 
I inquired of him the cause: of' the’ disturbance ‘beneath 
thy window the night before, and: learned: that the man 
of the horse had been thrown by the animal off its, back; 
that the horse almost immediately .after: shad, slipped 
down, \ard ‘both had been: led home: very »much:hurt 
We then: talked about farming and’ the crops, and» at 
length: got! into.a discourse about Liverpooly, Isasked 
him! how ‘he: liked) that» mighty ‘seaport’; he said) very 
well, but: that ‘he did not¢know:muchmabout lit+-for 
though «he: hada house ‘there «where: his family had 
resided, he had not lived: muchat) Liverpool ‘himself; his 
absences from that place havingibeen'many and. longa: 

‘Have Ad travelled \then aseme about! England? 
said L. oon [t tin 

(<Nowhe laplieds g When Ihave travelled sit: has 
chiefly been across'the sea to: foreign places: zac sil pad 

“But what foreien places ‘have you visitediulomeae his} 

“T have visited;”» said)'-Pritchard, “Constantinople, 
Alexandria, and some other cities in the south latitudes.” 

“Dear me,” said I, “you have seen some of the most 
celebrated places in the world—and yet you were silent, 
and said nothing about your ttavels whilst that fellow 
Bos was pluming himself at having been at such places 
as Northampton and Worcester, the haunts” of 'Shoe- 
makers and pig-jobbers.” 

“ Ah,” said Pritchard, “but Mr Bos has travelled, with 
edification ; it is a fine, thing to, have. travelled. “when 
one has done so with edification, but I have not. ‘There 
is a vast deal. of difference between me and. him—he 
is considered the ‘cutest, man in, these parts, and Lis, muc 
looked ‘up to.” 


TOW \ 
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.“Yoware really,” said:I,)“the most modest person! 
have ever known and the least addicted to envy. Let 
me sée whetheriyou:have: travelled without edification.” 

»Lthen questioned him:about the places which he had 
mentioned,and found he knew’a great deal about: them, 
amongst: other; things: he described: Cleopatra’s ‘needle, 
and, the ae Maidan at Constantinople cay ee 
exactness. ' 

“You iit me out,” said I; “you consider voles 
inferior to that droving fellow Big; and ‘to have travelled 
without edification, whereasiyou know a thousand ‘times 
more, than he, and.indeed much more than .many a 
person who makes. his: five hundred a year. by going 
about lecturing. on foreign places, but as I am no 
flatterer I will tell you that-you have a fault which will 
always prevent your rising in this world, you have 
modesty ; those who have modesty shall have no 
advancement, whilst those who can blow their own horn 
lustily; shall'be made governors..: But allow me:to es 
yom ‘in: what capacity you went abroad ? ” 

1 Ais engineer to:various steamships,” said Pritchard. 
SA director: iof the: power of steam,”’said I) “and an 
explorer of ‘the wonders of Iscander’s city willing to hold 
the: candlé to Mr Bos. 1 will tell: you what; you are’ too 
good’ for: this» world, let” us' hone hii will ‘have’ your 
reward in the next.” 

ol breakfasted:and asked fo my bill sie bill aueibted 
to little’ or nothing—half-a-crown I think for ‘tea-dinner, 
sundry jugs of ale, bed and breakfast. I defrayed it, 
and'then inquired whether it-would be aes for meé to 
sée'the inside of the church. 

1“ QOhvyes,” said Pritchard. Iocan ‘let. you’ in; for I 
am ‘churchwarden and ‘have the key.” pests 

The'church was a little edifice, of some antiquity, with 
a little wing: and withoutia spire; it was situated’ amidst 
a grove of trees. As we stood with our hats off in ‘the 
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sacred edifice, I asked» Pritchard - if, there were ey 
Methodists in those parts. 

“Not so many as there were,” said: Peitohaed, “they 
are rapidly decreasing, ‘and indeed dissenters: in pciickal. 
The cause of their decrease is that a good clergyman has 
lately come here, who visits the sick and) preaches Christ, 
and in: fact'does his duty. \ If all our: clergymen’ were 
like him there would not be — aire in Ynis 
Fon,’ 

Outside the aitiecie in the wall, I bcm a etalat 
with ‘the following inscription in: English. 


Here lieth interred the body of Ann, wife of Robert Paston, who 
deceased the sixth day of October, Anno Domini. 


1671. 
Bade 


_ You seem struck’ with that writing ?,” said: Pritchard, 
observing that I stood motionless, staring at the tablet. 

“ The name of Paston,”. said I,“ struck me; it is. the 
name ofa ‘village in my own native district, from which 
an old; family, now ‘almost extinct, derived its name. 
How, came, a':Paston, into Ynys Fon? /Are there any 
people, bearitig that name at present in these’ ‘parts Pooe 

“ Not that I am aware,” said Pritchard, 

“I wonder who his wife Ann was?” said I, “ from the 
style. of that tablet: she must have been ;a: considerable 
person.” 

v: Rerbaps ae was thee darigbtive of the. iis furhily 
of Llan Dyfnant,” said Pritchard; “ that’s an/old family 
and a rich,one.'.|Perhaps he came from a distance and 
saw and married a daughter of the Lewis of Dyfnant— 
more than one stranger has done)so.. Lord’ Vivian came 
from a distance and saw.and marriedva denighien of the 


rich Lewis of Dyfnant.’» | mg 8 
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vlishook honest Pritchard by the hand, thanked’ him 

for his kindness and wished him farewell, whereupon 
he gave mine a ane Be squeeze, thanking me ‘for my 
custom.) i+ ©. 

t Which i is my way, ulead I, “to Pen Caer est ie 

i “ You‘must go about a mike on the Bangor road, and 
then turning to the right ‘pass through Penmynnydd, 
but what takes you to Holyhead?” 

“I, wish to see,” said I, “the place where Cybi the 
tawny saint :preached and worshipped. He. was ‘called 
tawny because: from his frequent walks in) the’ blaze: of 
the sun his!face had become much’sun-burnt..\ This! is a 
furiously hot day, and perhaps: by the time I get: to 
Holyhead, I may be so sun-burnt'!as to be able to 
for Cybi himself.” 


‘CHAPTER XXXVI 


“Moelfre—Owain Gwynedd—Church of Penmynnydd—The Rose of 
‘ Mona. 


LEAVING Pentraeth Coch I retraced my way along’ the 
Bangor road till I’ came ‘to the turning on the’ right. 
Here’ I'divérged from the aforesaid road, and” proceeded 
along’ one which’ led ‘néarly’ due west ;° after travelling 
about a’milé I stopped, on the top of a little hill ; corn- 
fields were on’ either side, and in one an aged man was 
reaping close to the road; I ‘looked south, west, north 
and east; to the south Was the’ Snowdon’ range’ far 
away; wee the Wyddfa just discernible ; ‘to the west and 
‘north was nothing very remarkable, but to the east or 
rather” iBtitdease: “was mountain Lidiart and the fall 
hill confronting it® across the'bay.’” Li 

“Can you tell me,” said I to the old reaper, “the 
name‘of that bald hill; which looks towards’ Lidiart ?” 


: 
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“We call that hill Moelfre,” said the oldman’ pace 
from his labour, and touching his hat: brit? en 

* Dear me,” said 1);!“ Moelfre, Moelffe}”stim ovev = 

“Ts there anything: wonderful in a name, eign said 
the old man smiling. load WV! 

“There is nothing’ wonderful ‘in seiale ieicnicl said I, 
“which merely means the bald hill, but it brings wonderful 
recollections to my mind.) little: thought*when: I’ was 
looking from: the road néat PentraethoCoch ‘yesterday 
on that hill, and the bay and strand below it, and admir+ 
ing the tranquillity. which reigned over allj: that Inwas 
gazing upon’ the scene of one:of the most! tremendous 
conflicts coomnons in:‘historyorcpoetry.’;sb tod “avotiui 

Dear» me,” said: the: old reaper; “and whom! may 
it have been between? the French and English, \f 
suppose.” 

“No,” said 1; “it was fought between one of your 
Welsh kings, the great Owain Gwynedd, and certain 
northern and Irish enemies of his.” 

se Only think,” said the old man, “ and ity was a fierce 
battle, sir?” 

“It was, indeed,” said I ; « according to the words of 
a poet, who described. it, the Menai could, not, ebb: on 
account of the torrent of blood. which) flowed into, ity 
slaughter was heaped. ;upon).slaughter, shout followed: 
_ shout, and around Moelfre,a. thousand) war flags. waved,”, 

is Well, sir,” said the old man, “I, neyer | before, heard. 
anything about it, indeed I don’t trouble, my bend with 
histories, unless they be Bible histories,” » 9.5), oqigeo 

“ Are you.a’Churchman?” said I... 4) a) | -* i ia 
. “No,” said the old man, shortly 5 “1 am a Methodist WE 
_ “Lbelong to the Church,” said I, nindston sew eon 
RS So.I should have guessed, sir, bt your. hein so. sell 
mae eat penniliians and, historeaa ie , the 
Church. . ‘I LOW EON 

“ This is i decadiulls ligt, iuienast ek sadd 3Js5 Mandl, 
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should’ liketo‘offer youisixpence for ale, but as°l ama 
Churchman :T suppose you would not accept it from in 
hands.” 

io*The Lord forbid; sit,” said the old man, “that I 
should be so uritharitable!) If! your! honour: chooses to 
givé “me isixperice; I will oreceivesit willingly.» Thank 
your'honour! }cWell) I: have» often »said ‘there is a» great 
deal of good in the Church of England.” 

I once more looked at the ‘hilb which overlooked the 
scéne of Owen! Gwynedd’s* triumph ‘over :the ;united 
forces of the Irish Lochlanders and Normans, and: then 
after-inquiring! ofthe old man» whether :I -was in) the 
tight! direction’ for Penmynnydd,and finding that; I was, 
d°set off ‘at ‘@igreat pace; singing occasionally snatches 
of Black Robin’s ode in) praise of se aie purine 
others the ‘following stanza :— 

“Bread of the wholesomest is found 
"/ °° Tn my mother-land of Anglesey ; 

1004 of) ?e Friendly bounteous men abound 

olil soim # In Penmynnydd of Anglesey.” 

oF réached*Penmynnydd, a ‘small village consisting of 
a few ‘white houses afd a mill) The meaning of 
Penmynnydd is literally the top of a hill. The village 
déés ‘not ‘stand! on’ a’ hill) but! the church: which is at 
some distance, stands on one, or rather on ‘a-hillock. 
And it is: probable from the circumstance of the church 
Standing on ‘avhillock, that theparish derives its name. 
Téwards'the’ church after'a slight “glance at the’ village, 
T*procéeded with hasty steps, and! was soon at the’ foot 
Of: ithe thillock. “Ac house; that ‘of the clergyman, stands 
near the church, on the top of the hill. I opened a 
-gatéland éeriteredia lane which’ seemed ‘to lead iy to 
the church. 

ib YAS: iPiwas: Bassine s some low buildings, probably offices 
pertaining to‘the ‘house,’a head’ was ‘thrust from a doof 
way, which stared at me. Itwas a strange hirsute head, 
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arid :probably looked more» strange, and hirsute’ than. it 
naturally was, owing to its having a hairy cap sii it. 

“Good day,” said I. 

“Good day, sar,” said the head, and in» a moment 
more a man of middle stature, about: fifty, in hairy cap, 
shirt-Sleeves, and green apron round his, waist, stoo:d 
before: me.» He looked the» beau-ideal /of ‘a servant, of 
all work. . ; . 

“Can I see the Siac >.” said I. 

“ Ah, you want to see the church,” said hanests Scrub, 
“Yes, sar! you shall see the: church. You go up road 
there past ;church—come to house, knock at door—say, 
what! you 'want—and: nice little girl show you, church, 
Ah, you quite right to come:and see! church—-fine tomb 
there:.and, clebber man sleeping, in it with his) wife, 


clebber man that—Owen Tiddir; married great queen 


—dyn clebber iawn.” 

Following the. suggestions of the man of the hairy 
cap I went round the church and’ knocked at the door 
of the house, a handsome parsonage. A nice little 
servant-girl, presently made her appearance at the 
door,,of whom I inquired, whether bi icoulehy see the 
church. . 

“ Certainly, sin ’ said she ; “T will Be for the ci and 
accompany \you.” ib 

She fetched the key ape away we went to. the church. 
It, is a venerable chapel-like edifice, with, a_, belfry 
towards the west; the roof sinking by. two. gradations, 
is lower at. the She or altar end, than at the other. 
The. girl, unlecting the » door, ushered me Hin a the 
interior. 

.“ Which is the. ae. af Pudor?” sail sie ve the, prety 
cawteel 


“ There it is, sir,” said she, pointing to. the. Se Bide 


of the church ;) “there is the tomb. of Owen Tudor.” ,... a 
Beneath a-low-roofed ,arch lay, sculptured in. stone. 


XXXVI. ] CHURCH OF PENMYNNYDD 247 


on an altar tomb, the figures of a man and woman; 
that of the man in armour; that of the woman in 
graceful drapery. The male figure lay next the wall. 

“And you think,” said I to the girl; “that yonder 
figure i is that of Owen Tudor?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the girl ; “yon figure is.that of Owen 
Tudor ;.the other is that of his wife, the great. queen ; 
both their bodies rest below.” 

I forbore to ‘say that‘the figures were not those of 
Owen Tudor andthe great queen, his’ wife; and I 
forbore to say''that their bodies did not’ rest’ in that 
church, nor anywhere in the neighbourhood, for I was 
unwilling to ‘dispel a pleasing delusion: The tomb is 
doubtless a’ tomb of ‘one’ of the ‘Tudor race, and ofa 
gentle partner of his, but not of ‘the Rose of Mona ‘and 
Catherine of France. Her bones ‘rest in..some’ corner 
of Westminster’s noble abbey; his’ moulder amongst 
those of thousands of others, Yorkists and Lancastrians, 
under the surface of the plain, where Mortimer’s Cross 


_ once stood, that plain on the eastern’ side of which 


meanders the murmuring Lug’; that noble plain, where 
one of the hardest battles which ever blooded English 
soil was fought; where beautiful young Edward gained 
a crown, and old Owen lost’a head, which when young 
had been the most beautiful of heads, which had gained 
for him the appellation of the Rose of Anglesey, and 
which had captivated the glances of the fair daughter 
of France, the widow of Monmouth’s vaste! the 
immortal victor of Agincourt. 

- Nevertheless, long did I stare at that tomb which 
though not that of the Rose of Mona ‘and: his queen, 
is certainly the’ tomb of some mighty one of’ the mighty 


_ race of Theodore.’ Then saying something in'Welsh to 


the pretty damsel, at which ‘she started, and’ ‘putting 
something into her -hand,.at, which, she» curtseyed, I 


- hurried out of the church, 
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Mental Excitation—Land of Poets—The ane in Y rok Baking 
Healths—The Greatest Prydydd— —Ehvy—Welshiien not Hogs 
—Gentlemanly Feeling—What Pursuit?—Tell him. to ) Walk 

“ Up—Editor of the 7imes—Careful Mibebilipsiere << 


I, REGAINED the, high road: by..a shod can Shick; I 
discovered, across a field. .1, proceeded. rapidly along 
for sometime... My mind,was, very much excited: I 
was in. the) birth-place of the mighty, Tudors—l.-had 
just seen the tomb of one of them; |1,,was.also, in the 
land of. the. bard; acountry, which’.had. produced 
Gwalchmai who sang the, triumphs of OQwain,.and’ him 
who had sung the Cowydd.of Judgment, Gronwy Owen, 
So no:wonder I, was excited: |,On I went reciting bardic 
snatches connected with Anglesey. At, length) 1 began 
repeating Black Robin’s ode’ in. praise-of ithe island, or 
rather ‘my. own translation of it, executed ‘more than 
thirty years before, which. amensih athensp contains Be 
following lines :— abraded dctete oi 
‘Twelve sober men; the muses wao; | 
. ,» Twelve sober men in Anglesey,.. ,.. wr 
Dwelling at home, like Patriots. fre, a er 
. In reverence for Anglesey.” ss haa bs ime 
Kf “Oh, ” said I, after I, had. recited that. pe: ee 
would, I not give. to see one of. those sober. patriotic 
bards, or at least one of their. legitimate,suecessors, for 
by. this’ time no) doubt, the jsober poets, mentioned »by 
Black, Robin, are, dead,, .That they, left legitimate 
successors! who.can, doubt ?.,.for Anglesey), is; meyer. to 
be .without; bards... Havewe not; the, words, not, ai 
Robin. the, Black, but Huw the: Red to that BESS. q aE 
by! SOON “* Brodin! gnawdiynddi: prydydd 5 plat i) oniidtoen 92 
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“Thatis:/a hibkpitable, country, in etlete a soset isa thiag af 
course, It has never been and will never be without song.” 
Here I became silent, and presently arrived at the 
side ‘of a little delleor ‘ravine;;down which: the: road: led, 
from east to west. The northern.and: southern sides of 
this dell were precipitous. Beneath the southern one 
stood a small-cottage. Justias I began to descend: the 
eastern side, two men began to descend the opposite 
oné, and itso happened that we met at the bottom of 
the dingle, just» before the house, which bore a sign, and 
over the door of which was an inscription to the effect 
that ale was sold within: They saluted me; I returned 
their salutation, and then weall three stood still looking 
at one another. One of the men’was rather a tall figure, 
about forty, dressed ‘in grey, or pepper-and-salt, with a 
cap of some kind on his head, his face was long and 
rather’ ‘good - looking, though’ slightly. pock’- broken. 
There was a’ peculiar gravity upon it. The. other 
person was ‘somewhat about \sixty-he was ‘much 
shorter than his*companion, and much worse dfesséd 
he wore a hat that had several holes ‘in it, a dusty 
rusty black coat, much too large for him; ragged 
yellow velveteen’ bteeches, indifferent fustian gaiters, 
and “shoes; cobbled here and there, one of which had 
rather an ugly bulge by the side near the toes. His 
mouth was exceedingly wide, and his nose. remarkably 
long ;/its extremity of a deep purple; upon his’ features 
was ‘a half-simple smile or leer; in his hand’ was along 
stick. After we had all taken a full view of one another 
I'said in Welsh, addressing myself to the: mam in‘gtey, 
“Pray may'I take the ane of pag the'name of cee 
place.” ©: » 
““]/believé-you are an Balelistiman,t sir,” said the man 
in’ grey, ‘speaking’ English; “Iwill therefore take the 
liberty of answering your question in the English weg 
The name of this place is Dyffryn Gaint.” 
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“ Thank you,’ said I; “you are quite right with regard 
to my :being an Englishman, perhaps you are one 
yourself?” 

‘Sir,’ said: the man in grey, “I shave not the honour 
to be'so. Jam a native of the small island in which we 
are,” 

“Small,” beaiel Leff but faery aap ‘for | pro- 
ducing illustrious men.” 

“That’s very true indeed, sir,” said the man in grey, 
drawing himself up ; “ it is particularly f famous for: |pro- 
ducing illustrious men.” 

“There was,Owen Tudor?” said I. 

“ Very true,’ said the:man.in grey, “his tombs is in the 
church a little way from hence.” 

“Then; said, I, “there was Gronwy Owen, one of. the 
greatest. bards that ever lived: Out of reverence to his 
genius I went yesterday to see the place of his birth.” 

“Sir,” said the man in grey, “I should be sorry to 
leave you without enjoying your conversation,at some 
length:. In.yonder house they. sell good ale, perhaps 
you will not be offended if I ask you: to drink some with 
me and my friend?” 

“You are very kind,” said I, “I am) fond, of good 
ale,and fonder still of ste COM PANY-tsi BP ORR AMS | go 
in P)” 

| We-went into the eines which was, kept re aman 
and his wife, both of whom seemed to be perfectly well 
acquainted, with my two new friends... We sat down on 
stools, bya clean white'table in; a little apartment with 
a, clay, floor—notwithstanding the heat of the weather, 
the little room was very cool and pleasant owing to the 
cottage being much protected from the sun by its ‘situa- 
tion, The,man,in grey called for a jug of ale, which 
was presently: placed before us along with three glasses: 
The man in grey having filled the glasses, from) the jug 
which might contain three ‘pints, handed ‘one to me, 
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another to his companion, and ‘then taking the third 
drank to my health. I drank to his and that. of his 
companion; the latter, after nodding to us both, emptied 
his at a draught, and then with a kind of. half-fatuous 
leer, exclaimed, “Da iawn, very good.” 

The ale, though not very good, was cool and neither 
sour nor bitter; we then sat for a moment or, two in 
silence, my ab psens on one side of the table, and. I 
on the other. After a little time the man in grey looking 
at me said : . 

“Travelling I suppose in Anglesey for pleasure ?” 

.“ To:a certain extent,” said [; “but my chief object in 
visiting Anglesey was to view the birth-place of Gronwy 
Owen ; I saw it yesterday, and am now going to Holy- 
head chiefly with a view to see the country.” 

“And how came you, an Englishman, to iepaaian 
thing of Gronwy Owen?” 

“J studied Welsh literature when young,” said L, “and 
was, much struck with the verses of Gronwy : he was one 
of the great bards of Wales, and certainly the most 
illustrious genius that Anglesey ever produced.” 

“ A great genius, I admit,” said the man in grey, “ but 
pardon me, not.exactly the greatest Ynis, Fon has pro- 
duced... The race of the bards is not quite extinct in the 
island, sir. I could name one or two—however, I leave 
others to do so—but I assure you the race of bards is 
not quite extinct here,” 

“Tam delighted to hear you say so,” atl 8 “and 
make. no doubt that you speak, correctly,. for the Red 
Bard has, said that Mona is never to be without a poet— 
but where am I to find one? Just before I saw you I 
was) wishing to, see a poet; I would willingly give a 
quart of ale to see a genuine Anglesey poet.” 

“You would, sir, would: you?.” said the. man in grey, 
lifting his head on high, and curling his upper lip. 

“I would, indeed,” said I, “my greatest desire at 


4 
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present is to see an Anglesey poet, but where am'I'to 
find one?” 

“Where is he to find one?” said bie of the eizsed 
hat; “where’s the gwr boneddig ‘to: find: ai ao 
No occasion to go far, he, he, he.” 

* Well,” said I, “but where is he?” 

“Where is he? why, there,” said “he, poifiting ‘to vite 
man in grey—“the greatest: prydydd ‘in ‘tir Fon ‘or! a 
whole world.” ys 

“Tut, tut, hold your tongue,” said the man in grey. 

“Hold my tongue, myn Diawl, not II speak the 
truth,” then filling his glass he emptied it exclaiming, 
“Pll not hold my tongue. The greatest pial in the 
whole world.” 

“Then I have the honour to be seated with a bakd of 
Anglesey?” said’ I, addressing the man in gtey. © 

“Tut, tut,” said he of the grey suit. 

“The greatest prydydd in the whole world,” iterated 
he of the bulged shoe, with a slight hiccup, as he ioe 
filled his glass, 

“Then,” said I, “Iam truly fortunate.” 

“Sir,” said the man in grey, “I had no intention of 
discovering myself, but as my friend here has betrayed 
my secret, I confess that I am a bard of Anglesey—iny 
friend is ‘an excellent individual but indiscreet, highly in- 
discreet, as I have frequently told him,” and here he looked 
most benignantly reproachful at him of the tattered hat. 

“The greatest prydydd,” said the latter, “the greatest 
ptydydd that——” and leaving ‘his sentence ‘incomplete 
he drank off the ale which he had poured into his glass. 

“Well,” said I, “I cannot sufficiently congratulate my- 
self for having met an Anglesey bard—no doubt a 
graduate one. Anglesey was always famous for ‘graduate 
bards, for what says Black Robin? lens 


“Though Arvon Peasate Bards can mice pris 
Yet more canst thou, O Anglesey.”" 
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o“ L_suppose by graduate bard you mean,jone who has 
gained the chair at an eisteddfod?” said the man in 
grey. “No, I have never gained the silver chair—I 
have never had an opportunity. I have been, kept out 
‘of the eisteddfodau, There is sucha thing as. envy, sir 
—but there is one comfort, that envy will not always 
prevail.” 

“No,” said I; “envy will not always prevail—envious 
scoundrels: may chuckle for a time at the seemingly 
complete success of the dastardly arts to which they 
‘have recourse, in order to crush merit—but. Providence 
is not asleep. All of a sudden they see their supposed 
‘victim on a pinnacle far above their reach. Then there 
is weeping, and gnashing of teeth with a vengeance, and 
the long, melancholy howl. Oh, there is nothing in. this 
world which gives one so perfect an idea. of .retribution 
as the long melancholy howl of the disappointed envious 
scoundrel when he sees his supposed victim smiling on 
an altitude far above his reach.” 

“Sir,” said the man in grey, “I am delighted to, hear 
‘you. Give me your hand, your honourable hand., Sir, 
you have, now felt the hand-grasp of a Welshman, to 
say nothing of an Anglesey bard, and I have felt that, of 
‘a Briton; perhaps’ a bard, a brother, sir? Oh, when, I 
first saw your face out there in the dyffryn, I at once re- 
cognised in it that of a kindred spirit, and I felt com- 
pelled; to ask you'to drink. «Drink, sir |; but how. is this? 
the’ jug is empty—how is! this?--Oh, I see—my friend 
sir, though: an) excellent: individual, is indiscreet, sir— 
very: ‘indiscreet.) Landlard; ang this moment another 
jug of ale!” 

“The greatest sscondydeld ” stuttered be of the. bulged 
ea the greatest prydydd—Oh 

“Tut, tut,” said the man in gtey. 
6] speak the truth and care for no one,” said ne of 
the tattered hat, “Ii say the greatest prydydd.). If any 
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one wishes to pai me let him show his fame and 
Myn Diaw!l 

The landlord brought the ale, ellie it on the table: 
and then stood as if waiting for spyne ames 
- ©] suppose you are waite to be paid,’ said 1; “what 
is your demand?” 

“Sixpence for this jug, and sixpence for the other,” 
said the landlord. Beno 

I'took out a shilling and said: “It is but right that 
I should pay half of the’ reckoning, and as the whole 
affair’ is*smerely a shilling’ matter, I should feel obliged 
in being permitted to pay the whole, so, landlord, take 
the shilling and remember you are paid.” I) then 
delivered the shilling’ to the landlord, but had no) sooner 
done so''than'the man in grey, starting up ‘in violent 
agitation, wrested the money from the is an and ‘oon 
it down on the table before me saying :— 

“No, no, that’ will never do. I invited you in feck 
to drink, and now you would pay for the liquor which 
I ordered: You English are free with your money, 
but you are sometimes free with it at the expense of 
people’s feelings. I am +a Welshman, and 1 know 
Englishmen consider all Welshmen hogs. But we are 
not hogs, mind you! for'we have little feelings which 
hogs have not... | Moreover, I would -have you know 
that we have’ money; though perhaps not so muchas 
the Saxon.” ‘Then putting his hand ‘into his pocket, 
he pulled out a shilling, and giving it to the landlord, 
said in Welsh: “Now thou‘art’ paid, and mayst go thy 
ways till thou art again called for. I’ do not: know why 
thou didst stay after thou hadst put down the ale. Thou 
didst know enough of me to know that thou dads run 
no risk of not being paid.” 

“But,” said I, after the landlord hid “degene® «] 
must insist.on being my ‘share. Did you not hear’ me 
say that I would give a quart of ale to see a poet?” ©. 
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“A> poet’s face,” said the man in grey, “should: be 
common to all, even like that of the suni.' He is:no 
true poet, who would keep his face from: the world.” 

“But,” said I, “the sun frequently hides «his mest 
from the world, behintl a cloud.” : 

“Not: so,” said the man in grey, >) “The ‘sun thes 
not’ hide» his face, it is ‘the cloud that hides'it. ‘The 
sun is always glad enough to be seen, and so isthe 
poet. If both are occasionally hid, ‘trustsme itis’ no 
- fault of theirs. ede that in-mind ; and now pray ene 
up your money.” 

“The man is a gentleman,” sepia 1 to myself, 
“whether a poet. or not; but I really believe him to be 
a poet ; were he not he could bendy talk in'the manner 
I have just heard him.” 

' The man in grey now filled my: glass, his: own, and 
that of his:companion. The latter emptied his inva 
minute, not forgetting first to say “the best vprydydd 
in all the world!” the man in grey was also not slow 
to empty his own. The jug now passed rapidly between 
my two friends, for the poet seemed ‘determined’ to 
have his full share of the ‘beverage. I allowed ‘the ale 
in my glass: to. remain untasted, and» began ‘to: :talk 
about the bards, and to quote from ‘their works,’ I 
soon found that the man in grey knew quite as much 
of the old, bards and their works as: myself: In one 
instance he ‘convicted me of a mistake. 

I had quoted those remarkable lines in which an old 
bard, doubtless seeing the Menai Bridge by’ means of 
second sight, says:—“ I will pass to the’ land of Mona 
notwithstanding the waters of the: Menai; without wait- 
ing for the ebb”—and was feeling not'a little proud of 
‘my: erudition, when the man in grey after looking. at 
me for a moment fixedly, asked me the name’iof the 
bard who composed them. “Sion Tudor,” I replied. 

“There you are wrong,” said the man in grey; “his 
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name was not. Sion Tudor!) but)» Robert» Vychan,’ in 
English, Little Bob.. ‘Sion Tudor, wrote \an:englyn 
on the Skerries: whirlpool in» the Menai}. but it was 
Little Bob who wrote; the stanza in which ns erie 
bridge over the Menai is hinted at.” 

“You are right,” said I; “you are ‘tok Well, Aven 
glad that all:song: and feeraing are not dead in’ “¥nis 
Fon: »”» i 

“Dead,” said ‘the man in grey, whose features iat 
to: be rather flushed, “they are neither dead nor ‘ever . 
will be. There are plenty of poets in Anglesey—why, 
I can mention twelve, and: amongst. them; and not the 
least—pooh, what was I going to say? twelve? there 
are; genuine Anglesey poets, born there, and ‘living 
there for the love they bear their native land. When 
I say they all live in, Anglesey, perhaps I. am not quite 
accurate, for one.of the dozen does not exactly live in 
Anglesey, but just over the bridge.: He is an elderly 
man, gk his awen, I assure you, is as young and nena 
as ever.” 

“I shouldn’t be at. all racy ” said I, re he was 
a certain ancient gentleman, from valve I obtained 
information pe stone ays with respect to the ees 
of Gronwy Owen.” 

“Very likely,’ said the man in grey; “ bel if: pou 
have: seen him» consider yourself fortunate, for he iis 
a genuine bard, and a genuine son of ———— not- 
withstanding he cael across the water.” . 

. “If he is the person I allude to,” said I, “Tam doubly 
fortunate, for I have seen two bards of Anglesey.”) 

“Sir, said the man in grey, “1 consider myself shite 
as fortunate, in having met such a Saxon as yourself, as 
it is possible for you to do, in hating) seen two! jase of 
Ynis: Fon.” . ob: Scht 

“I suppose: you follow some pursuit besides bardism a 


said I; “I suppose you farm?” aft 
: 
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ighh do not! farm,” ‘said = man in’ grey, “I keep an 
inn.” 
iff Mxepes an inn?” sited if 

Dig Veszt! said) ache man in’ grey. — 
Listy! yy ‘ 

tts Sure;! aid I, “inn-keeping and a are not very 
cognate ipursuits ?” 

‘i You ‘are wrong,” said the man in grey; “I believe 
the‘awén,'or inspiration, is quite as much at home in 
the: bar as'in'the barn, perhaps more: It is that belief 
which makes' me tolerably satisfied with my’ position 
and prevents me from Spe Sir Richard to give me 
a‘farm instead ofan inn.” 

SI suppose,” said 9) “that Sir Richard is ‘your? land- 
lords?!” 02 . 3c 
of Hees)” ‘said the man in grey, “and’a right’ noble 
teria too.” 
b*Tisuppose,”! said I} “that he ‘is right eee ofchis 
cenenee 4 

“Hetis, said the’man: in grey, “and I°am proud of 
my landlord, and will here drink his health. ~ I ‘have 
often ‘said that if were’not what’ I am, I’ should wish 
torbe \Sir Richard;” Li 
dft'You ‘consider yourself his superior ?” said I. 

» “Ofcourse,” said ‘the ‘man in grey—“a' baronet’ is’a 
baronet ; but a bard, is'a bard you'know—I never forget 
what iI) am) andthe respect due to ‘my’ sublime calling. 
About:a month'ago I was seated in‘an uppér apartment 
in a fit of rapture. There was’a? pen inimy hand, and 
paperi*before°me°on the ‘table; and likewise a jug of 
good! ale,for Tvalways* find ‘that’ the awen ‘Gs’ “most 
prodigal of her favours when a jug of good ale’ is 
before» mé.! “Albtofva ‘sudden my wife came running 
up,/and told’me‘that Sir Richard was ‘below, and ‘wanted 
to speak tooma ¢Tell him! to°walkoup? said I.° “Are 
you ‘mad ?»said my! wife..’*Don’t. you. know who’ Sir 

: I 


Selah at 
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Richard is?’ ‘I do, said I,‘a baronet isa baronet, 
but a bard is a bard. Tell him to walk up. Well, 
my wife went and told Sir Richard that I) was writing, 
and could not come down, and that she hoped he would 
not object to walk up. ‘Certainly not; certainly not,’ 
said Sir Richard. ‘I shall be only too happy tovascend 
to a genius on his hill, You may be: proud of such a 
husband; Mrs W.’.. And here it will be: as well to: tell 
you that my name is W.—J. W. of. Sir Richard 
then came up, and I received him) with gravity and 
politeness. I did not rise of course, for I never forget 
myself a moment, but I. told him to ,sit down, and 
added, that after I had finished the. pennill) I,.was 
engaged upon, I would speak to him. Well, Sir Richard 
smiled and sat down, and begged me not to hurry 
myself, for that he could wait. So I. finished | the 
pennill, deliberately, mind you, for I did. not, forget 
who: I was, and then turning to Sir Richard entered 
upon business with him.” 

. “I suppose’ Sir. Richard isa cnvety ~~ termpered 
man?” said I, 

“J don’t know,” said the man. in eieti “y iets seen 
Sir Richard in a devil of a passion, but: never with me 
—no, no!; Trust Sir Richard for not riding the high 
horse with me—a. baronet. is a baronet, theteaan beads isa 
bard ; and that Sir Richard knows.” | . 

‘ Ehe greatest prydydd,” said the man of, thes tattenéd 
hat, emptying the last ponents: af the j jug: into: his’ a 
“the greatest, prydydd that te 

“Well,” said I, “you appear to enjoy very great: con- 
sideration, and yet you were talking just now. af > in 
ill-used.” 

“So I have been,” said the man in’ grey, “] hae decent 
kept out of the eisteddfoddau—-and then awh Ga, yon 
think? | That fellow, the editor of the Zz#zes. Y3qp.4 

“Oh,” said I, “if you have anything to do with the 
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editor of ‘the Zzmes you may, of course, expect nothing 
but shabby treatment, but what business could you have 
with him?” 

“Why I sent him some pennillion for insertion, and 
he did not insert them.” 

“Were they in Weslsib or English?” 

“In Welsh, of course.” 

“Well, then the man had some excuse for deremiebhe 
them—because you know the 77mes iswritten in English.” 

“Oh, you mean the ‘London Z7zmes,” said the man in 
grey. “Pooh! I did not allude to that trumpery journal, 
but the Liverpool 7Zzmes, the Amserau. I sent some 
pennillion to the editor for insertion and he did not in- 
sert them: Petha clwir cenfigen yn Saesneg? ” 

“We call cenfigen in English envy,” said I; “but as 
I told you before, envy will not always prevail.” 

“You cannot imagine how pleased I am with your 
company,” said the man in grey. “Landlord, landlord!” 

“The greatest prydydd;” said the man of the tattered 
hat, “the greatest prydydd.” 

“Pray don’t order any more on my <account,” said I, 
“asi'you see my glass is still full, I am about to start 
for Caer Gybi. Pray, where are you bound for?” 

“For Bangor,” said the man inogrey.' “I am going 
to Avera aneans ) - Ovi 
»“Then I would advise you to lose no time,” said I, 
“or you will Hf tliats be too late; it must now’ be one 
o'clock.” | i 

“There is no market vend? said the man'in grey, 
“the market is to-morrow, which is Saturday. I like 
to take things leisurely, on which account, when I go 
to market, I generally set out the day’ before, in order 
that I may enjoy myself upon the road. I feel myself 
so happy here that I shall not’ stir till the ‘evening. 
Now pray stay with me and my friend till'then.” 

“T cannot,” said I, “if I stay longer here’ I shall’ never 
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reach Caer Gybi to-night. . But allow me'to ask whether 
your business at L will not suffer by your spending 
so much time on the road to market ?” 

“My wife takes care of the business whilst I’ am 
away,” said the man in grey, “so it won't suffer much. 
Indeed it is she who chiefly conducts. the business of the 
inn. I spend a good deal of time: from home; for be- 
sides being a bard and: inn-keeper, I must tell you I am 
a horse-dealer and a jobber, and if I go to Bangor it is 
in the are of purchasing a horse or pig wera the 
money.” 

“ And is your friend going to entitle ree said: I. 

“My friend goes with me to assist me and bear me 
company. If I buy a pig he will help me to drive it 
home} if a horse, he will get up upon its back behind 
me. I might perhaps do. without him, but I enjoy his’ 
company highly. He is sometimes rather indiscreet, 
but I do assure you he is exceedingly clever.” 

“The greatest prydydd,” said the man of: the biilged 
shoe, “the greatest prydydd in the world.” 

“Oh, I have no doubt of his cleverness,” said I, “from 
what I have observed of him. Now before I go allow 
me to pay for your next jug of ale.” 

“JT will do no such thing,” ‘said: the, man‘ in: prey. 
‘No farthing do you pay here for me or my friend either. 
But I will tell. you what you may do. I,am, as I\ have 
told you, an inn-keeper as well.asa bard. By the time 
you get to L you will be hot and hungry ‘ahd in 
need of refreshment, and if you think proper to patronise 
my house, the Aris, by taking your chop and pint’ 
there, you will oblige me. Landlord, some more ale.” 

“ The greatest prydydd,” said he of. the bie ihe 
“the greatest prydydd——” ty 

“Twill most certainly patronise your hoitse?? ‘enith I 
to the man'in grey, and spangete him oe ye ae 
hand I departed. sil 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 


Inn at L—— The Handmaid—The Decanter—Religious Gentle- 
man—Truly Distressing—Sententiousness—Way to Pay Bills, 


I_ PROCEEDED on my way in high spirits indeed, having 
now. seen not only the tomb s the Tudors, but one of 
those. sober poets for which Anglesey has always been 
so famous. . The. country was pretty, with here and 
there a hill, a harvest-field, a clump of trees or a grove. 
I soon reached L——,, a,small but neat town. _ “ Where 
is the. Arms?” said I to a man whom I met. 

“Yonder, sir, yonder,” said he, pointing to a magni- 
ficent structure on the left. 

JI went.in. and, found myself i in a spacious hall, A 
‘good-looking young woman in a white dress with a pro- 
fusion of pink. ribbons confronted me: with a curtsey. 
“A. pint anda chop!” I exclaimed, with a flourish of 
my handand.at the top of my voice. The damsel gave 
a.kind of start,.and then, with something like a toss of 
the head, led the way into.a very large room, on the 
left, in which were many tables, covered with snowy- 
white cloths, on which were plates, knives and forks, the 
latter seemingly of silver, tumblers, and wine-glasses, 

, “Lthink you asked for a pint and a chop, sir?” said 
the damsel, mationing me_.to sit down. at one of the 
tables. . whe 

pF did, : said I, as I sat down, “let them be brought 
with_all convenient speed, for I.am in something of a 
hurry.” 
tudf Nema sir,’ said: the damsel, and. then. with 
another, kind of toss of the head, she, went, away, not 
forgetting to, turn half round, . to take a furtive glance 
at, me. before she went, out, of the. door, 
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“Well,” said I, as I looked at the tables, with their 
snowy-white cloths, tumblers, wine-glasses and what not, 
and at the walls of the room: glittering with mirrors, 
“surely a poet never kept so magnificent an inn before ; 
there: must be something in this. fellow besides the 
awen, or his’ house would never exhibit such: marks of 
prosperity and good taste—there must be something in 
this fellow ; though he pretends to be a wild erratic son 
of Parnassus, he must have an eye to the main chance, 
a genius for turning the penny, or rather the sovereign, 
for the accommodation here is no penny accommodation, 
as I shall probably find. Perhaps, however, like myself, 
he has an exceedingly clever wife who, whilst he is mak- 
ing verses, or running about the country swigging ale 
with people in bulged shoes, or buying pigs or glandered 
horses, looks after matters at home, drives a swinging 
trade, and keeps not only herself, but him respectable— 
but even in that event he must have a good deal of 
common-sense in him, even like myself, who always 
allows my wife to buy and sell, carry money to the bank, 
draw cheques, inspect and pay tradesmen’s bills, and 
transact all my real business, whilst I myself pore over 
old books, walk about shires, discoursing with ‘gypsies, 
under hedgerows, ‘or with sober bards—in hedge ale- 
houses.” I continued’ musing in this manner’ until ‘the 
handmaid made ‘her appearance with a tray, on which 
were covers and a decanter, which she placed before me, 
“What is that?” said I, pointing to a decanter. 

“Only a pint of sherry, sir,” said she of ie mare 
dress and ee 

“Dear me,” said I, “I ‘ordered no sherry, I lailtea 
some ale—a pint of ale.” 

“You called for ‘a pint, sir,’ said the handmaid, “ but 
you mentioned no ale, and I naturally supposed that'a 
gentleman of your appéarance”—here she glanced at my — 
dusty coat—“and ‘speaking in the tone you did, would 
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not, condescend to drink ale with his chop; however, 
as it seems I have been mistaken, I can. take away 
the sherry and bring you the ale.” 

“Well, well,” said I, “you can let the sherry remain ; 
I do not like sherry, and am very fond of ale, but you 
can let the wine remain ; upon the whole I am glad you 
brought it—indeed I merely came to do a good turn to 
the master of the! house.” 

» Thank you, sir,” said the handmaid. 

“ Are you his daughter?” said I. 

-€ Oh no, sir,’ said the handmaid reverently ; “only 
his waiter.” 

, “You may be proud to wait on him,” said I. 
“Iam, sir,” said the handmaid,’ casting .down her 
eyes. 

“J, suppose he is much respected. in the neighbour- 
hood ?” said: I. I 

» “Nery much: so, sir,” said ‘the damsel, “especially 
amidst the connection.” 

“The connection,” said I. “Ah, I see, he has ex- 
tensive consanguinity, most Welsh have. — But,” I 
continued, “there is such a thing as envy in the world, 
and: ithere;are a great many malicious people in ‘the 
world, who speak against him.” 

i “Ae great imBny; sir, but we take what they say from 
whence it;comes.” 

“You do quite right? t bait I. “Has your, master 
eritten any. poetry lately ?” 

“Sir! said the damsel staring at me. 

_ “Any: petty.) ” said I, “any pennillion?” 

&No, sir,”. "said the ance); “my, master isa respect- 
able man, and would scorn to do anything of the kind.” 
“Why,” said I, “is not, your master a ‘bard. as well as 
an innkeeper?” . 

_ “My master, sir, is an Mpkeeper” said the damsel; 
“but as for the other, I don’t know what you mean,” 
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“Ao bard,” said I, '“isoa prydydd, 'aoperson® who 
makes versespennillion; Hoes not” se master ae 
them ?” Mie TsHe as 

“My master make nana No, siri;* my master is a 
religious gentleman, and saci scorn to”: a such 
profane stuff.” WW 

“Well,” said I, “he told ‘me he did beithiti the last two 
hours. I met him at Dyffrin Gaint, along ‘with another 
man, and he took me into the public: spent: — we 
had a deal of discourse.” 

“You met my master at Dyffryn Gaint?® cad wi 
damsel. 

“Yes,” said I, “and he treated me with ale; told me 
that he was a ‘poet, os ‘that he was going to” Bango 
to buy a horse or a pig.” ys 

“T don’t see how that:could be, sir,” said’ the;damsel ; 
“my master is at present in the house, .rather unwell; 
and has not been out ‘for’ the te three: wesc lei 
must be some mistake.” moo ont tabinn, 

“ Mistake,” = Iv “Isn't this shige sini ant» 

“Yes, sir, it is.” QReAOD  SVeLy 

“And isn’t your master’s name We” ¥ bounitnes 

“No, ‘sir, my ‘master’s name is H—-—; anda ‘more 
respectable man——” . qe odve blow 

“Well,” said I/interrupting hela all: I ‘can? say’ is 
that I met a man in Dyffryn Gaint, whoctréated ome 
with ‘ale, told me that his name was’ W—<4, that he 
was a prydydd and kept the —+©Arms at’\L-4==.?!)) 

“Well,” said the damsel}: “now: I «remember, there 
is a person of that name in’ L——, and: hevalsoikeéps 
a house ‘which “he’ calls the —— aide: but. it is “only 
a -public-house,” w Dt sor sids 
But, 5 saidd] sts hes not ia) carpe an ‘ntegétious 
poet; does he not write cee eee Bae 
admires 31) b idan 

«Welly said ‘the’ denridel/ 0's betidte Hi does write 
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things aes ne ‘ae <span = his eee eo 
atithem.” . 
bot Genie come,” bua I, wf will: not hear the oda 
tionsof aiman ‘who’ treated me'with/ale; spoken of with 
disrespect.) 1 amvafraid’ that you are'one of ‘his envious 
maligners,jof: ey ihe gave 1 meé to ogee at that’ ‘he 
had a'great many)”: mn 
ert Envious, sirt>notel indeed sae if 1 were dis poe 
tobe envious: of! aes it would not be: of him; ‘oh 
deat; why*he ds 
ov fA bard oof” Avélesch? seid | i, interrupting “her, 
sgurehd a personas» Gronwy Owen’ describes “in the 
following ‘lines, | tog by-the: wehbe were! written” iMod 
hienself: Bib oe 


a ‘Where? er ee goes he’ S sure to.find 
_ Respectful looks and greetings, kind,’ 


: “41 tell ens that it was out! of respect to that man that I 
Sartni deo this house)!::Had'I not! thought that! he’ kept 
it, 1 should:notihave entered: it and’ called fora pint 
and chop—how distressing! how truly distressing!” 

eb Well, sir,” said the damsel, “if there is anything 
distressing: you have only)to) thank':your acquaintance 
who ‘choosesto»'call ‘his mug-house’’by the name of 
a respectable hotel; for I:would: have you) know that 
thiseis ‘an’ hotelyand kept:'by: a ‘respectable ‘anda 
religious ‘man, dnd not! keptoby » However, I s¢orh 
f6 saysmiore;: especially aso lo might be misinterpreted, 
Sir, thete’s your pint: and: chop, and ifs you «wish for 
anything “else you can ring.«» Envious, indeed, of such-+ 
‘Marry ‘come ‘up! ” “and: with! ia itoss‘of her head; higher 
than a she! acl hitherto given, she bounced out of = 
Toom, Snitsa, 13tA » irs 

fz Addie’ owas ai mash affair! a ay chtelred fhe! ees 
‘and: ordered) ‘the chop and pint'in the belief:that by, $0 
doing I was patronising the poet, and lo, I wasiin 
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the poet’s house, and my order would benefit a person 
for whom, however respectable and religious, I cared 
not,one rush. . Moreover, the pint which I had ordered 
appeared in the guise not, of ale, which I am: fond. of, 
but of sherry, for which I have always entertained a 
sovereign contempt, as a silly, sickly compound, ‘the 
use of which will transform a nation, however. bold 
and warlike by nature, into ‘a race, of sketchers, 
scribblers, and punsters, in fact into what Englishmen 
are at the present day. But who was to blame? Why, 
who but the poet and myself? The poet ought to have 
told me that there were two houses in L——. bearing 
the sign of the Arms, and that I must fight shy 
of the hotel and steer for the pot-house, and when I 
gave the order I certainly ought to have been a little 
more explicit; when I said a pint I ought to have 
added—of ale. Sententiousness is a fine thing some- 
times, but not always. By being sententious’ here, 
I got sherry, which’ I dislike, instead of ale which I 
like, and should have to pay more for what was dis- 
agreeable, than 1 should have had to pay for what was 
agreeable. Yet I had merely echoed the poet’s: words 
in calling for a pint and chop, so after all the poet was 
to blame for both mistakes. . But perhaps he’ meant 
that I should drink sherry at his house, and. when he 
advised me to call for a pint, he meant a pint of sherry. 
But the maid had said he kept a pot-house, and no 
pot-houses have wine-licences; but the maid after all 
might be an envious baggage, and no better than she 
should be. But what was now to be done? Why, 
clearly make the best of the matter, eat the chop and 
leave, the sherry. So I commenced eating the: chop, 
which was by this time nearly cold. After eating afew 
morsels I looked at the sherry: “I may as well take 
ad, glass,” said I. So with a ae face : ie a sna 
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“What detestable stuff!” said I, after I had drunk it. 
“However, as I shall have to pay for it I may as 
well go through with it.” So I poured myself out 
another glass, and by the time I had finished the chop 
I had finished the sherry also. 

And now what was I to do next? Why, my best 
advice seemed to be to pay my bill and depart. But I 
had promised the poet to patronize his house, and had 
by mistake ordered and despatched a pint and chop 
inja house which was not the poet’s. Should I now go 
to. his house: and order a pint and chop there? De- 
cidedly not! I had patronised a house which I believed 
to be the poet’s; if I patronised the wrong one, the 
fault was his, not mine—he should have been more ex- 
plicit. I had performed my promise, at least in intention. 

Perfectly satisfied with the conclusion I had come to, 
I rang the bell. “The bill?” said I to the handmaid. 

“Here it is!” said she, placing a strip of paper in my 
hand, 

I looked at the bill, and, whether moderate or im- 


” moderate, paid it with a smiling countenance, commended 


the entertainment highly, and gave the damsel something 
handsome for her trouble in waiting on me. 

' Reader, please to bear in mind that as all bills must 
be paid, it is much more comfortable to pay them with 
a smile than with a frown, and that it is much better 
by. giving sixpence, or a shilling to a poor servant, 
which you will never miss at the year’s end, to be 
followed from the door of an inn by good wishes, than 
by giving nothing to be pursued by cutting. silence, or 
the yet more cutting Hm! 

“Sir,” said the good- looking, well-ribboned « damsel, 
“I wish you a pleasant journey, and. whenever you 
please again to honour our: establishment. with your 
| presence, both Kika master and myself shall be infinitely 
| obliged to you.” 


“CHAPTER XXXIX 


Oats and Methodism—The Little Girl—Ty Gwyn—Bird of the 
Roof—Purest English—Railroads—Inconsistency—The Boots. 


Ir might be about four in’ the afternoon when 'T left 
L—— bound’ fot Pen Caer Gybi, or Holyhead; seven: 
teen miles distant. I reached the top of the hill on the 
west of the little town, and then walked briskly ‘forward. 
The country’ looked’ poor and mean—on ‘my’ right’ 
was a field of oats, on my left’ a Methodist chapel—oats 
and Methodism! what better symbols of poe, and 
meanness ? 

I went onward a long’ way, the weather was broiling 
hot, and I felt ‘thirsty! On the top of a long’ ascent 
stood a house by’ the roadside. I went to’ the door 
and knocked—no answer—“ Oes neb yn y oe ane ql 

“Oes!” said an infantine voice. 

I opened the door and’saw a little gil. vise Fave’ you! 
any water?” said I.’ uBtreIIS ol 

“No,” said the child, “but I have’ this,” and she 
brought me some butter-milk in’ a basin. © I just tasted 
it, gave the child a penny and blessed a IU IBG St 

“Oes genoch tad?” — 

“No,” said she ; “but I have a mam.” Tad i in mam ; 
blessed sounds ; in all fea said ghee esd same 
blessed’ things. 2 POT: 

“After walking’ for some hours’ I°saw’a tall bhie: hill 
in the far distance before me.’ “What'is the name of 
that hill?” said-I to a woman whom I met. 

“Pen Caer Gybi,” she replied. mr 
Soon after I came to a village neat to’a ‘rocky aul 
On inquiring the name ‘of the village, I was ‘told it: “was: . 
Llan vee Afon, or the church of the river, 'P passed on; 

{ 
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the country was neither grand nor ‘pretty-+it exhibited 
a’ kind of ‘wildness, ‘however, which: did not» fail. to 
interest me—there were stones, rocks and furze: in 
abundance. “Turning round the corner of a hill, 1 ob- 
served through the mists of evening, which) began’ to 
eather about me, what seemed to be rather a genteel 
house on’ the’ roadside; on my | left, and alittle way 
behind it a strange kind of monticle, on'which I thought 
Tobserved tall upright stones. Quickening my pace, | 
soon came parallel with the house, which as I drew 
high, ceased to look like’ a genteel house, and exhibited 
an appearance of great desolation, . It: was a white, or 
rather grey structure of some: antiquity. It. was 
evidently used as a farm-house, for there was a yard 
adjoining to it, in which: were stacks: and: agricultural 
implements. Observing two men in the yard, I went 
in. They were respectable, farm-looking men, between 
forty “and fifty ;‘orie had ona coat and hat, the other 
acap and jacket. “Good evening,” I said in» Welsh, 
‘of Good evening,” they replied in ithe same language, 
tooking: inquiringly at me. 

“What is the name of thse place? "said i 
‘ofItis called: Ty gwyn,” said the man of the hat. 

“On account of its colour, I suppose ?”said I. 
i “Just'so,? said the man of thé hat. ‘ 
‘| “Ttlooks old; said I. 
as And it -is' old,” he replied: | “‘'In the: time, of the 
Papists it was one of their chapels.” 
| “Does. it: belong to you?” I demanded.’ | 
Oh no, it belongs to one Mr Sparrow from Liverpool. 
I am his bailiff; and: this man is a:carpenter who is’ here 
doing a job for him.” a 

oHere’ ensued: a pause, sbi was bedlebt, by the ‘man 
Joi Lg ne payihe in’: second to ‘the man’; of the 
aan f 
br “Who: cat » thts cavasiors feiiow obe ?) he «has nota 
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word of English, and though he speaks Welsh. his 
Welsh sounds very different from ours. Who can he 
bed . 

“T am sure I don’t know,” said the other. 

“I know who he is,” said the first, “he comes. from 
Llydaw, or Armorica, which was peopled from Britain 
estalom, and where I am told the real olde Welsh 
language is still spoken.” 

“JT think I heard you mention the word Llydaw?’ 
said’ I, to the man of the hat. 

“Ah,” said the man of the hat, speaking Welsh, “I 
was right after all; oh, I could have sworn you were 
Llydaweg. Well, how are. the: descendants of the 
ancient Britons getting on in Llydaw?” . 

“They are getting on tolerably well,’ said I, “ hen 
I last saw them, though all things do not go exactly as 
they could wish.” 

“Of course not,” ‘said he of the hat. “We too have 
much to complain of here; the lands are almost entirely 
taken possession of by Saxons, wherever you go you 
will find them settled, and a Saxon bird of. the roof 
must build its nest in Gwyn dy.”) 

“You call a sparrow in your Welsh a abi of the of, 
do you not?” said I. 

“We do,” said he of the es “You tleige Welsh 
very well considering you were not born in»- Wales. It 
is really surprising that the men of Tye should paras 
the iaith so pure as they do.” 

“The Welsh when they went. over there,” said I, 
“took: effectual means that their descendants: should 
speak good: Welsh, if all tales be true.” | idetas } 

“What means?” said he of the hat. ) lob 

“Why,” said [5 “after conquering the ool they 
put all the men tb death, and married the women, but 
before a child was born they cut out all the women’s 
torigues;'so that the only language the children heard | 
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when ‘they 1 were born was pa re: What do me 
think of that?” 

“Why, that it was a cute trick,” said he of the hat. 

“A more clever trick I never heard,” said the man of 
the cap. 

»:“ Have you any anborials in the neighbourhood of 
the old Welsh?” said I. 
.“ What do you mean?” said the man of the hat. 
“Any altars of the Druids?” said 1; “any stone tables?” 
_“ None,” said the man of the hat. 
- “What may those stones be?” said I, pointing to the 
stones which had struck my attention. 

“Mere common rocks,” said ‘the man. 

“May I go and examine them?” said I. 

| “Oh yes!” said:he of the hat, “and we will go with you.” 
_ We went to the stones, which were indeed common 
rocks, and which when I reached them presented quite 
a different appearance from that which they Daeeed 
to my eye when I:viewed. them ftom afar. 

» Are there many altars of the Druids ‘in rata ye 
said the man.of the hat. 

Plenty,” said I,“ but those Cee are older than the 
time: of the Welsh colonists, red were erected by the old 
Gauls Metin ss: h 

“Well,” said the man ie the cap,“ I am glad I have 
seen the man of Llydaw.” 

“Whom do you call a man of iGesdags ? said ra 
» “Whom but-yourself?” said. he of the hat. : 
jstaainwotis man of Llydaw,” said’ I in’ English, “but 
-of Norfolk, where the people eat| the best dumplings in 
the world, and. speak, the!) purest’ .English.\ Now ‘a 
thousand thanks. for your, civility... 1 would) have some 
more: chat with you, but night is ai on, and: I.am 
bound to Holyhead.” yo: 

Then leaving! sites men oversee after me, I aah es 
Jeers: towards Holyhead. | 
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I, passed’ by a place called: Llan something,; standing 
lonely on its hill. The country round looked) sad: and 
desolate. It is true night had)come.on iwhen: ly saw it. 

Onl hurried.. The.voices of children:sounded:sweetly 
at a distance across the wild champaign on my lefts: 

It. grew darker and darker: On) Ivhurried along the 
road ; at last I came to lone, lordly: groves, //Om: my 
right wasian| open gate! anda lodge lowent up'te the 
lodge... The door was open, and in‘a little reom:1 beheld 
a nice-looking old lady sitting byia»:table, on which 
stood; a lighted candle, with sail eyes fice, ona aMintge 
book. 

“Excuse me,’ alia “but who owns > this cope ss 

The old lady looked up from her book, which'appeated 
to be a Bible, without: the slightest» surprise,’ best I 
beara came upon her unawares, aus ansiyeeey 

“Mr John Wynn,” atsor 

I, shortly. passed’ through a: large vitae or! eelhece 
town, the name of which I didnot learn, « I:then;went on 
for a mileior itwo,.and saw ‘a red light at:some !distarice. 
The road led nearly up to it, and then diverged 
towards the north, -Leaving: the road 1 made? towards 
the light, by.a lane, and soon.came to a-railfoad’ station: 

“You won’t have long to wait, sir,” me a man,’ af oe 
train to Holyhead will be here presently.” i 

“ How far is it to Holyhead?” said I. | or \adtirsse 

“Two miles, sir;;and the fareis only: sixgodncnstt Wee 

“T despise railroads,” said-I, “and those'who travel’ by 
them,”:|and\ without waiting forian answer! returned’ to 
the road, Presently: I) heard: the train—it ‘stopped for 'a 
minute at; the station, and» then ‘continuing itsocourse 
passed) me! on my left hand, voiding fierce: sparks;:and 
making;a terrible: noise—the' road ‘was ‘a vmelancholy 
one; my footsteps sounded hollow upori‘it:!! biseemed | 


to: be its! only: traveller—a wall ‘extended ‘forva long, long \_ 


way on my left. At length I came/to a*turnpikejoil 
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felt’ desolate ‘and’ wished» ‘to’ speak to somebody. I 
tapped at‘the window, at which there was a light; a 
woman ‘opened it.’ “How far to: Holyhead?” said I in 
Englishe 3 2° HOO rsat J 

“Dim Saesneg,” said the woman. 

“\ 'répeated my ‘question! in: Welsh: 

“€ Two miles,” said ‘she, © 

“« Still: two miles to Holyhead by thé road,” thought I. 
‘“Nos da,” said I to the woman and sped: along.» At 
length i suwlwatérion my right, seemingly a kind of bay, 
and presently a melancholy ship. I doubled my pace, 
which ‘was before tolerably ‘quick, and soon saw-a oble- 
looking edifice on my left, brilliantly lighted up.» “What 
a’ capital inn that would make,” said I, looking at iit 
wistfully, as I passed it. Presently I found myself in the 
midst’ Of a'poor, dull, ill-lighted town. 

Where’ is the inn?” said I to'a man. ho 

“The “inn, Sir ;"‘you ‘have’ ‘passed it. The inn» is 
pita: mel! continued le a towards ie noble- 
tok edifice.” 
. OWhat) is esa the inn?” safe _ 
el #Veges Sif, ‘the railroad pele ahs a ae rate hotel it is.” 

1 Andvare there! no other inns?” 
ett i es ‘but they are all poor places: No aden pate ‘up 
at® ‘them all the ‘gents te ee railroad put upsat the 
railroad ‘Hoteli”| 1): 

What was I to do? after fete up my nose “at vin 
railroad; Wd Tl to'put/up at its hotel? Surely to‘do so 
would be hardly acting with consistency. “Ought I not 
rather to go to! Someé!publicthouse, frequented by’captains 
of fishing smacks,’and ‘be put’in'a’ bed a foot too short 
for’ ‘me,” ‘said°l, as! ‘I .reflected on my last night’s ‘couch at 
Mr Pritchard’s. {> No, that won't do—I’ shall’ go ‘to: the 
hotel; Phave money in my pocket, and a ‘person: with 
‘money’ in’ his pocket has: on a oukop to son inconsistent 
if he’ pleases.” B13 IO WO 8 
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So I turned back and entered the railroad hotel with 
lofty port and with sounding step, for 1 had ‘twelve 
sovereigns in my pocket, besides a half one, and some 
loose silver, and feared not to encounter the gaze of any 
waiter or landlord in the land. “Send boots!” I roared 
to the waiter, as I flung myself down in an arm-chair in 
a magnificent coffee-room. “What the deuce are you 
staring at? send boots can’t you, and ask what I can 
have for dinner? 


“Ves, sir,’ said the waiter, and with a. Meee bow de: : 


parted. 

“These boots are. rather dusty,” said the iaruaun a grey- 
haired, venerable-looking  man,\ after he had) taken off 
my thick, solid, square-toed boots. “I suppose..you 
came walking from the railroad ?” litteivy 

“Confound the railroad!” said I, “I.came walking 
from Bangor. I would have you. know that I have 
money in my pocket, and can afford to walk. I am 
fond of the beauties of nature; now, it is,impossible to 


see much of the beauties of nature unless you walk, I _ 
am likewise fond of poetry, and take ‘especial delight in — 


inspecting the birth-places and: haunts,of poets... It is 
because I am fond of poetry, poets and their haunts, that 
I,am come to Anglesey. Anglesey, does not abound in 
the beauties of nature, but there never was ‘sucha place 
for poets ; you meet a poet, or the birth-place of/a choet, 
everywhere.” 

“Did your honour ever hear of Gronwy; Owen > » ’ said 
the old man. 

“T have,” I replied, “and eadgiien i Been his birth, 
place ;,so you have heard of Gronwy Owen?” 


“ Heard of him, yous honour; yes, and read. his works, 


That ‘Cowydd y Farn’ of his isa wonderful poem,” 
» “Yow say right,” said 1; “the ‘Cowydd of. ; Judgment? 
contains. some of) the rts things. ever. written—that 


description of the toppling down of the top. ak oF | 
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Snowdon, at the day of Judgment, beats anything in 
Homer.” 

“Then there was Lewis Morris, your honour,” said 
the old man, “who gave Gronwy his education and 
wrote ‘The Lasses of Meirion’—and y 

“And ‘The Cowydd to the Snail,’” said I, interrupting 
him—“a ‘wonderful man he was.” 

“TI am rejoiced to see your honour in our house,” said 
boots’; “I never saw an English gentleman before who 
knew so much about Welsh poetry, nor a Welsh one 
either. Ah, if your honour is fond of poets and their 
places you did right to come to Anglesey—and your 
honour was right in saying that you can’t stir a 
step without meeting one; you have an example of 
the truth of that in me—for to tell your honour the 
truth, I am a poet myself, and no bad one either.” 
-*'Then’ tucking the dusty boots under his arm, the 
old man with a low congee, and a “Good-night, your 
honour!” shuffled out of the room. 


CHAPTER XL 
~ Caer Gyby—Lewis Morris—Noble Character. 


I DINED or rather supped well at the Railroad Inn— 
I beg its pardon, Hotel, for the word Inn at the present 
day is decidedly vulgar. I likewise slept well; how 
could I do otherwise, passing the night, as I did, in 
an excellent bed ina large, cool, quiet room? I arose 
rather late, went down to the coffee-room and took 
my breakfast leisurely, after which I paid my bill and 
strolled forth ‘to’ obsetve the wonders of the place. 

Caer Gybi or Cybi’s town is situated on’ the: southern 
side of a bay on the north-western side’ of “Anglesey. 
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Close to it on’thé south-west is a very! high headland 
called in Welsh Pen Caer Gybi, or the head of Cybi’s 
city, and in English Holy Head..' On the north, across 
the: bay, is, another mountain, of equal’ altitude,’ which 
if I am not mistaken bears’ in’ Welsh the: name of 
Mynydd },Llanfair, or Saint .Mary’s. Mount. It” is 
called Cybi’s town from» one; Cybi, who, about the 
year 500. built, ai college here to» which youths. noble 
and ignoble resorted from: far;,and» near,,, He -was.a 
native of / Dyfed: or; Pembrokeshire, and'was a friend 
and: for a-long time:afellow-labourerof Saint David. 
Besides: being learned, according: to the, standard. of 
the| time; he was a: great, walker, and, from,,bronzing 
his countenance. by, frequent, walking. in the sun was 
generally. called Cybi Velin, which »means Rishi or 
yellow 'Cybi. 

So; much. ‘for Cybi, and Wie towsnih And mnow.some- 
thing about) one whose memory .haunted..me. much 
more than that of Cybi during my stay at Holyhead... ; 

Lewis Morris was born at a place called Tref y 
Beirdd, in Anglesey, in the year 1700. Anglesey, or 
Mona, has given birth to many illustrious men, but 
few, upon the whole, entitled ,to more honourable 
mention than himself. From a humble situation in 
life, for \he served, an apprenticeship to, a cooper at 
Holyhead, he raised himself by his industry and talents 
to affluence ‘and distinction, became a landed, proprietor 
inothe county of /Cardigan, and ‘inspector!.of the royal 
domains, and) mines) in/Wales....Perhaps,-a,, man.:more 
generally accomplished never,existed; he was ja first: 
rate. mechanic, an;expert navigator,|a great. musician, 
both in::theory;and. practice, anda poet of, singular 
excellence:: Ofchim:it/ was. said, and. with ‘truth, that 
he could: build acship».and -sail, it; frame a; harp) and 
make it: speak, write an, ode, and set it to } imusic., Yet 
that saying, eulogistic: as; itis, is, far from. expressing | 
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dll the vast powers’and acquirements’ of Lewis’ Mortis. 
Though’ self-taught; he was confessédly the ‘best’ Welsh 
scholar of his'ageyand was'well-versed in those cognate 
dialects ‘of the ‘Welsh—the Cornish, Atmori¢) Highland 
Gaelic’ and Jtish, °° He’ was? likewise “well ‘acquainted 
with. Hebrew, (Greek “and Latin,’ had ‘studied’ Anglo- 
Saxon with 'isome succéss,and was’ a’ writer of bold 
and vigorous English)" ’He°® was besides a good general 
antiquary, and'for' knowledge of ancient* Welsh’ customs, 
traditions, and superstitions)-had! no’ equal. Yet all has 
noti-been |'said which’ can’ be’“utteréd in ‘his praise; 
he ihad qualities of mind which ‘entitled him ‘to higher 
esteem: than any accomplishment ‘connected with intel- 
lector skill.io Amongst’ these were his noble generosity 
and sacrifice ‘of self for the benefit’ of ‘others.’ Weeks 
and months he, was in the habit) of .devoting. tosthe 
superintendence of the affairs of ‘the »widow and’ father- 
less! oné of*his ‘principal delights was‘to assist merit, 
to” bring” it before’ the world and to procure for it. its 
proper estimation: it was he who first discovered the 
tuneful genius of blind Parry; it was he who first put 
the harp into his hand; it was he who first gave him 
scientific instruction; it was he who cheered him with 
encouragement and’.assisted him! with gold. It was 
he who instructed the celebrated Evan Evans in the 
ancient language of Wales, enabling’ that talented ' but 
eccentric individual to read the pages of the Red rot 
of Hergest as easily as those of the Welsh Bible ;, 

was he who corrected “his verses with matchless att 
refining and polishing them till they became well worthy 
of being read ‘by. posterity, a it was he who gave him 
advice, which, had it been followed, would have made 
the. Prydydd_ Hir, as he, called himself, one, of the most 
illustrious: relshmen, of the, last century, ; and. it was. 
he who first, told his countrymen iat there. was a 
youth of Anglesey whose genius, if properly encouraged, 
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promised fair to rival that of Milton: one of the most 
eloquent letters ever written is one by him, in which 
he descants upon the beauties of certain poems of 
Gronwy Owen, the latent genius of whose early boy- 
hood he had observed, whom he had clothed, educated 
and assisted up to the period when he was ordained 
a minister of the Church, and whom he finally rescued 
from a state bordering on starvation in London, :pro- 
curing for him an honourable appointment in the New 
World. Immortality to Lewis Morris! . But immor- 
tality he has won, even as his illustrious pupil has said, 
who in his elegy upon his benefactor, written in America, 
in the four-and-twenty measures, at a time when Gronwy 
had not heard the Welsh language spoken for more 
than twenty years, has words to the following effect :— 
“As long as Bardic lore shall last, science and learning be 
cherished, the language and blood of the Britons undefiled, song 
be heard on Parnassus, heaven and earth be in existence, foam 


be on the surge, and water in the river, the name of Lewis of Mon 
shall be held in grateful remembrance.” 


CHAPTER XLI 


The Pier—Irish Reapers—Wild Irish Face—Father Toban—The, 
Herd of Swine—Latin Blessing, 


THE day was as hot as the preceding one. I walked 
slowly towards the west, and presently found myself 
upon a pier, or breakwater, at the mouth of the harbour, 
A large steamer lay at a little distance within the pier. 
There were fishing- -boats on, both sides, the greater 
number on the outer side, which lies towarie ene ‘hill 
of Holy Head. On the shady side of the breakwater 
under the wall were two or thrée dozen of Irish reapers He 
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some were lying asleep, others in parties of two or three 
were seated with their backs against the wall, and 
were talking Irish; these last. all appeared to be well- 
made middle-sized young fellows, with rather a ruffianly 
look ; they stared at me as I passed. The whole party 
had shillealahs either in their hands or by their sides. I 
went to the extremity of the pier, where was a little light- 
house, ‘and then turned back. As I again drew near 
the Irish, I heard a hubbub and observed a great com- 
motion amongst them. » All, whether those whom I had 
seen sitting, or those whom I had seen reclining, had 
got, or were getting on their legs. As I passed them 
they were all standing up, and their eyes were fixed upon 
me with a strange kind of expression, partly of wonder, 
methought, partly of respect. “Yes, ’tis he, sure 
enough,” I heard one whisper. On I went, and at 
about thirty yards from the last I stopped, turned round 
and leaned against the wall... All the Irish were looking 
at me—presently they formed into knots and began 
to discourse very eagerly in Irish, though in an under- 
tone. At length I observed a fellow going from one 
knot to the other, exchanging a few words with each. 
After he had ‘held communication with all he nodded 
his head, and came towards me with a quick step; 
the rest stood silent and motionless with their eyes 
turned in) the direction in which ] was, and in which 
he was advancing. He stopped within a yard of me 
and took off his hat. .He was an’ athletic fellow of 
about twenty-eight, dressed’ in brown frieze. ‘His 
features were swarthy, and his eyes black; in every 
lineament of his countenance was a jumble of savagery 
and roguishness. [I never saw a more genuine wild 
Irish face—there he stood looking at me full in the face, 
hiss hat in one hand and his shillealah in the other. 

“Well; whatdo you want?’ said I, ‘after we had 
stared at each other about half a minute, 
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“Sure, I’m’ just come on‘ the part-of the boys and 
myself to beg a bit of a favour of your reverence.” 
$ Reverenchy said I, “what do 7 mean! me bettie 
me reverence?” . 
“Och ‘sure, because si be styled pee reveronee is the’ 
right of your reverence.” » edsisollid 
“Pray what do you take me for?” move 90) 
“Och sure; we knows your reverence very! well” 
“Well; who am 1?” 
“ Och; why Father: Toban.to be sure.” 
“ And who: knows me to be: Father Toban; rin) 
“ Och, a boy here knows your reverence: to ae Hiother: 
Toban.” slalis siowy 
“Whereis that boy ?” inf consrie galtiw 
“ Here heistands, your reverence.” q, gis 
.“ Are you that boy?” aye sort Rahs 
* I,.am, your reverence.” grid? Juods 
“ And you told the rest’ that Iwas Father Toban2" As 
‘]..did, your reverence.” ry fats 
‘And: you know me tA be Father Toban?” "saruoz2ib of 
“1 do, your reverenice.” AS ott 
“How do you: know me to be: Father Toban 2? yt ton 
‘“Och, why because many’s the good time that: i have 
heard your reverence, Father, Toban,say mass,” $sor ei! 
And, what is iteyoucwant meito dar? boole isa ort 
“Why; see here, your’ reverence, weare going: ity em-! 
bark ‘in the dirty steamer yonder for ould Ireland, which! 
Starts,as|soon.as. the tide sétves; and Wwe) wae your: 
reverence. to bless us before! we goes.”*))ois-inaws th 
“You. want me to bless you?” riewe SHOW 251tRot 
“We do, your, reverence, we; want you: to} hits peat 
little bit of a blessing upon us before we.goes'on board,” 
“And what good would ‘my blessing do-you? "35 (+) 
“ All kinds of good, your reverence }) it: would sprevent/ 
the dirty steamer from catching fire, youn:reverénce, or 
from going down, your. \reverence, or frome running» 
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against the blackguard Hill of: Howth in the .mist, pro- 
vided there should: be:one.” 

“And suppose I were to tell you that Iam not Father 
Toban ?” 

“Och, your reverence, will never think of doing that.’ 

“Would you: believe me if I did?” 

“We would not, your reverence.” 

“Tf I were to swear that Iam: not Father Toban?” 

“We would not, your reverence.” 

“On the evangiles:?” 

“We would not; your reverence.” 

“On the Cross?” 

“We would not, your reverence.” 

“ And suppose I were to refuse to give you a blessing ? ” 

“ QOch;\ your reverence will never refuse to bless the 
poor boys.” 1 

“ But suppose I were to Fafuser 

“Why, in such a‘case,; which by-the-bye is altogether 
impossible; we should just: make: bould to give’ your 
reverence a good big bating.” 

“You would break my head ?” 
om We'would, your*reverence.” 

a Mall me. P,: 

“We would, your reverence.” 

2“ You would really put me to Beas a 

“We would not, your reverence.” 

“ And what’s the difference Heitean killing ‘tra putting 
to’ death?” 

“Och, sure there’s all the iGErehes in’ the: world. 
Killing manes only a good big bating, such as’ every 
Irishman is'used’'to, and which your reverence would 
get over long before \matins, whereas putting ‘your 
reverence to death would prevent your reverence from 
saying mass forever anda day.” 

0 And you’are’ oy ls on: having a blessing? 1 

“We are, your reverence.” 
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“By hook or by crook ?” 

“ By crook or by hook, your reverence.” . 

“Before I bless you, will you answer mea question 
or two?” 

“TJ will, your reverence.” 

“ Are you not a set of great big blackguards?” 

“We are, your reverence.” 

“Without one good quality Bos 

“We are, your reverence.” 

“Would it not be quite right to éadiite and bridle you 
all, and ride you violently dows Holyhead or the Giant’s 
Causeway into the waters, causing you: to: Ongena there, 
like the herd of swine of old ve 

“Tt would, your reverence.” 

“And knowing and confessing all this, you: have’ the 
cheek to come ae ask me - a blessing re 

“We have, your reverence.” 

“Well, how shall I give the blessing ?” 

“Och, sure your reverence chicas very well ‘how to 
give it.” 

“Shall I give it in Irish ?” ‘is 

“Och, no, your reverence—a eee in inal is no 
blessing at all.” 

“In English?” 

“Och, murdet,:no, your reverence, God preserve us 
all from an English blessing!” . 

“In Latin?” 

“Yes, sure, your reverence; in what else should you 
bless us but in holy Latin ?” . 

“Well then prepare yourselves.” 

“We will, your reverence—stay one moment a aist 
I whisper to the boys that your reverence is about) to | 
bestow your blessing upon us.” 

Then turning to the rest who. all. this time. had kept 
their eyes fixed intently upon us, he bellowed. with the 
voice of a bull: : eee ; 

el 
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“Down on your marrow bones, ye sinners, for his 
reverence Toban is about to bless us all in holy Latin.” 

He then flung himself on his. knees on the pier, and 
all his countrymen, baring their heads, followed his 
example—yes, there knelt thirty bare-headed Eirionaich 
on the pier of Caer Gybi beneath the broiling sun. I 
gave them the best Latin blessing I could remember, 
out of two or three which I had got by memory out of 
an old Popish book of devotion, which I bought in my 
boyhood at a stall. Then turning to the deputy I said, 
“Well, now are you satisfied ?” 

“Sure, I have a right to be satisfied, your reverence ; 
and so have we all—sure we can now all go on board 
the dirty steamer, without fear of fire or water, or the 
blackguard Hill of Howth either.” 

“Then get up, and tell the rest to get up, and please 
to know and let the rest know, that I do not choose 
to receive farther trouble, either by word or look, from 
any of ye, as long as I remain here.” 

“Your reverence shall be obeyed in all things,” said 
the fellow, getting up. Then walking away to his com- 
panions he cried, “Get up, boys, and plase to know that 
his reverence Toban is not to be farther troubled by 
being looked at or spoken to by any one of us as long 
as he remains upon this dirty pier.” 

“Divil a bit farther trouble shall he have from us!” 
exclaimed many a voice, as thé rest of the party arose 
from their knees. 

In half a minute they disposed themselves in much 
the same manner as that in which they were when I 
first saw them—some flung themselves again to sleep 
under the wall, some seated themselves with their backs 
against it, and laughed: and chatted, but without taking 
any notice of me; those who sat and chatted took, or 
appeared to take, as little notice as those who lay and 
slept of ne reverence Father Toban. 


CHAPTER. ALE 


Gage of Suffolk—Fellow in ‘a ‘Turban—Town of /Holyhead—> 
Father Boots—An Expedition-~Holy Head and Finisterre 
+Gryffith ab: Cynan—The Fairies’, Well. 


LEAVING the pier I turned -up.a street to, the south, and 
was not long before] arrived)at.a kind of market-place, 
where were carts and stalls, and on the ground, on 
cloths, apples and plums, and abundance of greengages, 
the latter, when, good, decidedly, the, finest . fruit, in 
the world,,a, fruit,, forthe introduction. of which into, 
England, the English have to, thank one ,Gage of an, 
ancient; Suffolk, family,.at present extinct, after whose 
name.the fruit derives the latter part of its appellation, 
Strolling about,the market-place,I came in contact with 
a fellow dressed in..a) turban. and dirty blue, linen 
robes and: trowsers:, He. bore, a, bundle. of. papers ‘in 
his ,hand, one. of which he offered to me,,, I asked. him 
who he was. . 
A“ Avap,’ he, caplind, 
He hadoa dark, cunning, “‘roguish countenance, with 
small eyes, and had all the appearance of a Jew., I 
spoke to him in. what. Arabic. I could, command, ona 
sudden, and. he jabbered;,to me-in a. corrupt, ‘dialect, 
giving me a confused account of a captivity which he 
had undergone amidst savage Mahometans, _ At last ar 
asked him what religion he was of. an 
“The Christian,” he replied,» 
“Haye you, ever been of the Jewish ?’ ru: said te 
He,returned no answer save by a, grin. ae 
_L took, the paper, gaye him a penny, and ‘then, walked 
away.. The paper contained an, account ‘in English: of 


how the bearer, the son of Christian, ‘parents, had been 
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carried: into captivity by two: Mahometan’merchants, a 
father and ‘son, from whom he had escaped: with the 
greatest difficulty. 

“Pretty fools,” said I, must any people: have: been 
whoever stole you ; but'oh what fools if: they: ‘wished to 
keep you after they had: got you!” 

The paper was’stuffed with religious and ‘anti- sheliiy 
cant, and merely wanted a little of the teetotal’ nonsense 
to bea perfect specimen of humbug. 

I strolled forward, encountering more casts ma more 
heaps of greengages ; presently I turned to theiright by 
a stréet, which: led some way up ‘the: hill... The focmaes 
were tolerably large and all white. ):;The' town, with its 
white houses placed’ by’ the: seaside, on ‘the skirt! of /a 
mountain, beneath a blue sky: anda broiling sun, put 
me something in mind: of a Moorish piratical town, in 
which I-had once been.) [Becoming soon: tired of walk: 
ing about, without any particular.aim; in iso great.a heat, 
I-determined to return: to the ‘itin, call for ale, and «de- 
liberate on what I had ‘best néxt:do. So Ji returned: and 
called: for ale. ‘The ale which: was brought/was:not ale 
which’ Iiam particularly fond: of. »;The ale which Iam 
fond ‘of is:ale about nine or ten months old, somewhat 
hard, tasting welloof malt and little of the hop—ale:such 
as farmers, ‘and noblemen too, ofthe good old time, 
‘when farmers’ daughters didnot. play on: pianos-and 
noblemen did not»sell their game, were, in the habit: of 
offering to both high and low, and. drinking. themselves, 
Theale which was brought me: was: thin.washy, stuff, 
jwhich though: it! did not taste much of hop, tasted ‘still 
less of malt, madesand sold: by.one, Allsopp, who; I; am 
told callsihimself aicsquire. and) a geritleman—as, he 
‘certainly may with quite as much right.as many a lord 
‘calls‘himself a:nobleman and a/gentleman;; for surely it 
‘is nota” fraction more trumpery: to» make, and. sell ale 
than’ to fatten:and: sell game.’ The -ale;.of the, Saxon 
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squire, for Allsopp is decidedly an old Saxon name, 
however unakin to the practice of old Saxon squires the 
selling of ale may be, was drinkable, for it was fresh, 
and the day, as I have said before, exceedingly hot ; so 
I took frequent draughts out of the shining metal 
tankard in which it was brought, deliberating both 
whilst drinking, and in the intervals of drinking, on 
what I had next best do. I had some thoughts. of 
crossing to the northern side of the bay, then, bearing 
to the north-east, wend my way to Amlwch, follow 
the windings of the sea-shore to Mathafarn eithaf and 
Pentraeth Coch, and then return to Bangor, after which 
I could boast that I had walked round the whole of 
Anglesey, and indeed trodden no inconsiderable part of 
the way twice. Before coming, however, to any resolu- 
tion, I determined to ask the advice of my friend the 
boots on the subject. So I finished my ale, and sent 
word by the waiter that I wished to speak to him; he 
came forthwith, and after communicating my delibera- 
tions to him in a few words I craved his counsel. The 
old man, after rubbing his right forefinger behind his 
right ear for about a quarter of a minute, inquired if I 
meant to return to Bangor, and’on my telling him that 
it would be necessary for me to do so, as I intended to 
walk back to Llangollen by Caernarvon and Beth 
Gelert, strongly advised me to return to Bangor by the 
railroad train, which would start at seven in the evening, 
and would convey me thither in an hour and a half, I 
told him that I hated railroads, and received for answer 
that he had no particular liking for them himself, but 
that he occasionally made use of them on a pinch, and 
supposed that I likewise did the same. | I then observed, 
that if I followed his advice I should not see the north 
side of the island nor its principal town Amlwch, and 
received for answer that if I never did, the loss would not 
be great—that as for Amlwch it was a poor poverty- 
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stricken place—the inna shabby affair—the master a 


| very so-so individual, and the boots a fellow without 


either’ wit or literature. That: upon the whole he 


_ thought’ I might be satisfied| with what I had seen 
already, for after having visited Owen Tudor’s tomb, 


Caer Gybi and his hotel, I had in fact seen the cream of 
Mona. I then said that I had one objection to make, 
which was that I really did not know how to employ the 


» time till seven o'clock, for that I had seen all about :the 
— town. 


“But has’ your’ honour ascended the Head?” de- 
manded Father Boots. 
No,” said I, “I have not.” 

“Then,” said ‘he, “I will soon find your honour ways 
and means to spend the time agreeably till the starting 
of the train. Your honour shall ascend the Head under 
the guidance of my nephew, a nice intelligent lad, your 
honour, and always glad.to earn shilling or two. By 
the time your*honour has seen all the wonders of the 


_ Head and returned, it will be five o’clock.' Your honour 


can ‘then dine, and after dinner trifle away the minutes 
over your,wine- or brandy-and-water till seven, when 
your honour can step into a first-class for Bangor.” 

/Iywas struck with the happy manner in. which he 
had removed the difficulty in question, and informed 
him that I ‘was determined to follow his advice, He 
hurried away, and presently returned with his. nephew, 


to whom I offered half-a-crown' provided he would show 
-me all-about’) Pen Caer Gyby.. He accepted my. offer 


with evident satisfaction, and we lost no time in: setting 
out upon our expedition. 

| We had to pass over.a great deal of broken ground, 
sometimes ascending, sometimes: descending, before we 
found: ourselves’ upon: the side, of what may actually 


_be’called the headland. Shaping our course) westward 


we'came.to the vicinity of'a lighthouse standing on the 
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verge of a precipice, the foot of which. was washed Me 
the sea. 

Leaving the lighthouse on our sigtit we  febiostent a 
steep winding path which at last brought us?to the 
top of the pen or summit, rising, according to. the 
judgment which I formed, about six hundred feet) from 
the surface of the sea. Here was a level! spot some 
twenty yards across, in the middle of which stood ja 
neap ofistones or cairn. I asked the lad::whether this 
cairn bore a name, and received for answer that it was — 
generally called Bar-cluder y Cawr Glas, words) which 
seem to signify the top heap of the Grey Giant, 

“Some king, giant, or man‘of old renown) lies’ buried 
beneath this cairn,” said I. \“ Whoever ihe: may ibe, I 
trust he will excuse me for mounting it, seeing -that 1 
do so with no disrespectful spirit,” I then mounted, 'the. 
cairn, exclaiming :— mm jo sonsbin 

“Who lies neath the cairn on the headland hoaty © (0%0! 


His hand yet holding his broadiclaymorejii) | 994) 9//1 
Is it Beli, the'son of Benlli Gawr?” ace bee fy) 


There stood I on the cairn of the Grey Giant abr | 
around me. The prospect, on every’ sidey’wasonoble: _ 
the blue interminable sea ‘to the west and ‘north|; «the 
whole’ stretch of Mona’ to the‘ éast ; ‘and far away | to 
the south the mountainous region of Eryri, comprising 
some of the most romantic hills in the world.’ In some 
respects this Pen Santaidd; this holy headlandyreminded 
me of Finisterre, the Gallegan promontory which«T ‘had 
ascended some’ seventeen ‘years ‘before, whilst’ engaged 
in battling the Pope with the sword: of ‘the gospel! in 
his favourite territory. Both are bold, bluff: headlands 
looking to the west, both have huge* rocks dn their 
vicinity, ‘rising from the bosom’ of ithe brines™ Forva | 
time, as I stood’ on the cairn, I almost’ imagined» myself 
on the Gallegan hill; much the same scenery’ presented - 
itself ‘as there, and’a sun equally fierce: Seiad 
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head® as ‘that: which :assailed it on the Gallegan ; hill. 
For atime all:my thoughts: were! of/Spain:|./ It was, not , 
long, however, before Is bethotight:me that! my Jot, was 
now in:avdifferent region, that [shad done wwith’ Spain 
fot ever,vafterodoing for her all that-lay in: the. power 
of alone man, who had:never in this:world anything to 
depend "upon, ‘but God>and'-his sown. slight..strength. 
YVes,71 hadi done with’ Spain; and was: now in» Wales; 
and;°after a slight sigh, my thoughts: became. all, in- 
tensely Welsh. I thought on the old times when) Mona 
was ithe grand ‘seat: of » Druidical superstition, when 
adoration wasipaid to: Dwy Fawr; and: Dwy Fach, the 
‘solesurvivors !of'theapocryphal Deluge; to: Hu the 
Mighty and his plough ;'to Ceridwen:and her cauldron ; 
to ‘Andras’ the: Horrible; to | Wyn iab: Nudd,» Lord, of 
Unknown, and ‘to-Beli, Emperor of the’ Sun... I thought 
on the|times when the Beal:'fire blazed on’ this height, 
on’ ‘the neighbouring promontory;:on) thes cope-stone. of 
Eryri, and on every high hill throughout Britain’ on the 
leve'of théeofirst of May. I thought onm:the! day when 
the bands of Suetonius crossed the Menai straitin 
their broad-bottomed’ boats; ‘fell! upon the» Druids’ and 
their followers,! who! with wild looks’ and ‘brandished 
torches lined the shore, slew hundreds with merciless 
‘butchery ‘upon’ the plains, and: pursued the. remainder 
to | the °rémotest :fastnesses of the isle: » I+ figured» to 
myself long-bearded men with: white westments toiling 
lup’therocks} followedby fierce warriors: with glittering 
helms and'short broad: two-edged swords $0 1.-thought 
I heard groans, cries of rage, and the ‘dull, awful sound 
‘of ‘bodies precipitated! down ‘rocks.,\:Then as I, looked 
‘towards’ the) sea Tothought \Ivsaw the fleet.of Gryffith 
Ab Cynan steering from Ireland: ‘toy Aber Menai, 
‘Gryffith; thei'son of a fugitive! king, born ih» Ireland, in 
the Commet of ‘Columbcille, Gryffith the. frequently 
‘baffled, the! ‘often: victorious ;.oncé !a.«manacleéd : prisoner 
; K 
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sweating in: the sun, in the market-place: of »Chester, 
eventually king of North Wales ; Gry ffith, who “though 
heloved well the trumpet’s clang loved) the sound of the 
harp better” ;: who led on’ his warriors: to: twenty-four 
battles, and presided ‘over the’ composition of, the 
twenty-four measures of » Cambrian :' song. Then ) J 
thought But I: should tire ‘the reader | were I 
to detail all: the intensely; Welsh »thoughts ‘which 
crowded: into my head as I Stiga on the Cairn of the 
Grey: Giant. a Wi gis 

Satiated with: looking about and a sprang 
from the cairn and rejoined. my guide... We mow 
descended’ the eastern: side: of the: hill. tilh we came’ to 
a singular ‘looking ‘stone, which had much ‘the appear- 
ance of a Druid’s stone. I inquired of my guide: whether 
there was any tale connected with this. stone. 

“None;” he replied ;) “(but I have heard people say 
that it was a Strange stone; and on: that) account, I 
brought you to look at it.” . 

A: little farther down he showed ime. part ogi a ‘ruined 
wall. ii abe 

s What name does: this’ bear 2” Sik bs cf] 

“Clawdd yr» Afalon,” he replied... The dyke of the 
orchard.” 4 Baa 

‘Acstrange ta for an orchard,” I seine i if 
there was ever an orchard ont this: bleak hilly whe) a 
must have been very sour.” tr 

Over rocks: and ‘stones we desnendiai till we Bund 
ourselves on avroad, not very far from the’ o on the 
‘south-east side of the hill: 
So Dam very thirsty,” said I, as I'wiped, ili ekrsiieaiion 
from my face 5 “how I shdulst like now to: drink, tag ‘Hil . 
of sap spring water.” at2, MSY 

“If your ‘honour is inclined fot siaken said, rine Eni, 

4 I can take you:to' the finest spring in all Wales”) ){). 
ron Pray do so,” said I, “for I really: am: dying ‘of thirst.” 
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“Tt is on our way to the town,” said the lad, “and is 
scarcely a hundred yards off.” 
~He'then led me to the fountain. It was a little well 
under a stone wall,on the left side of the way. It 
«night be about two feet deep, was fenced with rude 
stones, and had a bottom of sand. 
“There,” said the lad, “is the fountain. It is called 
the Fairies’ Well, and contains the best water in Wales.” 
I lay down and drank. Oh, what water was that of 
the Fairies’ Well! I drank and drank, and thought I 
could never drink enough of that delicious water; the 
lad all the time saying that I need not be Sead to 
drink, as the water of the Fairies’ Well had never done 
harm to anybody.): At length I got up, and) standing 
by the fountain repeated the lines of a bard on a 
spring, not of a Welsh but: a Gaelic bard, which are - 
perhaps the finest lines ever composed on the theme. 
Yet MacIntyre, for such was’ his’ name, was like 
myself’ an admirer of good ale, to say nothing of 
whiskey, and loved to indulge in it at a proper time 
and place. But there is a time and place for everything, 
and*sometimes the warmest admirer of ale would prefer 
the lymph of the’ hill-side fountain to the choicest ale 
that ever foamed in tankard from the cellars of) Holk- 
ham, “Here are the lines most faithfully ae — 
+H ; “The wild wine of nature, 
uo ‘\- Honey-like in its taste, 
. The genial, fair, thin element 
Filtering through the sands, _ 
Which is sweeter than cinnamon, 
And is well known to us hunters. 
“* “0, that eternal, healing draught, 
* Which comes from under the earth, 
» Which contains abundance of good 
' r} fine costs no money },” 
~ibbsisnioe! tothe hotel I satisfied my aide te rm 
After dinner I trifled agreeably, with.my | brandy-and- 
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water till it was near séven ’o'clock,*when ‘Io alien my 
bill, thought of the waiter and did not ‘forget: Fatlier 
Boots! 1 then’took my’ departure, receiving’ and ‘re- 
turning’ bows, and walking’ to the station got intova 
first-class carriage and soon found’ myself at Bangor, 


CHAPTER XLIll “ 


The Inn at Bangor—Port Dyn Norwig—Sea Serpent Thoroughly 
Welsh SPP 5 of brates 


I: WENT to the'sameiinn at Bahgdr at which I ee sides 
before. It was Saturday night andthe house? was 


thronged’ with: people’ who had arrived by train from - 


Manchester and Liverpool, with the intention/of passing 
the Sunday: in: the Welsh ‘town.:>.1 took itea”ini-an 
immense dining ot ball-room, which was, however,,/so 
crowded with guests: that its\ walls literally sweated. 
Amidst the multitude:I felt quite solitary+my beloved 
ones:| had departed :for::Llangollen, and» there;;was| mo 
one with whom: Iocould ‘exchange a: thought ora word 
of kindness.:|'-I addressed \several individuals,» and: in 
every: instance: repented); ‘from some: I got no! answers, 
from others what was.worse than no answers at all— 
in every countenance near me suspicion, brutality, or 
conceit, was most legibly imprinted—I was not amongst 
Welsh, but the scum of manufacturing’ England. 

Every bed in the house was “engaged—the people 
of the house, however, provided. me,a bed ata place 
which they called. the cottage, on» the side of a hill in 
the outskirts» of; the town,» ‘There I> passed the night 
comfortably enough. At about’ eight in the morning 
P°arose;' returned: ‘to the inn, breakfasted,’ andydepatted 


‘for Beth /Gelertiby ‘way of Caernarvons) | soni) sof f 
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/It was, Sunday, and,I had originally: intended to pass 
the day at,Bangor,. and. to, attend, divine service twice 
at, the: Cathedral, but. found; myself :so.very’ un- 
comfortable,| owing tothe crowd. of.interlopers,. that, I 
determined to proceed on my journey without. delay-; 
making,.up, my; mind;- however, to,enter the, first, church 
I ‘should..meet in; which service was, being. performed; 
for jt-is-really.not.,.good: to, travel, on the reine saith 
outigoing into ja, place) of. worship, Id 

- The day was |sunny and_fiercely hot,,as- iat wie deus 
hhaticlatély been..,,In ,about..an+hour.,J arrived .at-Port 
Dyn; Norwig,:. it ‘stood,.on, the,,right, side.ef the yroad. 
The name of this place, which I had heard from;the 
eoachman,who,,drove my, family.and.me. to;Caernarvon 
and ,LLlanberis; a, few,.days,,.before, had; excited;|;my 
cutiosity| with respect to it, as. it| signifies, jthe Port, of 
the:,Norway.man, so;-I ;now) turned: aside, to,,¢xamine 
itoo2 SNo doubt; ;said,Fto,;:myself,,.“ the, place derives 
its|inameé; fromthe piratical,, Danes, iand,-Norse| having 
resorted,to;it in, the old .time.’ }'.Port. Dyn, Norwig 
seems to,jconsist of \a.creek,,a, staithe;..and),aboutsa 
hundred houses :-a few. small; ;vessels. were, lying»ati:the 
staithes iI stood » about. -ten, ‘minutes|| upon: it staring 
about, and then. feeling, rather. oppressed. by. the:-heat 
of the sun,‘ bent my way-to a small :house.which/ bore 
a sign, and from which a loud noise of ,veices. proceeded. 
‘Have you'goodale? said I in English to.aigood-looking 
buxom dame of about forty, whom | saw in:the passage, 

manele looked /at-me.but{returned (no, dnswer,, 

sof Qes genoch ewrw da?”said dey, | gordi 
sete 4Qesit” she, replied. with.,a-smile, ats opening: i 
door, of-a,room on»the left-hand bade me, walk-itss «sw 

I entered the room; six or seven men, ;seemiingly 
sea-faring people,:.were|)seated drinking band’ talking 
vociférously jins|Welsh. |; "Their:.conversationy was! about 
the sea-serpent : some believed: in thejexistetice ofssuch 


‘ 


294 WILD WALES [crap 


a thing, others did not. After a little time one’ said 
“Let us ask this gentleman for his opinion.” 

“ And what would be the use of asking’ him?” said 

another, “we have only eupate; and he has only 

Saesneg.” wv 

“T have a little broken Cumraeg, ae the service’ of 
this good company,” said I. “ With’ respect to’ the 
snake ‘of the sea I' beg leave to say that I believe in 
the existence of such a creature; and am surprised 
that any people in these’ parts should ‘not ‘believe in 
it: why, the sea-serpent has been seen ‘in’these’ parts.” 

“When was that, Gwr pti el: said: one’ oft = 
company. 
io About fifty years ago,” said I.“ Once snenibes 
in ‘the year 1805, as a small vessel of the’ Traeth was 
upon’ the’‘Menai, sailing very slowly, the weather being 
very calm, the people on board saw a’ strange’ creature 
like’an immense worm swimming after them.° It soon 
overtook’ them, ‘climbed on board throwgh’ the’ ‘tiller- 
hole, and ‘coiled itself on the deck under the’mast—the 
people “at ‘first’ were: dreadftilly ‘frightened; but taking 
courage’ they attacked vit with’an ‘oar and’ drove vit 
overboard ;' it followed ‘the vessel for some time; but 2 a 
breeze springing up they lost'sight of it.’ 5 9 1  (fuoc 

“And how’ ‘did | you _ eS said! the last who 
had addressed me. JOU DSLR BIR 8 

“Toread) the story,” said 1) cin ‘a Welsh’ ook 
called the’ Greal’s: | © rem 

“T now remember Hienisé the’ same thing;” said’ an 
old man, “when I was a’ boy); it ‘had sliptout-of my 
memory, but now I remember’ all about it. The’ ‘ship 
was called ‘the ‘Robert Ellis.’ Are Le ‘of mine ing 
gentleman ?”) 
oo No,” said J) “Tam not of thewe: parts,” an Boe 
vo Then’ you ‘are‘of' Some srk irate your: ‘Welsh 


‘is: very different'from ours.” 9) °< vaqise-B9e oMt 
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oI am not of ‘South Wales,” said I, “I am the, seed 
not ‘of the sea-snake ‘but of the coiling serpent, for so 
one of the old Welsh poets called the Saxons.” 
6“ But how:did you) learn Welsh ?,”'said the old man.' 
oad learned it. by the grammar,” said, I, “along, time 
ago.” rw 

rf Ah, you: learnt: it mie the grammar,’ said the old 


ae ours; ‘We did: not Jeet our . Welsh by the grammar 
=-your ‘Welsh : is: different from, ours}. and of course 
better} being: the, Welsh of the: grammar. Abh,.it,is a 
fine: thing to'be a.grammarian.” 

“Yes, it! isa. fine! thing to be.a grammarian,” cried 
the’ rest.of the company, and.I observed that gion 
now régatded me with a‘kind of respect. 

»:Adjug-of alle which the, hostess,had, brought..me ‘had 
res standing | before..me.some. time, 1 ,-now. tasted. it 
and! found;it;very,good. -.Whilst \despatching it, I, asked 
various}, questions .about,;the .old,.,Danes;, the. reason 
why; the place was/ called. the, port},of the Norwegian, 
and, about:its; trade:. The, good. folks. knew. nothing 
about. the! old Danes, and: as little as, tothe reason,.of 
its being .called. the port, of the Norwegian—but they, 
said. that besides, that.name,it) bore that,of.,.Melin) Heli, 
or the/mill.of the,salt; pool, and that slates were, exported 
from thence; which came. from .quatries-close, by. 

/ Having: finished,-my) ale, I>bade, the company adieu 
and, .quitted, Port.; Dyn; Norwig; )one; of:)the..most 
thoroughly. Welsh places.]) had.-seen, for, during the 
whole. time,1.was, in, it, I,,heard,jno| words ,of English 
uttered;'except the,two.or three spoken by: pail In 
about) an hour [reached Caernarvon,’. ;..; 

yithe; road from:|Bangor to, Caernarvon is ee aie 
and:the, scenery, interesting—fine hills, ‘border. it.on., the 
left,,,or; south-east, and onthe right.at some, distance 
is SaeoManai with’, Anglesey -beyond,, it. ...Not, far from: 
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Caernarvon a sahdbank commences, extending for miles 
up the Menai, towards — sir i Mise ‘strait 
into two. 

I'went to the Castle Inn whicly! frst fie stitute ‘or 
market-place, and being shown into: a’ ‘room: ordered 
some brandy-and-water, and sat down. Two young 
men were ‘seated in the room, T spoke! tocthem’ and 
received civil answers, at: which1 was'rather astonished; 
as I found’ by ‘the tone! of ‘their ‘voices that they: were 
English. The air of oné was’ far ‘superior to that ofthe 
other, and with him ‘I was soon in conversations’ In the 
course of discourse he informed'me*that being aimartyr 
to ill-health he had conié from: London’ to:Waleés, hoping 
that change of air, and ‘exercise son’ ‘the Welsh hills, 
would afford him relief, and that! his ‘friend had been: 
kind enotigh ‘to accompany him; “That hé ‘had’ been 
about three weeks in ‘Wales; had takemallothe exercise 
that he could,’ but‘ that’ he was still very’ unwell; slept 
little and ‘had no appetite. °l told him ‘iot ‘to be discour~ 
aged; but’ to proceed’in the’ coursé*which he-had adopted 
till the end of summer, by which time? thought dt very: 
probable that he would be restored ‘to'‘his health; ashe 
was still young.” “At these words of minéa beam of 
hope brightened his countenarice, aid he said*that he had 
no other wish'than to regain his health, and’ that ifthe did 
he should‘be the’ happiest of men ‘Thevintense! wish! 
of the poor young man‘ for health”'caused ‘me to’think 
how‘ insensible I-had hithérto been’ to the possessionof 
the greatest of all terrestrial blessings, ‘I'had alwayslhad’ 
the health of an elephant, ‘but I’ never remembered to 
have been sensible 'to the magnitude! of the blessing: 
or in the slightest degree’ grateful to*God ‘who ‘pavenit. 
I shuddered to think’ how I should’ feel if'suddénly 
deprived of my ‘health. © Far worse; no‘ doubtjthan that 
poor invalid)’ He was young; atid in youth’ there’ lis’ 
hope—but I ‘was’‘no longer young.'/ At’ last ‘however, T | 
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thought that if,God took away my health He might so 
farsalter;my mind that I might be happy even without 
health, or the’ prospect of it; and: that reflection made 
me aris Eeetortalsig. 


CHAPTER XLIV 


National. School—The, Young Preacher—Pont Bettws—Spanish 
.. Words—Two Tongues, Two Faces—The Elephant’s Snout 

—Llyn. Cwellyn — T he Snowdon Ranger—My House — 
; “Castell y Cidwm—Descent to Beth Gelert. 


IT might be about'three o’clock in the afternoon when I 
left Caernarvon for Beth Gelert, distant about thirteen 
miles. I journeyed through a beautiful country of hill 
and ‘dale, woods and’ meadows, the whole gilded by 
abundance’ of ‘sunshine. “After walking about an hour 
without intermission I reached a village, and asked a 
mah the name of it.” 

“Llan—— something,” he replied. 

-As'he'was standing before a long building; through 
the open ‘door of which a sound proceeded like that of 
preaching, I asked him what ‘place it was, and what was 
going/on in it, and received for answer that it was the 
National: School; ‘and that’ there was a clergyman 
pfeaching in it. I then asked if the clergyman was of 
the Church, and on learning that he was, I forthwith 
entered ‘the building; where in one end of a long room I 
saw a young man/in a white surplice preaching from a 
desk 'to about thirty or forty people, who were seated on 
benches before him. I sat down and listened. The 
young man preached with: great. zeal and fluency. The 
sermon ‘'was’a very seasonable’ one, ‘being’ about the 
harvest, atid ‘in’ it things temporal and’ spiritual were 
very happily blended. The part of the sermon which I 


wr 
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heard—] regretted that I did not hear the whole—tlasted 
about five-and-twenty minutes: a hymn) fotlowed,:and 
then the congregation broke up. I inquired the name 
of the young man who preached, and: was told that 
it was Edwards, and that he came from Caernarvon, 
The name of the incumbent of the parish was 
Thomas. 

Leaving the village of the harvest’ sermon I proceeded 
on my way which lay to the south-east. I was now 
drawing nigh to the mountainous district of Eryfi; 
noble hill date Mount Eilio appeared before me to a 
north ; an immense mountain called Pen Drws Coed 
lay over against it on the south, just like a couchant 
elephant with its head lower than the top of its back. 
After a time I entered a most beautiful sunny. valley, 
and presently came to a bridge over a pleasant stream 
running in the direction of the south. As 1.stood upon 
that bridge I almost fancied myself in Paradise ; every- 
thing looked so beautiful or grand—green, sunny 
meadows lay all around me, intersected: by the brook, the 
waters of which ran with tinkling laughter over a 
shingly bottom. Noble Eilio to the north; enormous 
Pen’ Drws Coed to the south; a tall. mountain. far 
beyond them to the east. “1 never was.in such a lovely 
spot!” I cried to myself in a perfect rapture. “ Oh, how 
glad I.should be to learn the name of this’ bridge, 
standing on which I have had ‘Heaven opened to me,’ 
as my old friends the Spaniards used, to'say.” . Searcely: 
had. I said these words: when I observed a man and).a. 
woman coming towards the bridge in. the direction in 
which, I..was bound. | I hastened:to meet them in the 
hope of obtaining information. ‘They were both rather’ 
young, and were probably a couple of sweethearts taking 
a walk or returning from’ meeting. _The woman was.a 
few steps in advance of the man); seeing that I was) 
about to address her, she averted’ her head and quickened — 
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her steps, and» before:I had completed the question, 
which I put to her in Welsh, she had bolted past me 
screaming “Ah Dim Seasneg,” and was several yards’ 
distant. 

I then addressed myself to the man who had mapped 
asking him the name of the bridge. 

“ Pont Bettws,” he replied. 

/“ And what may be the name of the river?” said iI. 
|“ Afon—— something,” said he. 

-And on my thanking him he went oan to he 
woman who was waiting for him by the bridge. 

»“Is thatiman Welsh or English?” I heard her say 
when he had rejoined her. 

»“I-don’t know,” said the man—“ he was civil enough ; 
why. were you such a fool?” 

“ Oh, I thought he would speak to me in English,” said 
the woman, “and the thought of that horrid English puts 
me into such a flutter; you know, I can’t speak a word 
of it.” . 

They proceeded on their, way and I aisecedad on 
mine, and presently coming to a little inn.on the. left 
_ side of the way, at the entrance of a village, I. went. 
india 
A-respectable-looking man and woman were seated. at 
tea at.a table ina nice clean kitchen... Isat down on.a 
chair’ near the table, and called. for ale—the ale was 
brought me in|a jug—I drank-some, put the jug on the 
table, and began to. discourse with the people in Welsh. 
A handsome dog was seated on the ground ; suddenly it 
laid one of its:paws) on:its master’s knee. 

“Down, Perro,” said he, 

“Perro!” said I; “why do you call the dog Perro?” 

“We call him Bento. said the man, “ perause, his 
name is Perro.” 

-“But ‘how came. you. to seas -him that name?” 
said I. 
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“We did not give it to him,” said the man—“he “bore 
that tame when he came into our hands ;\a farmerigave 
him to ‘us when he was: very young, aif told’ us his 
name was Perro.” 

“And how came the farmer to call him Perro?” said is 

“T don’t know,” saidthe: man—* why.do:youask?” 

“Perro,” said I, “is a Spanish word, and>Signifies a 
dog in general.’ [am rather surprised that a'dogiin the 
mountains of Wales should: be called: by the Spanish 
word: for dog.” I fell into a) fit of musing: “How 
Spanish words are diffused! » Wherever you go you will 
find some Spanish word or other ‘in use.” T have heard 
Spanish words used by Russian mujiks and Turkish fig- 
gatherers—TI have this day heard a Spanish word in’ the 
mountains of Wales, and I have no doubt: that were’ I 
to go to Iceland I should find Spanish words used there. 
How can I doubt it ; when I reflect that more ‘than’ six’ 
hufdred years ago, one of the words to denote ai bad: 
woman was Spanish. In the oldest of Icelandic 
domestic Sagas, Skarphedin; the son of Nial the seer, 
called Hallgerdr, widow of Gunnar, a puta—and that 
word so tiaddened Hallgerdr that she never tested till 
she had brought about his destruction. Now, why this 
prefétence everywhere for Spanish words over those of 
every other language? I never heard French words or — 
German words used by Russian mujiks'and Turkish fig- 
gatherers.’ I’ question ‘whether I should” find ‘any in 
Iceland forming! part of the’ vernacular. 1 certainly 
never found a French or even a German word im an old 
Icelandic Saga. “ Why’ this’ partiality everywhere for 
Spanish words? sain question is puzzling } ‘at! wre bao it 
puts me owe 2 

«Yes if*puts me out!” I exelaithed dolias 5 stifkihg 

my fist on the table with a vehemence which ‘eausedthe 
good folks to start half up from ‘their seats. “Before’ they 
could say anything, however, a vehicle drove up to the | 
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doot; and a man getting out came’ into thet room, »'He 
had a glazed hat on his head; and was dressed..some- 
thing like the guard of a mail. He touched. his: hat,to 
‘me, and ‘called for a glass of whiskey. I gave him the 
sele of the evening and entered into conversation, with 
him in English. In the course of discourse I \learned 
that he was the postman, and was! going his, rounds in 
his cart—he) was more’ than respectful) to me, he was 
fawning and sycophantic. «The\whiskey was brought, 
and he stood with the glass in his hand.) Suddenly he 
began speaking Welsh to the people; before, however, 
he‘had uttered two sentences the woman lifted her hand 
with an-alarmed air, crying “Hush!: he understands.” 
The fellow was turning me to ridicule. I flung my head 
back, closed: my'eyes, opened my mouth and laughed 
aloud... The fellow stood aghast); -his hand) trembled, 
and: he spilt the greater part. of the whiskey upon the 
ground. At the end of about half a! minute. I got up, 
asked: what] had-to pay, and on being told twopence, I 
put down the’money.: Then going up to the man I. put 
my right forefinger very near to. his: nose, and said 
‘<Dwy 0: iaith dwy'o wyneb, two languages, two: faces, 


friend!” Then after leering at him for a» moment..I 
wished. the os of ‘the house septa evening) and 
departed.) 


» Walking Haid on towards the east 1 soon drew. near 
the termination of the valley.” The valley terminates in 
adeep gorge or, pass between Mount. Eilio—which by- 
the-bye is part of the chine of Snowdon—and, Pen Drws 
Coed, The latter, that couchant elephant with its head 
turned ‘to: the north-east, seems as if it» wished: to: bar 
the pass with its trunk ;:by its trunk I mean a kind: of 
jaggy ridge which’ descends: down to» the: road, | I 
entered the gorge, passing near a little waterfall which 
with «much ‘noise: runs: down: the precipitous side. of 
(Mount Eilio ; presently I came :to.a little mill, by, the 
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side of a brook running towards 'the east.. I asked the 
miller-woman, who was standing near the mill, with her 
head turned towards the setting sun, the name of the 
mill and the stream. “The mill is called ‘The mill of 
the river of Lake Cwellyn,’” said she, ‘and the river is 
called the river of Lake Cwellyn.” 

“ And who owns the land?” said I. 

“Sir Richard,” said she. “I Sir Richard yw yn 
perthyn y tir. Mr Williams, however, possesses: some 
part of Mount Eilio.” é 

“ And who is Mr Williams?” said I. 

“Who is Mr Williams?” said the miller’s wife. “Ho, 
ho! what a stranger you must be to ask me who is 
Mr Williams.” 

I smiled and passed on. The mill was below the 
level of the road, and its wheel was turned by the water 
of a little conduit supplied by the brook at some 
distance above the mill. I had observed similar 
conduits employed for similar purposes in Cornwall. A 
little below the mill was a weir, and a little below the 
weir the river ran frothing past the extreme end of the 
elephant’s snout. Following the course of the river I at 
last: emerged with it from the pass into a valley sur- 
rounded by enormous mountains. Extending along it 
from west to east, and occupying its entire southern part 
lay an oblong piece of water, into which the streamlet 
of the pass discharged itself.. This was one of the 
many beautiful lakes, which a few days before I had 
seen from the Wyddfa. As: for the Wyddfa I now 
beheld it high above me in the north-east’ looking very 
grand indeed, shining like a silver helmet bbs soma 
ing the glories of the setting sun. 

I proceeded slowly along the road, the lake elo me 
on my right hand, whilst the shetey side. of \Snowdon 
rose above me on the left. The evening was calm and 
still, and no noise came upon my ear save the sound of 
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a cascade falling into the lake from a black mountain, 
which frowned above it on the south, and cast a gloomy 
shadow far over it. 

This cataract was in the neighbourhood of a singular- 
looking rock, projecting above the lake from) the moun- 
tain’s side. I, wandered:.a considerable way without 
meeting or seeing a single human being. At last when 
I had nearly gained the eastern end of the valley I saw 
two men seated on the side of the hill, on the verge of 
the road, in the vicinity of a house which stood a little 
way up the hill.) The lake here was much wider than I 
had hitherto seen it, for the huge mountain on the south 
had terminated and the lake expanded considerably in 
that quarter, having instead of the black mountain a 
beautiful hill beyond it. 

I quickened my steps and soon came up to the two 
individuals. One was an elderly man, dressed in a 
smock frock and! with a hairy cap on his: head. The 
other was much younger, wore a hat, and was dressed 
in’ a coarse: suit) of blue nearly new, and doubtless: his 
Sunday’s best. He was smoking a pipe. I greeted them 
in English and sat down near them. They responded 
in the same language, the younger man with consider- 
able civility and briskness, the other in a tone, of voice 
denoting some reserve. 

“May I ask the name of this lake?” said I, dddse-csind 
myself to the young man who sat between me and the 
elderly one. 

“Its name is Llyn Cwellyn, sir,” said he, taking the 
Resign ‘outiof his mouth. “Anda fine lake it is.” 

“Plenty of fish i init?” | demanded: 

-oPlenty, sir ; plenty of trout and pike and char.” 

» Ts it deep?” » said I, 

» “Near the shore it. is shallow, sir, but in the middle 
and near the other side it is deep, so deep that no one 
knows how deep it is.” 
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“What is the name,” said I, “of the great black: moun- 
tain there on the other sideaii 

“It is called Mynydd Mawr or the Great Mousttaii 
Yonder rock, which bulks out from it, down, the; lake 
yonder, and which you passed as you..came along, is 
called Castell. Cidwm, which means, Wolf's. rock: or 
castle.” 

“Did a wolf veo live there?” I demangledt 

“Perhaps so,” said the man, “for I have heard say 
that there were wolves of old in Wales.” 

“ And what is the name of the beautiful’ hill yonder, 
before us across the water?” 

“That, sir, is called Cairn Drws y:Coed,”’/ said slat 
man. 

“ The stone heap of the gate of the orto ie shid) Pf 

* Are you Welsh, sir?” said:the man. 

“ No,” said I, “but I know something:of the! language 
of Wales... I-suppose you live in that house?” 

“Not exactly, sir, my father-in-law here: lives in: that 
house, and my wife with him. Iam a miner, and spend 
six days in the week at my mine, but every! Sunday 1 
come here and pass ‘the day with my wife and him,” 

“And what. profession does he follow 2?” anid i 
he a fisherman ?” s Viilteibee 

“Fisherman !” said the elderly man contemptuously, 
“not I, I am the Snowdon’ Ranger.” sd wed 

»“ And what is/that ?” said: I: : 

The elderly man tossed his head proudly, and “made 
no reply. 

“A ranger means a guide, sir,” said: the site many; 
“my father-in-law!) is generally ‘termed the Snowdon 
Ranger because he is a:tip-top guide, and he has: named 
the house after him the Snowdon Ranger; He enter- 
tains gentlemen iin it who. put themselves under ‘his 
evidenced in order to ascend Snowdon andy to: see ithe. 
country.” aoeb shor avant 
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_“ There!is some’ difference: in ‘your. professions,” said 
I; “he deals in heights, you in depths, both, however, 
are break-necky trades.” 

“T run» more -risk from gunpowder than anything 
else,’ said the younger man. “I ama slate-miner, and 
am continually blasting. .I have, -however, had my 
falls. -Are you going far to-night, sir?” 

“Iam going to Beth Gelert,” said. I. 

“fA »good six miles, sir, from here. Do you come 
from: Caernarvon ?” 

Farther than that,” said I. “I:come from: Bangor.” 
| (To-day, sir, and walking?” 

“ To-day, and walking.” 

* You must be» rather tired, sir, you came ee the 
vale very slowly.” 

“T/am not in the slightest degree. tired,” said I; 
“when IT start from here, 1 shall put on my best pace, 
and:soon get to Beth Gelert.” 

mi Anybody can’ get along over level ground,” said the 
old man, laconically. . 

vo Not with equal swiftness,” said I, “I do assure you, 
friend, tobe able to move at:a good swinging pace’ over 
level ground is something not to be» sneezed at... Not,” 
said I, difting up my voice, “that I would: fora: moment 
‘compate walking» on the level ground to mountain 
‘ranging, pacing along the! road to springing up crags 
dike a mountain goat, or;assert that even’ Powell himself, 
the first of all:road walkers, was entitled to so bright 
_a'wreath of fame as the Snowdon Ranger.” 

eo  Won't:you walk in, sir?.” said the elderly man, 

“No, I thank you,” said I, “I prefer sitting! out here 
‘gazing on the lake-and the noble mountains.” 

_ “I wish you would, sir,’ said the elderly. man, 
“and take a glass of something; I. will charge you 
resins 

sof6 Thank, you,” slsaids ey «y amin want of nothing, and 
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shall presently start. Do many: people ascend Snowdon 
from*your house?” 

“Not so many as I could wish,’ said the radigers 
“people. in general prefer ascending Snowdon from 
that. trumpery place Beth Gelert; but those who do 
ate fools—begging your honour’s’ pardon. The place 
to ascend Snowdon from is my house. The way from 
my house up Snowdon is: wonderful for the romantic 
scenery which it affords; ‘that from: Beth Gelert’ can’t 
be named in the same day with it for scenery); ‘more- 
over, from:my house you may’ have the “best: guide 
in Wales; whereas the guides of: Beth :Gelert—but I 
say nothing. If your honour is bound for the Wyddfa, 
as’ I: suppose’ you are; you had» bitter: start from any 
house to-morrow under my guidance.” 

'“T have already been up the Wyddfa:from: Lianbbtis” 
said, I, “and am now going through Beth Gelert: to 
Llangollen, where my family are; were I going up 
Snowdon again’ I should most certainly’ start from 
your house under your guidance, and were: I) not 
ina hurry at present, I» would’ certainly: take up my 
quarters here for a week, and every day make excur- 
sions with you into the recesses of: Eryri. «1 suppose 
you’ are: acquainted with all the secrets:of the:hills 2”) » 

“Trust the old ranger for that, your honour. I:would 
show your honour the black lake inthe frightful hollow 
in» which the fishes have: monstrous’ heads and : little 
bodies, the lake'on which neither swan, duck nor any 
kind of wildfowl was ever seen ‘to light. Then ‘I would 
show your! honour the fountain of the a seers lcreatutes, 
where, where—-—” 

“Were you ever at that. Wolf’s res) that Castell y 
Cidwm.?” said I. 

“Can’t say I ever was, your honour. an see it! lies 
so close by, just across the lake, that——” meior 
~ You: thought you could'see it any day; ands ‘SO. ever 
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went,” said I. “Can you tell me whether there are any 
ruins upon it?” 

T'can’t, your honour.” 

“JT shouldn’t-wonder,” said I, “if in old times it was 
the stronghold of some robber-chieftain ; cidwm in the 
old Welsh is frequently applied toa ferocious man. 
Castell) Cidwm,: Ishould think, rather’ ought to be 
translated» the’ robber’s castle than the’! wolf’s rock: 
If 1. ever-come into these parts: again you ‘and TI -will 
visit it together, and see what kind of place it is: Now 


farewell! It is getting late.” I then departed. 


“What ainice: gentleman !” said the younger man, 
when I wasia few yards distant. 

“I never saw:a nicer gentleman,” said the old ranger, 

I sped along, Snowdon on’ my left, the lake on my 
right, and the tip of .a:mountain peak right before me 
in the east. After a little time I: looked back ;» what 
a scene! The silver lake and the shadowy mountain 
over its southern side looking now, methought, very 


- much like Gibraltar. I lingered and lingered, gazing 


and gazing, and at last only by an effort tore myself 
away. The evening had now become delightfully cool 
in this land,,of wonders. »On I. sped, passing) by two 
noisy brooks coming from Snowdon to pay tribute to 
the lake); And now’I had left’ the lake and the’ valley 


behind, and was ascending a “hill: As I’ gained ‘its 


summit, up rose the moon to cheer my way. In a little 
time, a wild stony gorge confronted me,’ a stream ‘ran 
down the gorge with hollow ‘roar, a bridge lay across 
it: Toasked’'a figure whom I ‘saw standing’ by ‘the 
bridge the place’s name. “Rhyd du”—the’ black’ ford 
+I crossed the*bridge.' The voice of the Methodist 


_ was yelling from a little chapel on my left. I went 


to the: door and: listenéd :‘“ When the ‘sinner takes hold 


_ of God; God takesihold ‘of the sinter.” The voice was 
_ frightfully hoarse. I passed on: night fell fast around 
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me, and the mountain, to the south-east, towards which 
I was tending, looked blackly grand. And'now I came 
to a milestone on which I read with difficulty » “Three 
miles to Beth Gelert.” The way for some time had been 
upward, but now it was downward.: I reached a torrent, 
which coming from the, north-west» rushed: under a 
bridge, over which I. passed...The’ torrent ‘attended 
me on my right hand the whole way to: Beth’ Gelert. 
The descent now became very. rapid.)I —passed:a’ pine 
wood on my left, and proceeded for more than ‘two 
miles at a tremendous rate. I then icame to a wood 
this wood was just above Beth Gelert—proceeding in 
the direction of a black mountain; I ‘found: myself 
amongst houses, at. the bottom of a: valley. oI» passed 
over a bridge, and inquiring of some people whom I 
met the way to the inn, was. shown an i sores is 
lighted up, which I entered. 


CHAPTER XLV 
Inn at Beth Gelert— Delectable Company—Liuten P—. 


THE inn or hotel.at Beth Gelert was. a lara: nami com: 
modious building, and,was anything. but. thronged \with. 
company; what company, howeyer, ; there, was, was 
disagreeable. enough, perhaps. more so}-than, that. in 
which I.had been. the preceding evening, which »was 
‘composed, ofthe scum of Manchester and, Liverpool; 
the company amongst which I now was, consisted. of 
seven or eight individuals, two of, them!) were: military 
puppies, one a. tallish fellow, ;who, though, evidently 
upwards of.thirty, affected) the) airs ofa languishing 
girl, and. would fain, have made. people; believe. that 
he. was dying of enauz and.-lassitude...The other was 

{ 
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a short spuddy fellow, with a broad ugly face and with 
spectacles onvhis:nose;'who'talked very ‘consequentially 
about “the sservice” and: all. that, but whose tone of 
voice was coarse and his*manner that of an urider-bred 
petson ;'then there was an old fellow about ‘sixty-five, 
a Civilian, witha red jcarbuncled ‘face; he ‘was father 
of the spuddy military puppy, on'whom> he occasionally 
cast eyes of «pride and almost adoration, and whose 

Sayings he much applauded, especially certain doubles 
_ entendres; to’ call: them» by no” harsher term, ‘directed 
to'a fat girl, weighing some fifteen ‘stone, who officiated 
im the coffee-room:as waiter. Then there was a creature 
to. do justice to whose appearance would require the 
pencil of a Hogarth. .'He was about five feet. three 
inchées:and ‘a: quarter high, and might have weighed, 
always provided a stone weight had been attached 
to him, about half as much as the fat girl. His counten- 
ance was cadaverous and was. eternally agitated by 
something between a grin and a simper. He was 
dressed in a style. of superfine gentility, and his 
skeleton fingers were bedizened with tawdry rings. 
His conversation was chiefly about his bile and his 
secretions, the efficacy of licorice in producing a certain 
effect, and the expediency of changing one’s linen at 
least three times a day; though had he changed his 
six, I should’ have said that the purification of the 
last shirt’ would have been no sinecure to the laundress 
His accent was decidedly Scotch: he’ spoke familiarly 
of Scott and one ‘or ‘two other Scotch worthies, and 
more than once insinuated that he was a member of 
inet With fespect to the rest of' the company 
| P’say' ‘fothing, and for the very sufficient reason that, 
| unlike the above described batch, they did not seem 
disposed to be impertinent towards me.‘ 

‘Eager ‘to get out of ‘such ‘society I ‘retired early to 
Bed. Als I left’ the room''the diminutive Scotch indi- 
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vidual was describing to the: old. simpleton, who on the 
ground»of the other’s being'a “ member,”: was «listening 
to him: with, extreme: attention; how he: was labouring 
under,.an access of bile owing to his having eft his 
licorice. somewhere or ‘other. I. passed:'a quiet: night, 
and;in the morning breakfasted, paid my: bill, and: de- 
parted... As I-went, out: of the coffee-room: the spuddy, 
broad-faced military puppy with spectacles was vocifer- 
ating to the languishing military puppy, and to his old 
simpleton of a father, who was listening. to) him with 
his; usual look. of undisguised. admiration, about’ the 
absolute necessity of ‘kicking Lieutenant: P—— out! of 
the army for having. disgraced “the service,” Poor 
P-——, whose only crime was trying to defend himself 
with. fist and. candlestick from the manual ‘attacks of 
his brutal messmates. ; 


“CHAPTER XLVI 


The Valley of Gelert—Legend of the Dog—Magnificent Scenery— 
The Knicht—Goats in Wales—The miei: a 
ancé| House—Smile and Curtsey. 


BETH GELERT, is saeted in .a_ valley pret) by. 
huge hills, the most remarkable, of which are Moel 
Hebog and, Cerrig Llan; the ;former, fences, it .on 
the south, and the latter, which is quite black and, 
nearly. perpendicular, on. the, east... A.small.stream 
rushes through, the valley, and.sallies forth by a pass at 
its south-eastern end. The valley, is. said by,,some...to 
derive its name of Beddgelert, which signifies the grave 
of Celert, from being the burial-place of Celert, a British, 
saint. of the sixth century, to whom Llangeler in, Gar- 
marthenshire i is believed to, have been. consecrated, but 
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the popular and most universally received: tradition; ‘is 
that it has its name from being the resting-place’ of-a 
faithful dog called Celert or Gelert, killed by his master, 
the warlike and celebrated Llywelyn’ abi Jorwerth, from 
an unlucky misapprehension. Though + the legend is 
known to most. people, I, shall. take the liberty of: re- 
lating: it. 

Llywelyn during his. contests’ with: the English had 
encamped with a few followers in the valley; and one 
day departed with his men.on an expedition, leaving 
his infant son in ‘a cradle in: his tent; under the care 
of his hound Gelert, after giving the child its fill of 
goat’s milk. Whilst he was absent»a' wolf from :the 
neighbouring mountains, in quest of prey, found its way 
into the tent, and was about to devour the child, when 
the watchful dog |interfered, and after. a desperate con- 
flict, in which the tent was torn down, succeeded in 
destroying the monster. Llywelyn returning at even- 
ing found the tent on the ground, and: the dog, covered 
with blood, sitting beside it.. Imagining that the blood 
with which Gelert was besmeared was that'of his own son 
devoured by the animal to whose care he had confided 
him, Llywelyn in a paroxysm.of natural indignation 
forthwith transfixed the faithful creature with his, spear: 
Scarcely, however, had he done ‘so when his ears were 
startled by the cry of a child from beneath the fallen 
tent, and hastily removing the canvas he found the 
child in its cradle, quite uninjured, and the body of an 
enormous wolf, frightfully torn and’ mangled, lying near. 
His breast was now filled with conflicting emotions, 
joy for the preservation of his son, and grief for the 
fate of his dog, to’ whom he forthwith’ hastened. .:The 
poor animal was not quite dead, but presently expired, 
in the act of licking his master’s hand.» Llywelyn 
mourned over him’ as: over’a brother, buried him’ with 
funeral honours:in the valley, and -erected>a' tomb°over 


: 
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him as over a hero. From that? eine the eters was 
called Beth Gelert. 

Such is the legend, which, whether’ true or fictitious, is 
singularly beautiful and affecting. 

The tomb, or what is said) to be the tomb, of Gelert, 
stands in a beautiful’meadow just below the’ precipitous 
side of Cerrig Llan: it consists of a large slab lying on 
its side, and two upright) stones: It is shaded by a 
weeping willow, and is° surrounded by: a’ hexagonal 
paling. Who ‘is. there acquainted with the legend; 
whether he believes that the dog lies beneath those 
stones or not, can visit them without oe mich a 
sigh,“ Poor Gelert!” 

After wandering about the collie fs some time, id 
seeing a few of its wonders, I inquired my way’ for’ Fes- 
tiniog, and set .off for that place: The way’ to-it is 
through the pass at the south-east end ofthe valley. 
Arrived at the entrance of the pass I ‘turnéd round to 
look at the scenery I was leaving behind me; ‘the: view 
which presented ‘itself to: my eyes was very grand ‘and 
beautiful. _ Before me lay. the meadow of Gelert with 
the river flowing through it ‘towards the pass. | Beyond 
the meadow the» Snowdon range; on thevright the 
mighty Cerrig Llan; on the left the equally: mighty; 
but not quite so precipitous; Hebog. Truly, ithe valley 
of Gelert is ‘a wondrous valley—rivalling: for grandeur 
and beauty any vale either in the: Alps ior Pyrenees. 
After a long and earnest view: I turned ‘o aga ae 
proceeded on my way. 

Presently I came to a bridge hesteldaiae rit atheaht 
which a man told me was called Pont Aber Glas Lyn, 
or the bridge of the debouchement of the grey lake. I 
soon emerged from the pass, and after proceeding some 
way stopped again to admire the scenery. To the west 
was the Wyddfa ; full north was.a stupendous range of 
rocks; behind! them ‘a conical’ peak! seemingly. rivalling : 
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the Wyddfa itself: in altitude; between the!orocks. and 
the road, where I stood, was beautiful»forests:enery.’ I 
again went on, going:round: the side ofa hill by a gentle 
ascent. After a little time I again stopped to look 
about me. There was the rich forest'scenery »to' the 
north, behind: it were: the: rocks, and »behind the rocks 
rose the wonderful conical hill impaling heaven! con- 
fronting it»to the’ south-east, wasoa ‘huge ‘lumpish ‘hill. 
As I stood looking about me I saw a’ man coming 
across a field which sloped:idown tothe! road: from a 
small; house»::He presently’ reached me, stopped and 
smiledsi(Ao more open countenance 'than his I never 
saw in all the days sof my life. 8/10 
io“ Dydd:dachwi, sit;” said the man of the’ a cotiiten- 
ance; the: weather is very: showy.” Tete tae 
“ifeVery showy, iindeed,” said Try 1) was: iiecne ‘now 
wishing: for “al of selina I mart aska he mo 
or: two.” ravires 
sf « Pethaps I cam answer those acti sir?” 
ov Perhaps youscan. What is thename of that:wonder- 
ful peak sticking: up behind the rocks to the:north ?”: 
vw “Many :people shave asked) that question, ‘sirj-and I 
have ‘given them \the answer which I now: giveyouy! It 
is:called the:;Knicht,’ sir; and:a wondrous hill itis,” 
And what issthe name of yonder hill ian to a, 
to the south, rising like One big dumpy?:: 
“T-do'not:know-the name of |that hill,sir, faethe than 
that I have heard-itscalled the:Great!Hilloo to | 
> vAnd)a very) Both name. for it,” said: 1);:“\dooyou; ie 
in thathouse?” ‘yg qn intide 
HSI. doysix, cream Tr am!at ogee id EW. vy: .b 
jfsAnd: what occupation ido-you: follow??? visi lf baoyed 
ve“ Tam: a-fatmer, thougha small one.” er) oo | 
‘ vols Isiyout: farmoyour:own)? ow | em ont 2 
of This not,’ sir?) I.amnot so fas lichen tediinese?n 10 
ind Wiorisgrounjandlord 2) wor beovedT. dfid od Yo 
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‘“Mr Blicklin, sir.) He is my landlord.” 
{ “Isthe-aegood landlord?” fe f 

(Very good, sir, no one can wish for a batt land- 
lard ‘3 rst 

“Has hea wife?” a138 

“In truth, sir, he has ; and alta wife she is,” 

“Has he children?” 

‘Plenty;:sir ;.and very ne chiltiaes they are” 
of Ische Welsh ?” . 

“He is,:sir !o Cumro:pur iawn,’ 

» “Farewell,” said b;\ ‘61> shall never oforget e's ‘you 
are the 'firstitenant Iever heard i es well M ei land- 
lord, or any one connected with him.” 

“Then youcohave not: spoken to the other! itértantts’ of 
Mr Blicklin, sir. Evéry»/tenant»of Mr’ Blicklin would 
say;the-samesof him asilI have said;/and of his ad ‘and 
his children; too.) Good-day, sir!” , 02, % TW 

I wended on my way; the sun was very pales 
saw cattlé in'a pooleon) my right; maddened: with heat 
and» flies, splashing iand fighting. Presently :D:found 
myself with:extensive meadows: on my: right,and a»wall 
df tocks:on my left;on:a!lofty -bank  belowowhieb sl/saw 
goats feeding ; beautiful creatures they swere, white and 
black,ewithidong silky shair; and ‘long: upright»horns; 
They werecof: large size, and very: different’ in ‘appear- 
ance from the commonirace. »Thesé' were the ‘first goats 
which:I:;had seen'|in ‘Wales ;» for: Wales 'isinotat: ae 
the land of goats, whatever it may ‘havel been. : 

evil passedbunder)ascrag ‘exceedingly lofty, at of very 
frightful appearance. It hung menacingly cover’ the 
road. With this crag ‘the wall<of! rocks’ terminated ; 
beyond it lay ‘anextensive strath, meadow, vor:marsh 
bounded on the ‘east) bya ‘lofty: chillsocThes road! lay 
across the marsh. I went ‘forward, crossedia / bridge 
over a beautiful streamlet, and soon*arrived./at: thé | foot 
of the hill. The road now took\a thre toute nee 
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is'to the south, and seemed to lead round: the-hill.. Just 
at the turn of the road stood a small neat'cottage.. There 
was a board over the door with an inscription. :.I drew 
nigh and looked at it, expecting°that it would tell me 
that’ good ale was sold within, and read: “Tea: made 
here, the draught which cheers but not inebriates.” 1 
was'before what is generally termed a temperance house. 

“The bill of fare does not tempt»you, sir,” saida 
woman who made her appearance at the :door, just’ as 
T'was ‘about to: turn away ae ‘an exceedingly wry 
face. 

“Tt does not,” ‘said ‘ “and you plight to be ashianied 
of'yourself'to have nothing better ito offer to;a» traveller 
than a cup of tea.» Iam faint; and: I, want good ale: to 
give me heart, not wishy- washy tea to take els the 
little strength I have.” - 

“What would you have mé:do, BitiPn “Glad shinilds I 
be to have a cup of ale to offer you; but the magistrates. 
when I applied to:them: fora licence, refused. meione , 
so'T am’ compélled to: make a cup: of tea, inorder | to 
get a crustof bread. And’ if you:choose! to step-in; I 
will make you a cup of-tea, not wishy-washy, I assure 
you, but as good as ever was brewed.” 

“7 haditea: for! my breakfastat Beth Gelert,” ptt m8 
“and° want no more ‘till to-morrow--morning.’. What’s 
the® ‘name of» that eaters ae ict across.) the 
valleyer:” 6 0! $ 
(We callit Casi yr hyil rine sir; rwhicos means 
I don’tsknow what it’ means:in English. Bey we ‘e 
_“ Does it mean the crag of the frightful lool » iow ‘od 

“ty does; sir,” said the woman); “ah;,!1 | Sela fou 

understand Welsh. Sometimes it’s ctillerd Allt Traeth,?, 
The high place’ ofthe, sandy channel,” Said bint did 
the seaever come up here#?’ oi 4-19 < 

MDcean’t say, sit; upemaaps it did; aks oats 2”. 
ae eieaiacs ‘semua t . said I, if there was once an 


‘ 
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arm of’ the: sea’ between that crag and this; hill, . ssbsioe 
you!) Farewelh” sovodt to muted is 

“Then you won’t walk in, sir?” . 

“Not to drink tea,’ said I, “tea is a good. thing at, & 
proper time, but were Ito! drink it now, it wouls, make 
me ill.” . 

“ Pray, sir, walk in,’ "said thallss womgn : and d perhaps I 
can accommodate ‘you.” ; lid ae 

“Then you have ale?” said: I. 

“No, sir ; nota drop, but perhaps I can; set something 
before you tibich you will like as well.” 

“That F question,” said I, * however; J ‘wilh walk i in.” 

The woman conducted’ me into a: nice! little, eaete 

and, leaving me; presently returned bi a& 3 and 
~ tumblerson:a: nies 

“ Here, sir,” said she, “is one which though n not 
ale, I hope you will be able to drink.” iW 

ff a is it?” ‘said I: sthotiad 

“Iteisi +4, sir pand better never was dee) B Topodw 

iT tasted ‘ites it was ‘terribly: strong.» Those: vhs wish 
foie either whisky or! brandy far above —— shows 
always go toa temperance house (> | disra fhiw 

I told the woman) to: bring»mevsome) sic and bel 
brought mea! jug of water cold from the spring; ;/ With 
a little of the contents’ ofthe bottle; andoa deal, of, the 
contents of the jug, I:made myself aibeverage: tolerable 
enough; a poor substitute, however, to a “genuine 
Englishman for) his’ proper) drink, the liquor -which, 
according to the eee ‘is culthedts i men Sem larideby 
the gods‘ beer, '})\gin to Qs meri asocl 

“Tasked the woman suptitied she ute secidet p/she |told 
me that she could, both Welsh and English’ ical dikewise 


informed me that she had»’several: books in) bothflan-— 


guages. I begged her to show! me some, whereupon 
she brought ‘me'some half dozen, and placing them”on 
the table, left me to’ myself. Amongst the:ibooks Iwas 
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a'volume of poems in Welsh, written by Robert Williams 
of Betws Fawr, styled ‘in poetic language, Gwilym Du 
O' Eifion: The poems were chiefly on religious subjects. 
The ‘following lines’ which I ‘copied from“ Pethau a 
wnaed mewn Gardd,” or things written inva oo 
ge A to me’ singularly beautiful -~ 
“ Mewn ‘gardd y cafodd dyn ei dwyllo; 
Mewn gardd y-rhoed oddewid iddo ; 


Mewn gardd bradychwyd Iesu hawddgar ; 
Mewn gardd amdowyd ef mewn daear.” 


“Tn a garden the first of our race was deceived ; 
In a garden the promise of grace-he received ; 
In a garden was Jesus betrayed to His doom ; 

In a garden His body was laid in the tomb.” 

Having finished’ my glass of “summut” and my trans- 
lation, I come to ne woman and asked her what I had 
to" pay. 

we doehange” said she, “it you had had a ov ot tea I 
chef! have charged sixpence.” 

“You make’ no’ “charge,” ‘said’ I,“ for what’ I have 
had ?” ; : 

“ Nothing, Sir, aoeMidg!” 
eae But: suppose,” said I, “I were to give you something 
by ‘way Of present would you” and here I stopped. 

“'The ‘woman smiled. 

«Would you fling it in my face?” aid rT 
Oh dear} fio, sir,”'said the woman, pues more se 
— 

I gave sb Aiianeeniag_t was not a sixpence—at 
which she not only ‘smiled but curtseyed ; rp bidding 
her farewell Pwent out'of the doot. 

1 [owas about to'take the broad road, which led ‘round 
the’hill, when she inquired’ of me where Iwas going, and 
on’my tellingher'to Festiniog, she advised me to go by 

a'by- -foad behind ‘the house which led’over the hill. 
© TP you! do) si,” said she, “you will See some’ of ‘the 
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finest prospects'in Wales, get. into ithe high road again, 
and save a mile anda half of way.” 

I told the temperance. woman ie would fallen iher 
advice, whereupon she led me behind the house, pointed 
toa. rugged path, which with a),considerable ascent 
seemed to lead towards the north, and after. giving 
certain directions, not very intelligible, returned to her 
temperance temple 


CHAPTER XLVII 


Spanish prong Short Cut—Predestinations—Rhys Goch— 
“Old ai Saige biti: = Cavalier;} orival 


THE eras have a proverb: % No tay, hen sin 
trabajo,” there is no short, cut without a deal of labour. 
This proverb is very true, as I know by my, own, ex- 
perience, for I never took a short cut in.my.life,and I 
have taken many in my wanderings, without falling 
down, getting into a siough, or losing my way.; Om the 
present occasion I lost my way, and wandered, about for 
nearly two; hours amidst rocks, thickets, and. precipices, 
without being able to find it. The temperance. woman, 
however, spoke nothing but the truth:when she said I 
should, see some fine scenery. From a. rock, 1 obtained 
a wonderful view of the Wyddfa towering in sublime 
grandeur in. the west, and of the beautiful, but.spectral, 
Knicht shooting up high in the north ; and from) the, top 
of a bare hill 1 obtained, a prospect to the south, noble 
indeed—waters, forests, hoary mountains, and in the far 


distance the. sea...But all these fine prospects were a | 
poor. compensation for what. I underwent: 1,.was 


scorched by. the sun, which was; insufferably: hot, and 
my ‘feet,.were.bleeding, from, the sharp points. of ‘the 
‘ { 
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rocks which cut through. my. boots. like.! razors. -At 
dJength -coming':to..a stone!;wall|Iflung myself, down 
under it, and almost thought that I)should/ give. up the 
ghost. After, some! time, however, :I..recovered, -and 
getting up tried to find my way,out,of, the anialwch. 
Sheer good fortune caused me to, stumble upon 'a..path, 
by following which I came to (a lone. farm-house, where 
a, good-natured.» woman -gave me. certain). directions, by 
means of which I at. last got, out of the hot, stony 
wilderness, for ‘such it) was) upon a;smooth, royal’ road. 
»o* Trust me again taking any-short.cuts,” said I, “after 
ithe specimen) I have: just had.” This, ‘however, I. had 
frequently said before, and have, said. since |after taking 
short ‘cuts—and probably. shall often say agaia before. I 
come'to my great journey’s,end..— 

I turned to the) east which I knew to,be:my. proper 
direction, and | being, now, on smooth, ground: put my 
legs to'their best'speed. The.road bya rapid. descent 
conducted. me, to,a beautiful, valley, with a small. 'town 
_at,its southern,end: I, soon! reached: the. town, and.on 
inquiring its name found I was.in Tan,y Bwlch, which 
interpreted signifieth  “ Below, the, Pass.” Bago muith 
exhausted I entered the Grapes, Inn. 

‘On my calling for brandy and water I\was-shown into 
_a handsome parlour.) The, brandy ;and water, soon. re- 
stored. the vigour which I had: lost. in /the wilderness. 
Inj the parlour was, a serious-looking gentleman, witha 
‘glass of-something! before him: With him, as, I. sipped 
jmy brandy and ‘water, I got. into; discourse.,):! The -dis- 
jcourse soon took ia religious turn, and, terminated) inja 
‘dispute. He told:me he: believed in. divine; predestina- 
ition 5) I-told him. I, did not, but that I believed: in. divine 
-preseience, He! asked me whether I hoped to be. saved ; 
il told him) I did; and asked, him: whether he) hoped, to 
be saved.) He/told methe did not, and as. hej said so,j he 
tapped witha silver tea-spoon, on the rim of his glass. 
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I said 'that he seemed to take very coolly the prospect 
of damnation ; he'replied'that it was of nonuse taking 
what was ‘inevitable otherwise ‘than coollys 1 asked 
him on what°ground he imagined’ he ‘should be lost“he 
replied'on the ground of being ‘predestined ‘to be’ lost. 
I asked ‘him how he knew he was ‘predestined ‘to be-lost ; 
whereupon he asked me how I knew ‘I’was ‘to ‘be saved. 
[ told him’ I did not know I was to be’saved, but trusted 
I ‘should be'so by belief ‘in Christ, who’ came) into the 
world to save sinners, and that’ if the ‘believed *in ‘Christ 
he might be as’ easily saved ‘as myself; or any other 
sinner who’ believed in Him. Our dispute ‘continued 
a’ considerable time longer. At last, finding himsilent, 
land having finished my brandy ‘and water, “I got oup, 
rang the bell, paid for what I had had, and left him 
looking‘ very miserable, perhaps at»finding ‘that he was 
not quite so certain of eternal’ damnation as he had 
‘hitherto supposed, There can be no-doubt that’ the idea 
of damnation’ is’ anything but disagreeable’ to’ some 
people ; it gives’ them a‘kind: of gloomy’ consequence 
in their own eyes. We must be’ something particular 
‘they think, or God would’ hardly” ‘think: a steep stag 
while to torment us. for ever. 

‘I inquired the way to Festiniog; dud sila Hat I 
had ‘passed’ by it on my way’to the townj Powent ‘back, 
and as directed turned tothe east up a/wide pass, down 
which flowed ‘a’ river. 1 soon’ found ‘myself'in another 
and) very noble valley, intersected’ by’ the river which 
-was fed by numerous streams rolling down the sides ‘of 
the hills,’ The’road which I followed’in the direction’ of 
‘the east lay-on the'southern ‘side of ithe valley and dled 
‘upward by a steep/ascent. ‘On I went, a mighty hill 
close’on my right. ‘My mind'was' full'of enthusiastic 
fancies; I was approaching Festiniog ‘the birthplace’ of 
Rhys Goch; who styledhimself' Rhys Goch’ of.'Eryrivor 
Red Rhys of Snowdon, a celebrated bard, and ‘a partisan 
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of Owen Glendower, who’ lived’‘to'an immense age, and 
who, ‘as Thad read; was in the habit of composing’ his 
pieces seated®'on' a’ stone which formed’ part’ of ‘a 
Druidical circle) for which’ reason the stone was called 
the: chairof ‘Rhys Goch ;: yes,'my mind was’ full of 
enthusiastic fancies all connected with ‘this Rhys Goch, 
and as I went along slowly, I repeated stanzas of furious 
war songs of his exciting his countrymen to exterminate 
the’ English and’ likewise snatches of an abusive ode 
composed by him against a fox’ who had run away with 
his'favourite! peacock, a piece so abounding with hard 
words’ that it was termed the’ Drunkard’s chokepear, as 
no drunkard© was’ever able to recite it; and ever and 
anon I'wished I could come‘in contact with some native 
ofithe region with whom I could talk about’ Rhys Goch, 
and who'could:tell me whereabouts stood ‘his chair. 

» Strolling along in this manner I was overtaken by an 
old fellow with a stick in-his hand, walking very briskly. 
He hadia crusty and rather conceited look. I spoke'to 
him'in Welsh;and he answered in English, saying that 
I need not trouble myself by speaking ‘Welsh, as he had 
plenty of English, and of the very ‘best. We were from 
first to last at cross ‘purposes. I asked him about Rhys 
Goch’and his chair) He told me that he knew’ nothing 
of either, and began'to talk of Her~Majesty’s ministers 
_ andthe fine'sights of London: I asked him the name 
of aistream’ which; descending’ a gorge on our right, ran 
down the’side’of\a valley, to join the river at its bottom. 
He told*me that) he did not know, and asked me’ the 
name of’ the’ Queen's eldest daughter. ‘I told him I did 
not know, and’ remarked that ‘it was very odd that) he 
could not tellome the name 'of a stream in his own'vale. 
He replied that it ‘was not a bit more odd than that I 
could) not ‘tell ‘him the name 6f the eldest’ daughter of 
the Queen of ‘England : I told him: that when’ I ‘wasin 
Wales I wanted to talk about Welsh matters, and °he 

; L 
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told me that when he was with English he wanted to 
talk about English matters, I returned to the subject 
of Rhys Goch and his chair, and. he returned to the 
subject of Her Majesty’s ministers, and the fine folks of 
London. I told him that I cared not a straw ‘about 
Her Majesty’s ministers and the fine folks of. London, 
and he replied that he cared not a straw for Rhys Goch, 
his chair or old women’s stories of any kind. 

Regularly incensed against the old fellow, I told him 
he was a bad Welshman, and he retorted by saying | 
was a bad Englishman. I. said he appeared) to, know 
next to nothing. He retorted by saying I knew Jess 
than nothing, and almost inarticulate with passion added 
that he scorned to walk in such illiterate company, and 
suiting the action to the word sprang up a steep, and 
rocky footpath on the right, probably a short cut to 
his domicile, and was out of sight in a twinkling. We 
were both wrong: I most so. He was crusty and 
conceited, but I ought to have humoured him and then 
I might have got out of him anything he knew, pods 
supposing that he knew anything. ., 

About an hour’s walk from) Tan y Bwlch brought me 
to Festiniog, which is situated on the top of a lofty hill 
‘ooking down from the south-east, on the valley which 
| have described, and which as. I know not its name I 
shall style the Valley of the numerous streams, I went 
to the inn,a large old-fashioned house standing near 
the church ; the mistress of it was a queer-looking old 
woman, antiquated in her dress and rather blunt in her 
manner, Of her, after ordering dinner, 1 made inquiries 
respecting the chair of Rhys Goch, but she said that she 
had never heard of such a thing, and after glancing at 
me askew, for a moment, with a. curiously-formed: left 
eye which she had, went away muttering chair, chair; 
leaving me in a large and rather dreary parlour, to which — 
she had shown me. I 'felt very fatigued, rather I believe 
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from that unlucky short cut than from the length of the 
way, for I had not come more. than eighteen miles, 
Drawing a chair towards a table I sat down, and placing 
my elbows upon the board I leaned my face upon my up- 
turned hands, and presently fell into a sweet sleep, from 
which I awoke exceedingly refreshed just as a maid 
opened the room door to lay the cloth. 

After dinner I got up, went out and strolled about 
the place.» It was small, and presented nothing very re- 
markable. Tired of strolling I went and leaned my back 
against, the wall of the churchyard and enjoyed: the 
cool ofthe evening, for evening with its coolness and 
shadows had now come on. 

As 1 leaned against the wall, an eldldrly ‘man came 
up and entered into discourse with me. He told me he 
was a barber by profession, had travelled all over Wales, 
and had seen London. I asked him about the chair 
of Rhys Goch. He told me that he had heard of some 
such chair a long time ago, but could give me no in- 
formation as to where it stood. I know not how» it 
happened that he came to speak about my landlady, 
but speak about her he did. He said that she: was a 
good kind‘of woman, but totally unqualified for business, 
as she knew not how to charge. On my observing that 
that was a piece of ignorance with which few landladies 
or landlords ‘either were taxable, he said that however 
other publicans might overcharge, undercharging was 
her foible; and that she had brought herself very low 
in the world by it—that to his certain knowledge: she 
might have been worth thousands instead of the ‘trifle 
which she was possessed of, and that she was’ particularly 
notorious for undercharging the English, a thing never 
before dreamt of in Wales. I told him that I was very 
glad that I had come under the roof of such a landlady ; 
the’ old barber, however, said that she'was’setting a: bad 
example,'that such: goings on could not last long, that 
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he’ knew how things would end, and: finally working 
himself-up into a regular tiff left: me ahi: ‘without 
wishing me good-night. 

I returned to'the inn, and called for lights); Ay lights 
weré placed upon the table in the old-fashioned: parlour; 
and: Iwas left to myself. .I walked up and down the 
room sometime. At length,seeing:some old books lying 
in a corner, I laid hold) of them, carried: them to ‘the 
table, sat down and began to inspect them; they were the 
three volumes of Scott’s “ Cavalier”’—I had:séen this work 
when a youth, and thought it a tiresome :trashy publica- 
tion. Looking over it now when I was growniold 1 
thought so still, but I now detected:in it what from: want 
of knowledge I had not detected in my early years, what 
the highest genius, had it been manifested»in:every page, 
could not have compensated for, base fulsome adulation 
of the worthless great, and most: unprincipled ‘libelling 
of the truly noble ones of the éarth, because they: the 
sons of ‘peasants and handycraftsmen, stood up for:'the 
tights of outraged humanity, and proclaimed that itis 
worth: makes the man and. not: embroidered ‘clothing, 
The heartless, unprincipled| son of the ‘tyrant. was, 
transformed in that worthless book» into. a :slightly- 
dissipated, it is:true, but» upon. the whole’ brave, 
generous and amiable being); and Harrison, the English 
Regulus, honest, brave, aiceiae Harrison, into «a 
pseudo-fanatic,. a: mixture. of the» rogue) and ;fool, 
Harrison, probably the man’ of the ‘most: noble) and 
courageous: heart. that . England’ ever produced, ;who 
when ~all «was lost scorned. to flee, like the second 
Charles from, Worcester, but braved infamous! judges 
andithe  gallows,) who when reproached on’ his mock 
trial with complicity in the death of the: king, gave 
the noblé answer that “It: wds.a thing not done in a 
corner,” and..when- in, the) cart on. the way to: Tyburn, 
on being asked _jeeringly by a lord’s, bastard in, the 
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crowd, “Where is. the good old cause now?” \thrice 
struck his’ strong -fist:on» the breast ‘which contained 
his-courageous heart, exclaiming, “Here, here, here!” 
Yet for:that-“ Cavalier,” that trumpery publication, the 
booksellers of England; on. its first appearance, gave 
an .order to the amount of six thousand pounds. But 
they were wise in their generation; they knew that the 
book, would »please: the base, slavish taste of the age, 
a taste which the author, of the work had had no cy 
share. in forming. 

Tired after awhile with turning over the pages’ of 
the’ trashy .“ Cavalier” I, returned) the volumes to. their 
place in the corner, blew’out one candle, and taking the 

other in my hand marched off to bed. 


_. CHAPTER XLVI 


The 'Bill_The’ Two Mountains—Sheet of Water--The’ Afanc: 
“CrocodileThe Afanc-Beaver—Tai Hirion—Kind eats 
"Brenig Wawa The Beam and Motest Balas 


AFTER aren I oe hiiedin my. bill. | was curious 
to see how little the amount would be, for after; what | 
had. heard from. the. old, barber the preceding evening 
about the utter ignorance of the landlady in making a 
charge, I naturally expected that I should have next tc 
nothing to pay. When it was brought, however,,and 
the landlady brought it herself, I could scarcely. believe 
my eyes. . Whether. the worthy woman had satel come 
ie to adopt a diferent, system ; sreheulians it 
was that seeing me the only guest in the house. she: had 
determined, to charge for; my, entertainment what; she 
usually | charged for that of two or three—strange by- 
the- byt that, I should be, the,only guest in a.house 
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notorious for undercharging—I know not, but certain’ it 
is the amount of the bill was far, far from the next to 
nothing which the old barber had led me to suppose I 
should have to pay, who perhaps after all had very 
extravagant ideas with respect to making out a bill for 
a Saxon, It was, however, not a very unconscionable 
bill, and merely amounted to a trifle ‘more than I had 
paid at Beth Gelert for somewhat better entertainment. 

Having paid the bill without demur and bidden the 
landlady farewell, who displayed the same kind of in- 
different bluntness which she had manifested the day 
before, I set off in the direction of the east, intending 
that my next stage should be Bala. Passing through a 
tollgate I found myself in a kind of suburb consisting: of 
a few cottages. Struck with the neighbouring scenery, 
I stopped to observe it. A mighty mountain rises in 
the north almost abreast of Festiniog; another towards 
the east divided into two of unequal size. Seeing a 
woman of an interesting countenance seated at the door 
of a cottage I pointed to the hill towards the north, and 
speaking the Welsh language, inquired its name. © 

“That hill, sir,” said she, “is called Moel Wyn.” 

Now Moel Wyn signifies the white, bare hill. 

* And howdo you call those two hills towards the east ?” 

“We call one, sir, meeeogbe ees the other esa 
Bach.” 

Now Mynydd Mawr signifies the great mountain and 
Mynydd Bach the little one. 

“Do any people live in those hills?” 

““The ‘men who work the quarries, sir, live in those 
hills. ‘They and ‘their wives and their ehiidren.t No 
other people.” 

“Have you any English ?” 

“«T have not, ‘sir. No people who live on this’ did én 
talcot: ceoligata) fora long way have any English.” 

¥ proceeded on my journey. The country for. some 
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way eastward of Festiniog is very wild and barren, con- 
sisting of huge hills without trees or verdure. About 
three miles’ distance, however, there is a beautiful valley, 
which you look down upon from the southern side of 
the road, after having surmounted a very steep ascent. 
This valley is fresh and green and the lower parts of the 
hills on its farther side are, here and there, adorned with 
groves. At the eastern end is a deep, dark gorge, or 
ravine, down which tumbles a brook in a succession of 
small’cascades. The ravine is close by the road. The 
brook after disappearing for a time shows itself again 
far down in the valley, and is doubtless one of the tribu- 
taries of the Tan y Bwlch river, perhaps the very same 
brook the name of which I could not learn the preceding 
day in the vale. 

-As I'was gazing on the prospect an old man driving 
a’ peat cart came from the direction in which I was 
going. I asked him the name of the ravine and he told 
me it was Ceunant Coomb or hollow-dingle coomb. | I 
asked the name of the brook, and he told me that it 
was called the brook of the hollow-dingle coomb, add- 
ing that it ran under Pont Newydd, though where that 
was I knew not. Whilst he was talking with me he 
stood uncovered. Yes, the old peat driver stood with 
his hat in his hand whilst answering the questions of the 
poor, dusty foot-traveller. What a fine thing to be an 
Englishman in Wales! 

\ In about an hour'I came to a wild moor; the moor 
extended for miles and miles. It was bounded on the 
east and south by immense hills and moels.. On I 
walked at a round pace, the sun scorching me: sore, 
‘along a dusty, hilly road, now up, now down. Nothing 
could ‘be conceived more cheerless than the scenery 
around. The ground on each side of the road was 
‘mossy’ arid’ rushy—no houses—instead of them were 
neat stacks; ‘here and there, standing ‘in their blackness 
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Nothing, living.to be.seen,except a few miserable. sheep 
picking the wretched. herbage, \or,lying panting, on, the 
shady, side of the:peat.clumps. ,, At length I:saw,,some- 
thing -which appeared, to: be..a sheet, of,.water, at .the 
bottom of a low,-ground on-my right; It looked far off 
— Shall 1 go and see what it is?” thought-1. to) myself: 
“No,” thought-I..“It,is-too far. off’—so.on. I walked 
till I lost. sight.of it, when I repented.and thought ,I 
would go and see what, it was. .‘.So; I dashed, down, the 
moory slope on my right, and. presently saw, the object 
again—and now; I.,;saw, that it, was. water.,;d sped 
towards it through gorse and heather, occasionally Jeap= 
ing a deep drain, At,last, I, reached it... It was+a small 
lake... Wearied.and panting I) flung ayselfi; On. bi bank 
and gazed upon it. 

There lay the lake in. the low: bottom, pe aiowee ta es 
the heathery hillocks;,there)it lay, quite, still, the, hot 
sun) reflected upon. its A Mee , which shone like a polished 
blue shield. . Near the shore it was shallow, at least near 
that shore upon which. I lay. | But farther. on, my. eye, 
practised in deciding upon, the,depths of; waters, saw 
reason to suppose that its depth ‘was, very.great..,As I 
gazed upon it. my mind indulged injstrange musings... I 
thought of the afanc,a creature which ‘some have; sup- 
posed to be the harmless and. industrious /beaver, others 
the frightful. and destructive crocodile... 1, wondered 
whether the afanc was the crocodile) or the ,beayer; and 
speedily’ had. no ‘doubt that,.the name was, ecietaelly 
applied to the’ crocodile... , 

_ ©Oh, who, can doubt,” thought, L, ig yin a seid was 
originally intended for,something monstrous, and, hor- 
rible? “Is there, not something horrible in. the; look and 
sound of the word afane, something | connected . with: the 
opening and shutting of immense jaws, and the swallow- 
ing of writhing prey?, Is.not,the word,a fitting, brother 
af the Arabic timsah, denoting the dread horny lizard. at’ 


ND BALA. 


FESTINIOG A 


N 


5) 


CASCADE ON THE MOOR BETWE 


ce p 328 


] 


To fa 


SLVAI] THE AFANC-CROCODILE 329 


the’! waters? Moreover, have we not: the voice of tradi- 
tion:that the afanc was*something monstrous? . Does it 
notisay»that:Hu:the Mighty, the inventor of husbandry, 
who brought the 'Cumry ‘from the summer-country, drew 
theoold|iafaneout: of the lake of lakes) with his four 
gigantic oxen? «Would he have had recourse to! them 
to:draw out the little harmless beaver?» Oh, surely not: 
Yet have Iono»doubt that when: the ‘crocodile had» dis- 
appeared. from, the: lands, where» the Cumric language 
was spoken, the name afanc was applied to the beaver, 
probably’ hiss;successor in the pool, the: beaver now 
-¢alled an';Cumric);Llostlydan, or the broad-tailed, for 
tradition’s voice is strong that the beaver has: at one 
time been called the afanc:” | Then’ I wondered whether 
"the pool before sme had been the haunt of the afanc, con- 
sidered both as crocodile and beaver.. I saw. no: reason 
_tosuppose that it) had not. | “If crocodiles,’ thought I, 
_ “ever existed, in) Britain, and» who! shall say that they 
| have! not, seeing that. there remains have been dis- 
covered, why should’ they not have haunted this pool? 
If beavers ever existed in Britain, and do not tradition 
and,Giraldus: say,,that»they have, why should: they not 
_ have.existed in this pool ? 
_.“Atdatime almost inconceivably| remote, when’ the 
| hills around, were covered with woods, through which the 
elk and|the'bison and. the wild cow. strolled, when. men 
were rare throughout the lands:and:unlike in most things 
| to the | present race—at such a, period—-and such a period 
_ there has {been-—-I..can| easily conceive that the. afanc- 
| crocodile. haunted this jpool,.and that when the,elk or 
bison or wild.cow,came to, drink, of its waters the.grim 
| ‘beast would.,occasionally, rush. forth, and) seizing. his 
| bellowing victim, would, return ;with it to the deeps 
before ime to: luxuriate at his, ease. upon its, flesh. And 
at. a. time Jess; semote, when.the crocodile was no, more, 
and though the woods. still covered, the ;hills,; and wild 
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cattle strolled about, men were more numerous. than 
before, and less unlike the present race, I can easily 
conceive this lake to have been the haunt of the afanc- 
beaver, that he here built cunningly his house of trees 
and clay, and that to this lake the native would come 
with his net and his spear to hunt the animal for his 
precious fur, Probably if the depths of that pool were 
searched relics of the crocodile and the beaver might be 
found, along with other strange things’ connected with 
the periods in which they respectively lived) Happy 
were | if for a brief space I could become a Cingalese 
that I might swim out far into that pool, dive down 
into its deepest part and endeavour to discover any 
strange things which beneath its surface may lie.” Much 
in this guise rolled my thoughts as I lay stretched on 
the margin of the lake. 

Satiated with musing I at last got up and aelieiiabiied 
to regain the road. I found it at last, though not with- 
out considerable difficulty. I passed over moors, black 
and barren, along a dusty road till I came tova. valley ; 
I was now almost choked with dust and thirst, and 
longed for nothing in the world so much as: for’ water; 
suddenly I heard its blessed sound, and perceived a 
rivulet on my left hand. It was crossed by two bridges, 
one immensely old and terribly dilapidated, the other 
old enough, but in better repair—went and drank under 
the oldest bridge of the two. The water tasted of the 
peat of the’ moors, nevertheless I drank’ greedily of 
it, for one must not be over-delicate upon’ the’ moors. 

Refreshed with my draught I proceeded’ briskly ‘on 
my way, and in a little time saw a range’ of’ white 
buildings, diverging from the road on the right hand, 
the gable of the first abutting upon’ it. A kind | of 
farm-yard was before them. A respectable-looking 
woman was standing’ ‘in the yard. I went up to ‘her 
and inquired the name of the place. i) dguodi bas 
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“ These: houses, sir,” said she, “are called, Tai Hirion 
Mignaint. Look over that door and you will see T.. H. 
which letters stand for Tai Hirion.. Mignaint is the 
name of the place where they stand.” 

I looked, and upon a stone which formed, the, lintel of 
the middlemost door I read “'T. H_.1630,” 

The words Tai Hirion it will ie as well to say signify 
the long houses, 

I looked long and steadfastly at the inscription, my 
mind full of thoughts of the past. 

“Many a year has rolled by since these houses were 
built,” said I, as I sat down on a stepping-stone. 

“Many indeed, sir,” said the woman, “and many a 
strange thing has happened.” 

“Did you ever hear of one Oliver Cromwell?” said I. 

“Oh, yes, sir, and of King Charles too. The men. of 
both have been in this yard and have. baited their 
horses ; aye, and: have mounted their horses from the 
stone on which you sit.” 

“I suppose they were hardly here together?” said. 1. 

“No, no, sir,’ said the woman, “they were bloody 
enemies, and could never set their horses together.” 

“Are: these long houses,” said I, “inhabited... by 
different families ?” 

“Only by one, sir, they make now one farm-house.” 

“Are you the mistress of it,” said I. 

“I am, sir, and my husband is the master. Can. I 
bring you peeeniines; sir?” 
~ “Some water,” said I, “for Iam. thirsty, though | 
drank under the old ficlives ? 

_ The good woman brought me a’ basin of dalicious 
milk and. water. 

“What are the names of the two bridges,” said ly “a 
~ way from here?” ii 

“They are called, sir, the old and new bridge of vat 
Hirion vat least we call them so.” 
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“And what do you call the ffrwd that runs: ‘beriedth 
them ?” FBS 

*T believe, sir, it is called'the river Twerin:” 

“DO you know a lake far up there amidst the moors 

“T have seen it, sir ; they call it Llyn Twerin” oo: | 

“Does the river Twen flow from it?” iri 

“T believe it does,’'sir, but’ I do not know.” »io¥ 

“Ts the lake deep?” ‘ 

“T have ‘heard ‘that it is very deep, sir, so much so 
that nobody knows it’s depth.” yim 

‘* Are there fish in it?” 

“ Digon, sir, digon iawn, and some very nade I once 
saw a’ Pen-hwyad' from that lake which tee i fifty 
pounds,” 

' After alittle farther conversation I dot up, aise éharik- 
ing the kind woman departed. I soon left. the moors 
behind me‘and continued walking till 1:came to ‘afew 
houses'on the margin of a meadow ‘or fen ina: valley 
through which the way trended to the east. They were 
almost overshadowed by an enormous’ mountain which 
rose beyond the fen on the south.’ Seeingia house which 
bore a sign, and at the door of which a horse:stood ‘tied, 
I went in, and a woman coming to meet me 'inca’‘kind 
of passage, I asked her if I could have some:ale. ''- 

“ Of''the' best, ‘sir,” she replied, and conducted’ me 
down the passage into a neat room, partly, kitchen, 
partly parlour, the window of which looked out upon 
the fen. A rustic-looking man sat smoking ‘ata table 
with a jug of ale’ before him. I sat down near him, and 
the good woman brought mea similar jug of ale, which 
on ‘tasting I found’ excellent... My: spirits which had 
been for some time very flagging presently revived, 
and I entered into conversation with» my :companion 
at the table. From him I learned that. he was !ia 
farmer of the neighbourhood; that the horse itied: before. 
the door belonged to him, that the present! times were 
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very” bal fot the producers of grain, with very ‘slight 
likelihood ‘of improvement; that»the place: at \which 
we were was called Rhyd y fen; or the ford) across 
the fens; that it: was just half way between, Festiniog 
and Bala,'that the: clergyman of the parish:was called 
Mr Pughe, a''good kindof man, but very purblind: in 
a’ spiritual. sense‘; and» finally that there’ was!:no. safe 
religion in the world; save that of: the’ Calvinistic- 
Methodists, to.which my companion belonged. 
on Having finished my/alé I paid) for ityand leaving: the 
G€alvinistic farmer still smoking, I departed: from) Rhyd 
yifen®:On I went along the valley, the enormous’ hill 
on my right, a moel of about half its height on my: left, 
and a'tall shill, ‘bounding the prospect iin the east) ‘the 
direction in which I was going: After alittle time, 
meeting’ ‘two women, I: asked them the name’ of) the 
fiountain to the south: 
oArenig Vawr,;’ they replied; « or tcthathiges like it. 
bnPresently meeting fourimen:I put’ the same question 
torthe foremost, ‘a stout, burly, intelligent-looking fellow, 
of about. fiftyls Hevgave me the samé name as ! the 
women?! ‘I asked! if anybody lived upon if, bi 
MeteNG,» saidthe, ¥ — cold for: man.” 
in(Fox ?” said. Ip: 
2nNiol too! cold for'fox!? 2 OK 
oof Crow?” said 1. ft ont od 
of'No,; too cold for crow; crow seul bestarved upon 
it?) He then looked melin:the face, aecviuiie paobably 
that P/should’smile. 
-ohchowever, looked at him! with all the gravity |of ja 
judge; whereupon he also» observed the gravity” of a 
judge,'and we continued looking at each’ other) with:all 
the gravity of judges'till we both simultaneously turned 
away,he’ followed by his’ sa Seale going his Late 
and I going mine. | 

uy subsequently temembered that’ Ariens is leaantiaanest 
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in a Welsh poem, though in anything but a flattering 
and advantageous manner. The writer calls it Arenig 
ddiffaith or barren Arenig, and says that it intercepts 
from him the view of his native land. Arenig is 
certainly barren enough, for there is neither tree nor 
shrub upon it, but there is something: majestic in its 
huge bulk. Of all the hills which I saw in Wales none 
made a greater impression upon me. 

Towards evening I arrived at a very small and pretty 
village in the middle of which was a tollgate. Seeing 
an old woman seated at the door of the gate-house 
I asked her the name of the village, “I haye no 
Saesneg !” she screamed out. 

“T have plenty of Cumraeg,” said I, and repeated 
my question. _Whereupon she told me that, it was 
called Tref y Talcot—the village of the tollgate. That 
it was a very nice village, and that she was born there. 
She .then pointed to two young women who, were 
walking towards the, gate at a very slow pace and 
told me they were English. “I do not know them,” 
said I, The old lady, who was somewhat deaf, thinking 
that I said I did not know English, leered at me com- 
placently, and said that in that case I was like herself, 
for she did not speak a word of.English, adding that 
a body should not be considered.a fool for not speaking 
English. She then said that the young women had 
been taking a walk together, and that they were much 
in each other’s.company for the sake of conversation, 
and no wonder, as the poor simpletons could not 
speak a word, of. Welsh. I. thought of the beam 
and) mote .mentioned. in Scripture, and then. cast a 
glance, of, compassion on the two poor. you1g, women. 
For a moment. I fancied myself in the times of Owen 
Glendower, and that. I saw two females, whom. his 


marauders had carried off from Cheshire or Shropshire ee 
to toil and slave in the Welshery, walking together after. 
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the labours of the day were done, and bemoaning their 
misfortunes in their own homely English. 

Shortly after leaving the village of the tollgate I 
came to a beautiful valley. On my right hand was 
a river the farther bank of which was fringed with trees ; 
on my | left was a gentle ascent, the lower part of which 
was covered with rich grass, and the upper with yellow 
luxuriant corn; a little farther on was a green grove, 
behind which rose up a moel. A more bewitching scene 
I never beheld. Ceres and Pan seemed in this place 
to have met to hold their bridal. The sun now descend- 
ing «shone» nobly upon the whole. After staying for 
some time to gaze, I proceeded, and soon met several 
carts, from the driver of one of which I learned that 
Iwas ‘yet three miles from Bala. I continued my 
way and came to a bridge, a little way beyond which 
I overtook two men, one of whom, an old: fellow, held 
a ivery long whip in his hand, and the other, a much 
younger man with a cap on his head, led a: horse. 
When» I came up the old fellow took off his hat to 
me, and I ‘forthwith entered into conversation with him: 
I ‘soon gathered: from’ him that he was) a horsedealer 
from Bala, and that he had been ‘out on the road with 
his servant: to break a horse. I astonished the old man 
with my knowledge of Welsh and-horses, and learned 
from him—for conceiving I» was one of the ‘right 
sort, he’ was very communicative—two or three curious 
particulars connected with the Welsh mode of breaking 
horses; Discourse shortened ‘the way to both of us, and 
we were soon in Bala. In the middle of the town 
he pointed to a large old-fashioned house on the right 
hand, at the bottom of a little square, and said, “Your 
honour was gust asking me about» an inn. That is 
the best inn in Wales, and if’your honour is as good 
a judge of an inn as of a horse, I think you will 
say so when:you leave it, . Prydnawn da ’chwi!” 
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SCARCELY) had I entered the door ‘of ‘the ‘inn when 
a man presented: himself to me with a: low: bow: "He 
was about fifty years of age, somewhat above the middle 
size, and had grizzly hair and a dark, freckled: counten- 
ance, in which methought I. saw a considerable «dash 
of ‘/humour.' (He) wore brown’ clothes, had mo: haten 
his head, and) held..a napkin: in» his ere nei hg 
theimaster;of this; hotel?” saidi]. « of smso bas yew 
4SNo, your honour,” he replied, “Tam only the: waiter, 
but I officiate for my master or all things ;)»my master 
has great ‘confidence in me, sir?» 6 0) Si YS gnDo: 
“And: I have no’ doubt,” said oI, “ that. “ist egiiten: sit 
place:his confidenceiin any one more! worthy.” | bis om 
With a: bow yet lower than! the preceding: one the 
waiter replied with a smirk) and a grimace, “Thanks, 
your ‘honour, for :your good opinion, bi assure ee 
honour that Iam deeply obliged.” ol worth Ryne ati 
His air, manner, and even accent; were)so dike tinosi 
of, a Frenchman, that I could not forbear : ae him 
whether'he wasone.' // | soon doo eiehionisg 
He shook: his iteetd and seit “No, your desir 
no,;.I am not a’ Frenchman, pos a native of this/poor 
country, Tom Jenkins by name.” od boidiog $d 
Well’. said cl, “you really: look ati ispéaleslflees a 
Bir easiaieecsirally te no; wonder; the Welsh and French 
are much: of; the same blood: :Please’‘now to’ ‘show me 
into the,parlowr.”)  ooyo¢ fo “eobupe a 
He opened, the door of \a binge oi caine placed | 
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a chair by a table which stood in: the middle, and then, 
with another bow; requested to know my farther oldastien 
After ordering dinner I said that as I was thirsty I 
sHould like to have some ale forthwith. . 

“Ale you shall have, your honour,” said Tom, “and 
some ‘of the best ale'that:can be drunk. | This. house 
is famous for ale.” 

“T suppose you get your ale from Llangollen,” said 
I, “which is celebrated ‘for its'ale over: Wales.” 

Geto our:-ale: from: Llangollen ?)”\:said Tom, with 
aosneer of contempt, “no, nor anything else. As. for 
the ale it was brewed in this house by your honour’s 
humble sérvant:” - 
if Oh,” saidel) “if ‘yowobrewed it; it» must: of course 
be good. Pray bring me some immediately, for) 
am anxious to drink! ale of your brewing.” 

«Your honour shall be obeyed,” ‘said: Tom, and: dis: 
appearing’ returned ina twinkling with a:tray on which 
stood!a jug filled with liquor ‘and ‘a glass.» He forthwith 
filled the: glass, and pointing to its contents said: 
»*'There; your® honour, odid* you ever: see» stich ale? 
Observe its colour! Does it not look for all the world 
as'palé ard‘delicate as cowslip wine?” ol m 
oid wish itvmay not “taste ‘liké ‘cowslip: wine,” saidiI 
“to tell you the truth, I am no particular'admirer 
of alé'that looks pale and delicate; for I always oe 
there is' no strength in it.”’ 

“Paste” it) your? honour,” said Tom, $ cata tell me 
iP¥eu éver tasted such ale.” o>. ot Gr 

2] tasted it, and=then took a copious driatigit The 
gg) was dridéed!: admirable, equal to) the best» that» 
hadvever before 'drunk-rich and mellow,'with scarcely 
any smack of the hop in it, and though so pale! and 
delicate to the eye'nearly as:strong::as brandy. ‘I/com- 
mended it niet to ee a pices iat pee ey 
exclaimed 
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“That Llangollen ale indeed! no, no! ale like that, 
your honour, was never brewed in that trumpery liste 
Llangollen.” 

“You seem to have a very low opinion of Llangollen ef? 
said I. 

“How can I have anything but a low opinion of it, 
your honour? A trumpery hole it is, and ever will 
remain so.” 

“Many people of the first quality go to visit it,” said I, 

“That is because it lies so handy for England, your 
honour. If it did not, nobody would go to see it. . What 
is there to see in Llangollen?” 

“There is not much to see in the town, I + admit,” 
said I, “but the scenery about it is beautiful; | what 
mountains!” 

“Mountains, your honour, mountains! wells we te 
mountains too, and as beautiful as those of Llangollen. 
Then we have our lake, our Llyn Tegid, the lake of 
beauty. Show me anything like that near Llangollen?” 

“Then,” said I, “there is: your. mound, your Tomen 
Bala. The ileal es people can show pani ne 
that.” 

Tom Jenkins looked at me for a moment writs some 
surprise, and then said: “I)see you have been here 
before, sir.”' > ip oun +O 

“No,” said I, “never, but I, have read about) the 
Tomen Bala in books, both Welsh and English.” ..:| 

“You have, sir,” said Tom. “Well, Iam rejoiced to 
see so book-learned a gentleman in our house. . The 
Tomen Bala has puzzled many a head.. What do the 
books which mention it say about it, your honour?” |). 

“Very little,’ said I, “beyond pein ity) what 
do the people here say of it?” BH > 

“All kinds of strange things, your honour? 

“Do they say who built it?” 

“Some say the Tylwyth Teg built it, othe thatyit twas 
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east up over a dead king by his people. The truth is, 
nobody here knows who built it, or anything about it, 
save that it isa wonder. Ah, those people of Llangollen 
can show nothing like it,” 

“Come,” said I,“ you must not be so hard upon the 
people of Llangollen. They appear to me upon the 
whole to be! an eminently respectable body.” 

The Celtic waiter gave a genuine French shrug. “ Ex- 
cuse me, your honour, for being of a different opinion. 
They are all drunkards.” 

“T have occasionally seen drunken people at Llan- 

gollen,” said I, “but. I have likewise seen a great many 
sober,” 
_. “That is, your honour, you have seen them in their 
sober moments; but if you had watched, your honour, 
if you had kept your eye on them, you would have seen 
them reeling too.” 

“That I can hardly believe,” said I. 

“Your honour .can’t! but I can who know them. 
They are all drunkards, and nobody can live among 
them, without being a dronkard. There. was. my 
nephew. "4 

“What of him?” said I. 

». “Whyhe went to Llangollen, your honour, and died 
.of a drunken fever in less than a month.” 

_. “Well, but might he not have died of the same, if he 
chad remained at home?” 

“No, your honour, no! he lived here many a. year, 
and never died of a drunken fever; he was rather, fond 
of liquor, it is true, but he never died at Bala of a 
drunken fever ; but when he went to Llangollen he) did, 
Now, your honour; \if there is _not..something . more 
drunken ‘about Llangollen than about Bala, why did 
my nephew die at, Llangollen ofa drunken. fever?” 

., “Really,” said I, “you are such a close reasoner, that 
I;do: not like to dispute. with you.. One observation 
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however, I wish 'to:make': vI have lived at: pine iy 
without, I hope; becoming a drunkard.” 

“Oh, your ‘honour -is out of the question,” 'said- the 
Celtic waiter with a strange grimace. ‘\“ Your honour 
is ‘an Englishman, an English gentleman, and ‘of course 
could live alli the days of your life‘at Llangollen without 
being a drunkard;'‘he;:he! » Whoever’ heard of an 
Englishman, especially an English gentleman, being a 
drunkard, he, he, he. And» now, your! honour, pray ex 
cuse me, for I must go and see that’ sites Hosourss dinner 
is being: got) ready ina suitable manner” 

Thereupon he-left*me with a: bow’ yét Ldviai tan any 
I had previously seen him make. If his manners“put 
me in'mind:of those:ofia Frenchman, his local prejudices 
brought powerfully tomy recollection those of a Spartiard. 
Tom Jenkins swears ‘by’ Bala and ‘abuses’ Llangollen, 
and calls its people drunkards, just as a’\Spartilard exalts 
his own village ahd wituperates the next? and its in- 
habitants; whomy'though hé will not-call them drtinkards, 
unless indeeds he: happens to be ‘a Gallegan, Ke will not 
hesitate’to‘term “una'caterva de pillos'y émbusterds,”"’ 

The dinner when it appeared was excellefit) and 
consisted of many more articles: than’ ‘I’ had ‘ordered. 
‘After dinner,ias Ivsat.“trifling” with’ my eold brandy 
and water, an individual ‘entered, a short thick: dumpy 
mati about ‘thirty, with brown clothes and''a’ broad hat, 
and holding in his hand a large leather’bag. bae@avdme 
afamiliar’ nod; and passing! by the'tablelat which’ 1 sat, 
tocone ‘near the window, he’ flung ‘the ‘bag upon it, and 
seating’ himselfin’a chair with his profile towards’ the, he 
untied the ‘bag; from which he pouréed'a’ large ‘quantity 
of ‘sovereigns upon the table-and fell’to' counting them. 
“After counting ‘them three times ‘he. placed’ them: ‘again 
in the bag which’ he tied up; then® ‘taking’ a ‘small ‘book, 
séemingly’ ah ‘accoufit-book, ‘out of his - pocket, “he wrote 
something? init! with’a’ pencil then putting ‘it! if” his 
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ae ‘hei gabie ae Bass ‘in unlocking’ a beaufet ojala 
stood at some distance behind: him against: the: wall; he 
put the bag -into:a drawer; then again: locking! the 
beaufet he sat: dowm in the -chair, then tilting» the chair 
back pon its \hind-legs he kept swaying himself.-back+ 
wards.and forwards upon it; his:toes sometimes upon'the 
ground, sometimes: mounting until: they/tapped against 
the nether side of the! table, surveying!:mevall the time 
witha queer kind of a side glance, and occasionally eject- 
ing saliva upon:the carpet: in the direction of the place 
_where I sat. 

“Fine; weather,’ sir,” said ‘I, at: last, Ae tied of 
being skewed andi spit at in thks manner.! i3 

» “Why: yaas,” said: the, acai “the tid is _tolerably 
fine, but I have: seén a: finer.” 

Well, Iodon’t remember: 'to'\vhave: ‘seen one,” said'I ; 
“it is as fine a day as |} have: seen’ :during the present 
season, ‘and: finer weather than J have: ‘seen during’ this 
season I do not think I ever saw before.” 

“The weather is fine enough for Britain,’ said’ the 
figure, “but there are other countries besides Britain.” 

« Why,” said sl; “there’s the States, ’tis:true.” 

“Ever been in the States, Mr?” said the figure atch 
de“ Haveil ever been in: the States,” said: I, “have ol ever 
been in the States?” : 

o Perhaps you: are: of the: Statés, Mr ; : Sratelael so 
froga the first.” i 

ohe Seatesa are sifine croatictitiony? bald 1 

“T guess they are, Mr.” tHe uff 
dof If would: benno ‘easy matter to! whip the States” 

“So I should guess;;Mn?) 6 or 

“That is, single- -handed,” said I. i 

“Single- handed, no nor) double-handed eithde iLet 
England and France and ‘the State which, they:are ‘now 
trying!to whip without being! able todo it}/that’s' Russia, 
all unite in a union to whip the Union, and ifiinstead: of 
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whipping the States they don’t get a whipping them- 
selves, call me a braying jackass H 

“I see, Mr,” said I, “that you are a secant man, 
because you speak very much my own opinion. How- 
ever,as I am an unprejudiced person, like yourself, I 
wish to do justice to other countries—the States are fine 
countries—but there are other fine countries in the world. 
I say nothing of England ; catch me saying anything 
good of England; but I call Wales a fine country ; gain- 
say it who may, I call Wales a fine country.” . 

“So it is, Mr.” 

“TIl go farther,” said I; “I wish to do justice to 
everything : I call the Welsh a fine language.” 

“So it is) Mr. Ah, I see you are an unprejudiced 
man. You don’t understand Welsh, I guess.” 

“I don’t understand Welsh,” said I; “I don’t under- 
stand Welsh. That’s what I call a good one.” 

“Medrwch siarad’ Cumraeg?” said the short figure 
spitting on the carpet. 

“ Medraf,” said I. 

“You can, Mr! Well, if that don’t whip the Union. 
But I see: you were born in the States of Welsh 
parents.” 

“No harm in being born in the States of Welsh 
parents,” said I. 

“None at all, Mr; I was myself, and the first language 
I learnt to speak a Welsh. Did your pedus come 
from Bala, Mr?” 

“Why no! Did yourn?” 

“Why yaas—at least from the nigh bonilen ~What 
State do you come from? Virginny?” | 

“Why no!” 

“Perhaps Pensilvany country ?” 

“ Pensilvany is a fine State,” said I. Dire! 

“So it is, Mr. Oh, that is your State, is it? Icome 
from Varmont.” 
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“You do, do you? Well, Varmont is not a bad state, 
but not equal to Pensilvany, and I'll tell you two reasons 
why ; first it has not been so long’ settled, and second 
there is not so much Welsh blood: in it as there is in 
Pensilvany.” 

“Ts there much Welsh blood in Pensilvany then?” 

Plenty, Mr, plenty.. Welsh flocked over to Pen- 
silvany even as far back as the time of William Pen, 
who as you know, Mr, was the first founder of the 
Pensilvany State. And that puts me in mind that 
there is a curious account extant of the adventures of 
one of the old Welsh settlers in Pensilvania. It is to 
be found in a'letter in an. old Welsh book. The letter 
is dated 1705, and is from one Huw Jones, born. of 
Welsh parents in Pensilvany country, to.a cousin of his 
of the same name residing in the neighbourhood of this 
very town of Bala in Merionethshire, where you and I, 
Mr, now are.. It is in answer to certain inquiries made 
by the cousin, and is written in pure old Welsh 
language: It gives an account of how the. writer’s 
father left. this neighbourhood to goto. Pensilvania ; 
how he embarked on board the ship Welham Pen; 
how he was thirty weeks on the voyage from: the 
Thames to the! Delaware.’ Only think, Mr, ofa ship 
now-a-days being thirty weeks on the passage from the 
Thames to the Delaware river; how he learnt’ the 
English language on the voyage; how he and _ his 
companions ‘nearly perished with hunger in the wild 
wood after they: landed; how Pensilvania city was 
built; how he became a farmer and married:a Welsh 
woman, the widow of a Welshman from shire Denbigh, 
by whom he had the writer and several other children ; 
how the father»used to talk to his children about 
his native’ region':and the places round about. Bala, 
and fill their breasts with longing for the land of 
their ‘fathers; and finally how the old» man. died 
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leaving his children and, their mother in prosperous 
circumstances. It is ‘a wonderful’ letter, Mrj:all written 
in the pure old, Welsh language.’ 

»©I say, Mr, youare a cute: one and: cca a sek or 
two. I suppose Welsh was the first Janguage. youy ean, 
like myself?” 

“No, it.wasn’t—I like to speak the insisted Book 
to either ips iog or reading the, Welsh: avemnany till! I 
was past sixteen.” he BB 

“?Stonishing ! but see the: force of blood: at, last. dn 
any line of business?” jOliD & Bb or 

‘“No, Mr, can’tsay Iam.” ’ blow sdty torent 

“Have money in your pocket, and travel; for pleasure 
Come to see father’s land.” 

‘“ Come to see old, Wales, . And witht brings you! here, 
Hiraeth?” 

_ “That's; longing. : No, not exactly. Saaasn mand 
England to see what I coulddo. Got in with: house: at 
Liverpool in the drapery business. » Travelifor it: here- 
abouts, having connections and speaking the language! 
Do branch business here: for a Degiiags -house » besides. 
Manage:to get on Senamity di ach woul 

“You look a smart’un.: But don’t you find it: some- 
times hard to compete with English tran ee ‘inthe 
drapery: line?” f 

“I guess not. English ramet) set ok atieal 
Don’t know the language. and nothing else. . ‘che whip 
a dozen any day.’ Regularly flummox them/10i 160 
“You do, hie Ah, Iosee hae re acute ‘uh Glad 
to have met you.” 05 ° tind 

“Tsay, Mr, you tale not told me jvc rt ‘souty 
your forefathers were.” > dod modw yd 
')“ From Norfolk and Cota Icobociese St gad worl 

» “Didn’t know there were such counties in: 1: Wales,’ aid 

“But there are in England.” ©) dodt link bag 

Why; you told: me you were of Welsh parents.” sis) 
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1“ Noj-I didn’t... You told yourself so.” 

. “But how.did.you cometo know Welsh?” 

oo Why, that’s,my: bit, of a secret.” 
. “But youare of the United States?” 
.) “Never knew. that before. ? 
oo “Mr, you flummox: me.” 
« MJust.as you do the English deapeey travellers... Ah, 
you're.a cute ’un—but do you think it altogether:a cute 
ttick|to stow all those sovereigns in that drawer?” 
» ‘Who,should take them out, Mr?” 
“Who-should.take them out? Why, any of the swell 
mob; that:should,chance. to be in. the. house’ might 
unlock the:drawer with their flash keys.as,soon,as your 
back is.turned, and;take out all the coin.” 
“But there are: none of the:swell.mob here.” 

“How doyou' know. that?” said I,,“the swell mob 
travel lwidle abeusrobow. do_you know that I,am;not one 
of.them ?” 
aot he Sve mob Son’ t os Welsh,, I guess,” 

_« “Don’t -be-too sure ofthat,” said cae the. swell, coves 
spate no expertise for their education—so that they may 
be ‘able.to play parts according to circumstances... I 
strongly advise you, Mr, to-put that bag somewhere else 
lest, something should happen to it.” 

if/Well,.Mr, T’ll, take your advice... These are.my 
quarters, and. 1; was| merely going,.to; keep the money 
here|for convenience’ sake. .The money belongs to, the 
bank, so it is but right to stow it away in the, bank safe. 
I certainly should be loth to leave it here with you in the 
room, /after, what you-have said.” He then. got; up, un- 
locked the drawer, took out the bag, and with, a “ Good- 
night, Mr,” left the room. 

I “trifled” over my brandy and water till I finished 
it, and then walked forth to look:at the town. I turned 
up a street, which led to the east, and soon found 
myself beside the lake at the north-west extremity of 
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which Bala stands. It appeared a very noble sheet of 
water stretching from north to south for several miles. 
As, however, night was fast coming on I did not see 
it to its full advantage. After gazing upon it for a 
few minutes I sauntered back to the square, or matket- 
place, and leaning my back against a ‘wall, listened to 
the conversation of two or three groups ‘of people who 
were standing near, my motive for doing so’ being a 
desire to know what kind of Welsh they spoke. © Their 
language as far as I heard it differed in scarcely any 
respect from that of Llangollen. I, however, heard very 
little of it, for I had scarcely kept my station a minute 
when the good folks became uneasy, ‘cast’ side-glances 
at me, first dropped their conversation’ to whispers, next 
held their tongues altogether, and finally moved off, 
some going to their homes, others’ moving to a distance 
and then grouping together—even certain ragged boys 
who were playing and chattering near me became 
uneasy, first ‘stood still, then stared at me, and then 
took themselves off and played’ and chattered at a 
distance. Now what was the cause of allothis?)’ Why, 
suspicion of the Saxon. The Welsh are afraid lest 
an Englishman should understand their language, and, 
by hearing their conversation, become acquainted with 
their ‘private affairs, or by listening 'to it, pick up their 
language’ which they have ‘no mind’ that he should 
know—and their very children sympathise ' ‘with ‘them. 
All conquered people are suspicious of their conquerors. 
The English have forgot that they ever’ conquered’ the 
Welsh, but some ages will elapse before’ the Welsh 
forget that the English have conquered them, °° > © 
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CHAPTER L 
The Breakfast—The Tomen Bala—El Punto de la Vana. 


I SLEPT soundly that night, as well I might, my bed 
being good and my body weary. I arose about nine, 
dressed and went down to the parlour which was 
vacant. I rang the bell, and on Tom Jenkins making his 
appearance I ordered breakfast, and then asked for the 
Welsh American, and learned that he had breakfasted 
very. early and had set out in a gig ona journey to some 
distance. In about twenty minutes after I had ordered 
it my breakfast made its appearance. A noble. break- 
fast it was; such indeed as I might have read of, but 
had never before seen. There was tea and coffee, a 
goodly white loaf and butter; there were a couple of 
eggs and two mutton chops. There was broiled and 
pickled salmon—there was fried trout—there were also 
potted trout.and potted shrimps. Mercy upon me! I 
had never previously seen such a breakfast set before me, 
nor indeed have I subsequently. Yes, I have subse- 
quently, and at that very house when I visited it some 
months after. 

After breakfast I called for the bill. I forget the 
exact amount of the bill, but remember that it was very 
moderate. I paid it and gave the noble Thomas a 
shilling, which he received with a bow and truly French 
smile, that is a grimace. When I departed the landlord 
and landlady, highly respectable-looking elderly people, 
were standing at the door, one on each side, and dis- 
missed me with suitable honour, he with a low bow, she 
with a profound curtsey. 

Having seen little of the town on the preceding even- 


ing, ig determined before setting out for Llangollen to 
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become better acquainted with it, and accordingly took 
another stroll about it. 

Bala is a town containing ‘three or four thousand 
inhabitants, situated near the northern end of an oblong 
valley, at least ‘two-thirds! of which afe occupied by Llyn 
Tegid. It has two long streets, extending from north 
to south, a few narrow cross: ones, an ancient church, 
partly overgrown with ivy, with a, very Pointed steeple, 
and a 'town-hall'of some’ antiquity, in which ° Welsh 
interludes ‘used ‘to. be petformed. After’ gratifying my 
Curiosity with respect to’ the town, I visited the mound 
—the wondrous Tomen Bala. 

The Tomen Bala stands at the northern, end of. the 
town. It’ is apparently formed of clay, i is ‘steep “and of 
difficult ‘ascent.’ In height’ it is about - thirty ‘feet, and in 
diameter’ at the top about fifty. On the top grows @ 
gwern or aider- tree, about a foot thick, ‘its bark ° terribly 
Scotched with letters and uncouth | characters, carved by 
the idlérs of the town who are fond of resorting’ ‘to ‘the 
top of the mound in fine ‘weather, and lying’ down on 
the gtass which covers it!’ ‘The Tomen is’ about” the 
same size as Glendower’s ' Mount on the ‘Dee, which it 
much resembles in ‘shape. “Both belong to that brother- 
hood of artificial’ mounds of unknown antiquity, found 
scattered, here and there, throughout Europe, and the 
greater part of Asia} the most remarkable specimen of 
which is, perhaps, that which stands on the right ‘side of 
thé way from, ‘Adrianople to Stamboul; and’ which 4 is 
called by the Turks Mourad Tepehsi, or the tomb_ of 
Mourad. ‘Which mounds seem to have been’ originally 
intended: as places of sepulture, but. in many instances 
were afterwards uséd | as ‘strongholds, bonhills 6: or ‘beacon- 
heights, or as ‘placés 6n which adoration y was s paid 1 ‘to the 
host of heaven, aia a 

“From the Tomen’ there isa ‘noble ‘ view “OF the ‘Bala 
valley, the Lake of Beauty up to its southern etrealiey 
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and the neighbouring and distant mountains. Of Bala, 
its lake and Tomen, | shall have something to say on a 
future occasion. 

Leaving Bala I pasted throuen the village of Llanfair 
and found myself by the Dee, whose course I followed 
for some way. Coming to.the northern extremity of the 

Bala valley, I entered a pass tending due north. Here 
the:road: slightly diverged fromithe river. \I' sped along, 
delighted’ with the beauty of thescenery. «On: my left 
was a) high bank:icovered withi trees; on my right a:grove, 
through :openings: in) which. iI) occasionally caught 
glimpses of the river, over whose farther:side| towered 
noble hills; ».An hour's: walking brought:me into a:com- 
paratively open country, fruitful and charming.» At about 
one: o’clocki I reached’a large village; the name of which, 
like * those, of most,/Welsh villages, begani:with, Lian. 
Vhere' I refreshed myself for an hour .or: two. ini:an old: 
fashioned inn, and then;resumed:my journey...” | 
onibipassed through’ Corwen; again visited iGGleididoonaeis 
monticle upon the: Dee, and aka Llangollen shortly 
after. sunset, ;where- I found, my iiousd two well and 

glad to.see me, . | 
iw That night, after tea, Heasietta played on the eg 
the old: muleteer tune of “El Punto, de: la.Vana,” or-the 
main point,at the Havyanna, whilst I sang the words,—,, 

On Never! ttust the sample when you' %o your ‘cloth’to buy? 
oomi) Phe! woman’s most deceitfull that’s dressed most daintily. 
brroehe lasses jof Havanna ride to.mass, in, coaches,yellow, . 

1) Butrere they go they ask if the priest’s a handsome fellow. , 


Fhe lasses of Havanna as mulberries are dark, 
“And nyt to make’ them fairer by ae Jesuit’s ae i 


CHAPTER Gt 


The Ladies of Llangollen—Sir Alured—Eisteddfodau—Pleasure 
and Care. a 


SHORTLY after my return I paid a visit to my friends at 
the Vicarage, who were rejoiced to see me back, and 
were much entertained with the account: I gave of my 
travels. I next went to visit the old church clerk of 
whom I had so much to say on a former occasion. After 
having told him some particulars of my expedition, to 
all of which he listened with great attention, especially 
to that part which related to the church of Penmynydd 
and the tomb of the Tudors, I got him to talk about the 
ladies of Llangollen, of whom I knew very little save 
what I had heard from general report. I found he 
remembered their first coming to Llangollen, their living 
in lodgings, their purchasing the ground'called Pen y 
maes, and their erecting upon it the mansion to which the 
name of Plas Newydd was given. He said they were 
very eccentric, but good and kind, and had always shown 
most particular favour to himself; that both were highly 
connected, especially Lady Eleanor Butler, who was 
connected by blood with the great Duke of Ormond who 
commanded the armies of Charles in Ireland in the time 
of the great rebellion, and also with the Duke of Ormond | 
who succeeded Marlborough in the command of the 
armies in the Low Countries in the time of Queen Anne, 
and who fled to France shortly after the accession of 
George the First to the throne, on account of being 
implicated in the treason of Harley and Bolingbroke ; 
and that her ladyship was particularly fond of talking 
of both these dukes, and relating anecdotes concerning 


them. He said that the ladies were in the habit of re- 
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ceiving the very first people in Britain, “amongst whom,” 
said the old church clerk, “was an ancient gentleman of — 


most engaging appearance and captivating manners, 


called Sir Alured © He was in the army, and in 
his youth, owing to the beauty of his person, was called 


‘the handsome: captain.’ It was said that one of the 


royal princesses! was' desperately in love with him, and 
that’ on that account George the Third insisted on his 
going ito India. Whether or not there was truth,in the 
report, to India he went, where he served with distinc- 


- tion fora great many years. On his return; which was 


not-till he was upwards of eighty, he was received with 
great favour by William the Fourth, who amongst. other 
things made him a field-marshal.. As often.as October 
came round did. this interesting and venerable gentle- 
man make his appearance at Llangollen. to pay his 
respects to the ladies, especially to Lady Eleanor, whom 


he had known at, Court as far back they say as the 


American war. It was rumoured at Llangollen that 
Lady Eleanor’s death was a grievous blow to Sir 


G Alured, and that he would never be seen there again. 
‘However, when October came round he made his ap- 


pearance at the Vicarage, where he had always been in 
the habit of taking up his quarters, and called on and 
dined with Miss Ponsonby at Plas Newydd, but it was 
observed that he was not so gay as he had formerly 
been. In the evéning, on his taking leave of Miss 
Ponsonby, she said that he had-used her ill: Sir Alured 
coloured, and asked her what she meant, adding that he 
had not to his knowledge used any person ill in the 
course of his life. ‘But I say you have used me ill, 
very ill, said)-Miss, Ponsonby, raising her voice, and the 
words ‘very ill’ she repeated several times. At last the 
old soldier waxing rather warm demanded an explana- 
tion. ‘I'll give it you, said Miss Ponsonby ; ‘were you 
not going away after having only kissed my hand?’ 
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‘Oh,’ said the geferal, ‘if that is my offence; iwill soon 


make ‘you reparation,’ ‘and instantly gavel her»a ‘hearty © 


smack:‘on the lips, which ceremony he never forgot to 
repeat after dining with her on subsequent occasions.”> 

We got on the subject of bards, and I mentioned to 
him Gruffydd ‘Hiraethog, the old’ poet» buried® in >the 
chancel’ of Llangollen church: The ‘old clerk was not 
aware that he was buried there, and said that though he 
had heard of him he knew little or nothing about ae: 

“ Where was he born ?” said ‘he. 

“In Denbighshire,” I replied, “near sgh mountain 
Hiraethog, from: which ' circumstance! he dalled pa 
in poetry Gruffydd Hiraethog.” ) 

“When did he flourish?” SOB IT 

“ About the middle of the siteenth cent hor 

“What did he write?” B B! 

“A great many didactic pieces,” said Lot ine one “of 

which‘ isa famous couplet to this effect: DH tl 


“He who satire loves to sing 
On himself will satire bring.” 


“Did you ever hear of William evan 2” ake the old 


gentleman. | 


“Yes,” said ,I;. “he, was .a ful of Hinacdenes pa | 


wrote an elegy. on his: death, in. which: he ,alludes.to 
Gruffydd’ s skill in an old Welsh metre, called; the, Gross 
Consonancy, in the following manner:5 «;) ai 
“(Tn Eden’s grove from Adam's eae 
|, Upsprang a muse of noble growth’; Dat 
So from thy grave, O poet wise, - | / } 
Cross Consonancy’s boughs shall, fe sa 


i Really,” said the old. clerk, “ you ‘seem: to’ ihcow. 
something about Welsh: poetry. | But what istméant by. 
a,muse springing up os Adam’s mouth in: Eden?” 4 

% Wiby, Jey Gappnods said I, “that! ee bi oe. 
poetry.” » (RWS Sg niogel 
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‘“[’made' inquiries of him’ about’ the eistéeddfodau' or 
séssions of batds; and expressed a wish to be present at 
one of them. He'said that they were very interesting ; 
that’ bards’ met at particular periods and recited poems 
on various ‘subjects ‘which had been ‘given out before: 
hand, and that prizes were allotted to’ those whose com- 
positions were deemed ‘the best’ by the judges. He said 
that he had himself won’ the prize for the best englyn 
ona ‘particular subject’ at an eisteddfod at which Sir 
Watkin Williams Wynn presided, and at which Heber, 
afterwards Bishop of Calcutta, was present, who ap- 
peared to understand Welsh well, and who took much 
interest in the proceedings of the meeting. 

Our discourse turning: on the latter Welsh poet,s I 
asked him if he had been acquainted with Jonathan 
Hughes; who the reader: will remember: was the person 
whose grandson’ I met and ‘in whose arm-chair I sat at 
Ty yn y pistyll, shortly after my coming to Llangollen. 
He said that hé had beén well acquainted with him, and 
had’ helped to carry him to the grave, adding, that he 
was” ‘Something of a poet, but that he had always con- 
sidéred ‘his forte lay in strong good sense rather than 
poetry. | I mentioned Thomas Edwards, whose ‘picture 
TP fad seen in Valle Crucis Abbey. He said that he 
knew him tolerably well, and that the last time he saw 
him was when he, Edwatds, was about seventy years of 
age, " “when he sent him in a cart to the housé of a great 
gentleman near the’ aqueduct where he was going to 
stay on a visit. That Tom was about five feet eight 
inches high, lusty, and very strongly built; that he had 
something’ thé matter with his right eye; that’ he was 
very. satirical and very clever ; that his wife was a very 
cléver woman arid satirical; his two daughters’ both 
clevét “and satirical, and hig °séAantthatd remarkably 
satirical and ‘clever, and that it was impossible to live 
With ‘Twm Or Nant without’ learning to be clever and 
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satirical; that he always appeared to be occupied with 
something, and that he had heard him say there was 
something in him that would) never let him be idle; 
that he would walk fifteen miles to a place where he 
was to play an interlude, and that as soon as he got 
there he would begin playing it at once, however tired 
he might be. The old gentleman concluded by. saying. 
that he had never read the works of Twm O’r Nant, but 
he had heard that his best piece was the interlude 
called “ Pleasure and Care.” 


CHAPTER RSET 


The Treachery of the Long Knives—The North Briton—The 
‘Wounded Butcher—The Prisoner... 


ON the tenth of September our little town was flung 
into some confusion by one butcher having attempted to 
cut the throat of another. The delinquent was a 
Welshman, who it was said had for some time past been 
somewhat out of his mind; the other party was an 
Englishman, who escaped without further injury than a 
deep gash in the cheek. The Welshman might be mad, 
but it appeared to me that there was some method i in 
his madness. He tried to cut the throat of a butcher : 
didnt this look like wishing to put a rival out of the 
way ? and that butcher an Englishman: didn’t this look 
like wishing to pay back upon the Saxon what the 
Welsh call bradwriaeth y cyllyll hirion, the treachery of 
the long knives? So reasoned I to myself. But here. 
perhaps the reader will ask what is meant by “the 
treachery of the long knives?” whether he does or not I 
will tell him, 

Hengist wishing, to become paramount, 4 in 7 Sota 
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Britain thought that the easiest way to accomplish. his 
wish would be by destroying the South British chief- 
tains. Not believing that. he should be able to make 
away with them by open force he determined to see 
what he couldido by treachery... Accordingly he invited: 
the chieftains to.a banquet to be held near Stonehenge, 
or the Hanging Stones, on Salisbury Plains. The un- 
suspecting chieftains accepted the invitation, and’ on the 
appointed day repaired to the banquet, which was held 
in a huge tent. Hengist received them with a smiling 
countenance and every appearance of hospitality, and 
caused them to sit down to table, placing by the side of 
every Briton,one of his own people. . The banquet com- 
menced, and all seemingly was mirth and hilarity... Now 
Hengist had commanded his people that: when /he 
should get up and cry “nemet eoure. saxes,”, that is, 
take your knives, each Saxon should draw his long;sax, 
or knife, which he wore at his side, and should plunge: it 
into the throat of his neighbour.. The banquet went on, 
and jin the midst of it, when the unsuspecting Britons 
were revelling.on the good cheer which had been pro-) 
vided for them, and half-drunken with the mead and 
beer which flowed in torrents, uprose Hengist, and, with 
a voice of thunder uttered the fatal words.‘ nemet: eoure 
saxes:” the cry was obeyed, each Saxon) grasped: his 
knife and struck with it at the throat of his defenceless 
neighbour. Almost every blow took effect; only three 
British chieftains escaping from the banquet of: blood. 
This infernal carnage the Welsh have appropriately 
denominated: the treachery of the long knives. »It will 
be as well to observe that the Saxons’ derived. their 
name from the:saxes, or long knives, which they: wore 
at their sides, and at the use oof which they» were 
terribly proficient. 

Two. or three days after thé attempt at murder: at 
Llangollen, hearing that the Welsh butcher was about 
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to bé brought before ‘the magistrates, /1’ determined to 
make an’effort tobe present at! the éxaminationy ‘Ac- 
cordingly I ‘went to the policé stationvand inquired’ of 
the superintendent whether I «could be»permitteds to 
attend. © He :was' a> North Briton, ‘as’>] »have>stated 
somewheré~ before, and!]) had )»scraped’ acquaintance’ 
with him, and *had, got ‘somewhat into his good graces 
by praising Dumfries, his native place, and descanting 
to himiwpon the beauties of the poetry of his celebrated 
countryman, my old friend, Allan Cunningham, ‘some: 
ofi' whose works he hdd: perused, and >with whom ‘as 
he said, he had once the honour of shaking hands»-iIm 
reply to: myquestion he told’ me that it owas! doubtfub 
whether any! examination ‘would take | place, ‘as»'the! 
wounded man! was in: a very weak’ ‘state, but ‘thatoif 
I-would return in» half-an-hour he: would Jet me know. 
I-went away, and at the end of the half-hour returned, 
when the; told: me that there’ would be! no ‘public »ex- 
amination; owing to the extreme debility of the woundéd' 
man, but: ‘that: one! of the magistrates’ was ° about ‘to: 
proceed'to his house'and take his deposition in «the 
presence of the ‘criminal and also of the: witnesses of 
the deed; and that if I pleased I might»ovo alongwith! 
him;and hei had*no doubt) that the’ magistrate would 
havel no objection to! my . being \present:s We set~out 
together) as we were’ going along I ‘questioned ‘him! 
about the:state*of the» country, and gathered from ‘him: 
that) there ' was‘ nape a sm ge ey: ‘crime? in’ 
Watesiqoiqqs: < ai T 
‘iste ihe Welsh: a. ‘clatinish people?” I demanded: »bab 
1 “sVety,? saiddiayxse orl do: ot Hewitags 6d 
oi As;elannish as, re paionsieisiel en 2 cia B. mont ders 
oi$Wes,? said he,“ and a:good deal more.” bile oth ds 
We came to the house of the wounded ‘cokers wtih 
wasi'some i way ‘out of; the). town inthe north-western 
suburba: The magistrate /was jin:the lower! apartment! 
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with the clerk, one lor two (officials, and the, surgeon 
lof: the town.:|He «was .a gentleman,.of, about, two,-or 
three and forty; with)a military air-and large moustaches, 
for besides ‘being a justice of the, peace and.a.landed 
‘proprietor; he» was; an, officer inthe army... He, made 
‘me ja; polite / bow, when, |I,entered,.and, I requested 
of; him. |permission,-to,,be. present,,at,,the. examination. 
He hesitated.a moment,and then asked..me, my meine 
for wishing, to be present at. it, 19! 
“Merely..curiosity,” said. | tir bes] 
0 aes then,observed that asjthe. Padipact vires Soaldi “ 
#| private one,: may being Pespiittss or, not, was,.,quite 
optional: act ; 
aif Tram aware we that, re “said if : ‘and ff you ain, my 
_semaining is objectionable I) will forthwith, retire,” ;,He 
looked. at; the clerk; who, said, there .could be no,,objec- 
tion, to my; staying, and. turning,/round),to his superior 
said something to; him which I did not .hear, whereupon 
the magistrate again. bowed and said that he should, be 
very. happy to.grant my, request. 
_4(We} went upstairs, and found, the,; teendea! man in 
bed. with a bandage round jhis | forehead, vand ,his,..wife 
sitting, by his, bedside,. The magistrate and. his, officials 
took their seats, and I was accommodated with.a,chair. 
Presently the, prisoner, was.introduced. under. the. charge 
of; a,policeman; ,He was a fellow, somewhat aboye 
thirty, of the middle size, and..wore a dirty white. frock 
coat ; his right arm was. partly. confined, by ,a, manacle 
‘A -young: girl, was;sworn, who deposed, that..she saw.the 
prisoner, run; after. the other, with something, in, his, hand. 
The wounded, man’ was then, asked, whether .he, thought 
hejwas,able to make.a deposition; he replied, in a jyery 
feeble, tone that . he. thought. he,,.was, and, after ,;being 
sworn, », deposed). that on, the, preceding, Saturday, as 
he, was} going, to his. ‘stall, the prisoner. came. Up. to 
him.and, asked whether he had.eyer,done him any, in jury? 
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he said no. “I then,” said he, “observed the prisoner’s 
countenance undergo a change, and saw him put his hand 
to his waistcoat-pocket and pull out a knife. I straight 
became frightened, and ran away as fast as I could; the 
prisoner followed, and overtaking me, stabbed® me in 
the face. I ran into the yard of a public-house and into 
the shop of an accquaintance, where I fell down, the 
blood spouting out of my ‘wound.’ Such was ‘the 
deposition of the wounded butcher. He was then 
asked whether there had been any quarrel between 
him ‘and the prisoner? He said there had been no 
quarrel, but that he had refused to drink with the 
prisoner when he requested him, which he had done 
very frequently, and had more ‘than once told: him 
that he did not wish’ for “his accquaintance. The 
prisoner, on being asked, after the’ usual caution, 
whether ‘he had anything to say, said ‘that he merely 
wished’ ‘to mark the man but ‘not to kill him. The 
surgeon of the place deposed to 'the nature of the 
wound, and on being asked his opinion’ with respect 
to the state of the prisoner’s mind, said that he’ be- 
lieved that he might be labouring under a ‘délusion. 
After the prisoner’s bloody ealiatde and coat had Bech 
produced he was committed. 

It was generally said that the prisoner wabiailevaenca 
in his mind; I held my tongue, but judging ‘from his 
look and manner I saw no reason to suppose that he 
was any more out of his senses than’ I myself, or any 
person present, and I had no doubt that what induced | 
him to commit the act was rage at being looked down 
upon’ by a quondam acquaintance, who was’ rising 
a little in the world, exacerbated by the reflection that 
the’ disdainful quondam acquaintance was one of the 
Saxon race, against which every Welshman’ entertains 
a grudge more or less virulent, which, though’ of course, 
very unchristianlike, is really, brother Bagisamnae after 
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the affair of the long knives, and two or three ‘other 
actions of a somewhat similar character of our noble 
Anglo-Saxon progenitors, with which all Welshmen 
are perfectly well acquainted, not very’ much’ to’ be 
wondered at. | 


CHAPTER LIII 
The Dylluan—The Oldest Creatures, 


MUCH rain fell: about the middle of the month; in the 
intervals of the showers I occasionally walked by the 
banks of the river which speedily became much swollen ; 
it was quite terrible both to the sight and ear near. the 
“ Robber’s Leap ;” there were breakers above the higher 
stones at«least: five feet high and a roar around almost 
sufficient “to scare a ‘hundred men.” The: pool. of 
Catherine Lingo was'strangely altered ; it was no longer 
the quiet pool which it: was in summer, verifying the 
words of the old Welsh poet that the deepest pool 
of the river'is always the stillest.in the summer. and of 
the softest sound, but a howling turbid gulf, in. which 
branches of trees, dead animals and rubbish were whirl- 
ing about in the wildest confusion. The nights, were 
generally less rainy than the days, and sometimes by. the 
pallid glimmer of the moon.I would take a stroll along 
-some favourite path or road. One night as I. was 
wandering slowly along the path leading through the 
groves of Pen y Coed I was startled by an unearthly 
ery—it was the shout of the dylluan or owl,,as it flitted 
‘over the:tops of the treés on its nocturnal business. 

Oh, that cry of the dylluan! what a strange wild cry 
jit iss how unlike any other sound: in nature! a cry 
.which no combination of letters can give the slightest 
idea‘of. » What peaemidance does Shakespear’s to-whit- 
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to-whoo, bear,-to. the cry .of,|the owll? none. whatever ; 
those who hear, it. for the first. time,never know what-it 
is, however accustomed to talk of the,,cry of the-owl.and 
to-whit-to-whoo,.,A man. might,be wandering) through 
a wood with Shakespear’s owl-chorus in his.mouth, but 
were he then to hear for the first time the real shout of 
the owl®he would assuredly stop short and wonder 
whence that unearthly cry, could. proceed. 

Yet no doubt that strange cry is a fitting cry for the 
owl, the strangest in.its habits;and look of,all birds, the 
bird of whom by all nations the strangest tales are told. 
Oh, what istrange tales are told of ithe! owl;\especially in 
connection with its long-lifedness; but of all ithe/strange 
wild tales connected with the age:of thei owl} strangest 
of all is the old: Welsh tale. . When I:heard) the:owlisvery 
in the groves.\of Pen -y:Coed)thati'tale rushed sintos my 
mind.. I‘had:heard it from the singular groom!whoe had 
taught me to gabble Welsh iin myboyhood, jand ‘had 
subsequently’ read it in an old: itattered: Welsh story: 
book, which »by ‘chance fell into: my hands) The :reader 
will perhaps be ‘obliged by my relating /it. 91 96 ecy 

Phe eagle of the alder grove,after:beingilong married 
and vhaving had many children by his::mate;olost her 
by’ death, and became a widower.» After ‘some» time 
he took it into-his head to:marry!the owl) of the: Cowlyd 
Coomb’; but fearing he should ‘have: issue-byyher,and 
by that»means” sully his lineage) he went first’ of all to 


the oldest creatures in the world:in’ order! to-obtain ine . 


formation about her age.) First heswent to theistag:of 
Ferny- side: Brae, whom he. found: sitting» byothevold 
stump of an oak, and: inquired) the age! of ihe: owl. The 
stag said::!I have seen this:oak an-acorn whichis now 
lying ‘on the: ground »without, either ‘leaves or bark : 
nothing in the worldiworeiit up but my rubbing myself 
‘against’ it: once a day when I: got)up, so have Serta | 


vast number of years, but I assure you that'I haveonever 
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seen the owl older or younger than she is to-day. How- 
ever, there is one, older than myself, and that is the 
salmon-trout of Glyn! Llifon’” * To him went the eagle and 
asked him the age of the owl and got for answer: ‘] 
have : a. year, over my, head, for every gem on my skin 
andj for,everyegg in.my roe, yet have I always seen the 
owl look the same; but there is one older:than myself, 
and that is the piusel of Cilgwry. Away went the 
eagle: to! "€ilgwry,. and’ foitid ‘the! ousel standing upon 
alittle’ rock, '@nd asked him “the “age ‘of the!’ owl. 
Quoth': the! ousel : “You'seé that the Held below’ me is 
rot! larger ‘than’ a man can carry in one of his hands’: I 
Have séenvit! ie) large that'it would have ‘taken a‘ hundred 
oxén ‘to’ drag Gt, and it has’ never been worn save by 'my 
dtying ‘my beak" ‘upon ‘it once’ every. night, ‘and by’ my 
striking | the. ‘tip°of my Wing against’ ?t"in' rising? in the 
mdfiing, “yet “hévet “have TI known ‘the ‘owl? older ot 
younger 'thah ‘she is”to-day. © Howéver, there is: one 
dlder'thai'[)'and that'is the toad ‘of Cors' Fochriod; ahd 
ie he’ knows hetage no ond knows it’ To hist went 

the'eagle’ and ‘asked ‘the ‘age of the’'owl, and ‘thé toad 
replied “Ihave never eaten anything ‘save what I have 
sucked from'thé éarth, and “have never éatet half my fill 
inal the days OF my’ life's but do ‘you 'see’ those two 
great “hills! beside’ the’ base? [have seen ‘the ’ place 
where? ‘they stand ‘level’ ground, and ‘nothing’ produced 
thosé heaps’ save’ “what? } dischargéd ‘from’ my body, who 
have’ ‘ever’ éaten’ so ‘very little—yet never have I’ known 
the! ‘Owl “anything: else but an’ old’ hag who ‘cried’ ‘Toos 
hoo- hoo, and'scared® children with her voice even as shé 
does’ at Preseiit” NSS the eagle of Gwernabwy ; ; the 
stag’ Of ‘Ferny side’ Brae’; ‘the ‘salmon’ trout of Glyn 
Ekifon ; thé “ousel! of © Lendwiyp the’ toad of’ Cors 
Fochnod, and thé ‘owl of ‘Coomb Cowlyd' are the oldest 
efdaterad’ in. ‘the’ world} the oldest < ee all ean the 
OM weed pronpelave rons } taa% bane 


CHAPTER LIV, _ 


Chirk—The Middleton Family —Castell y Waen—The Park—The 
Court Yard—The Young Housekeeper—Thé Portraits—Melin 
y CastellHumble Meal-—Fine Chests for’ Sips Dead~Hales 
and Haretisst i152 fer 


THE weather ey become ie BR si au family 
determined to go .and see Chirk Castle,.a mansion 
ancient and beautiful, and. abounding with all: kinds of 
agreeable and romantic.associations., It was founded 
about. the beginning of the . fifteenth, century, by a St 
John, Lord of Bletsa, from a descendant of whom it was 


purchased in, the, year 1615, by Sir Thomas Middleton, 


the scion. of an ancient Welsh family who, following com- 
merce, acquired;a vast, fortune, and, was Lord Mayor 
of London.:, In the,time of the great civil war, it hoisted 
the banner.of the, king,.and under Sir Thomas,.the son 
of. the, Lord Mayor, made, a brave; defence against 
Lambert, the Parliamentary. General, though eventually 
compelled:to surrender. . It was. held successively, by 
four Sir Thomas, Middletons, and ,if it acquired a.war- 
like celebrity under the second, it obtained.a peculiarly 
hospitable one under the fourth, whose daughter, the 
fruit ofa second marriage, became. Countess of, Warwick 
and, eventually . the). wife,of the . poet., and moralist 
Addison... In his, time the hospitality of Chirk, ‘became 
the theme of ‘many. a bard, particularly of, Haw, Morris, 
who, in.one of his “songs, has gone. so far as, to say; that 
were the hill Cefn Uchaf turned into: beef, and bread, 
and the rill Ceiriog into beer or wine, they would be 
consumed in jhalf a year by the hospitality, of. Chirk, 
Though. no. longer in the hands of one of the name of 
Middleton, Chirk , Castle is, still possessed, by, one. of. the 


blood, the mother of ‘the present proprietor being ithe 
862 


i 


CHAP; LIV.] CASTELL Y.WAEN 363 


eldest of three sisters, lineal descendants of the Lord 
Mayor, between whom in default of an heir male the 
wide possessions of the Middleton family were divided. 
This gentleman, who bears the name of Biddulph, is 
Lord Lieutenant of the county of Denbigh, and notwith- 
standing his war-breathing name, which is Gothic, and 
signifies Wolf of Battle, is a person of highly amiable 
disposition, and-one who takes great interest in the pro- 
pagation of the Gospel of peace and love. 

To view this place, which, though in English called 
Chirk Castle, is styled in Welsh Castell y Waen, or the 
Castle of the Meadow, we started on foot about: ten 
o'clock of a fine bright morning, attended by John 
Jones. There are two roads from Llangollen to’ Chirk, 
one the low or post road, and the other leading over 
the Berwyn: — We chose the latter. We passed by 
the: Yew Cottage; which I have described on a: former 
occasion, and began to ascend the mountain, making 
towards’ its north-eastern corner: The road at first 
was)-easy enough, but higher. up became very steep, 
and somewhat appalling, being cut out of the side of 
the hill which shelves precipitously down towards the 
valley of the Dee. Near the top of the mountain 
-were three lofty beech-trees. growing on the very 
verge of) the precipice. Here the road for ‘about 
twenty yards is fenced on its dangerous’ side by a 
wall, parts of which are built between the stems of 
the: trees. Just beyond the wall a truly noble prospect 
presented itself to our eyes. To the north were bold 
hills, their sides: and: skirts adorned with numerous 
woods and! white farm-houses; a thousand feet below 
us was the Dee and: its wondrous Pont y Cysultau: 
John’ Jones said that if certain mists did not, intervene 
we might descry “the sea of Liverpool”; and: perhaps 
the only thing wanting to make the prospect complete, 
was that sea of Liverpool. We were, however, quite 
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satishied' ‘with ‘what we saw, and» ‘turning! /round:-the 
cornersof the hill, reached its topj)wherewfor aocon- 
siderable distance there is level’ ground, and where, 
though’ at‘a great altitude, we found ourselves im a 
fairand fertile region, and amidst .aiscene-of busy 
tural olife..) We: saw’ fields and: inclostres;and here, and 
there:corn-stacks, some made, and’ others not) /yet icom- 
pleted, about which people were employed; and-waggons 
and horses moving. Passing over the top of the: hill, 
we began to descend the southern side; which was far 
less \steep than’ the: one »we ‘had. lately -surmounted. 
Afteria little way, the road descended ‘through a wood, 
which John Jones told us was! the pier ee of »“the 
Park of Biddulph. B 

“There sis plenty -of game in ‘this sare R said Fig 
“pheasant cocks and pheasant hens, to say: nothing of 
hares) and coneys;, and in’ the (snidstawe it there! is:a 
space sown) with a particular kind of corn :for the 
support of the pheasant -hems and’) pheasant ‘cocks; 
which in>,the:shooting-season afford. — sport 
for Biddulph and: his friends.” vai foe 

s/Nearsthe foot of) the’ descent, just shee iti = 
made'a turn to ‘the east, we ipassed by‘a building which 
stood amidst trees, with a:pond: and: barns near it) 
i“ This,” said» John’ Jones, “is. the» house’ where the 
bailiff lives who:farms and buys and:sells for Biddulph; 
and:fattens the ‘beeves and: swine, and ‘the! geese, ducks, 
and other:poultry which Biddulph consumes at his table.” 

The iscenery was now very  lovely,) consisting ofa 
mixture: of hill and dale, open space. and forest, in fact 
the best) kind: of park scenery. “We caught a glimpse 
of:a lake in which John Jones said: theré were }gener- 
ally plenty of swans, and presently saw the: castle, which 


standson a green grassy slope, from! which it derives its _ 


Welsh name of Castell y Waen; gwaen in the Cumrian — 
language’ signifying .a ‘meadow: or-uninclosed: place. It — 
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fronts :.the west, the direction, from) which’ »we were 
icoming:; on each side it shows’ five towers, of which 
the’ middlemost, which: protrudes beyond the rest, and 
at:the: bottom of which is the grand gate, is-by far the 
bulkiest.i::Ai noble! edifice it looked, and ito. my-:eye bore 
no slight:resemblance to Windsor Castle. 

Seeing a kind: of ranger, we inquired; of him what it 
was necessary for us todo, and. by. his «direction: .pro- 
ceeded ‘tothe southern side of the castle, and-rung 
the! bell: ata small. gate... The southern» side: had).a 
farmore| antique appearance than the western) huge 
towers with small windows, and partly. covered with 
ivy, frowned» down: upon us. A servant making ;-his 
appearance, I inquired whether we could see’ the. house; 
he said. we could, and that the housekeeper would show 
it toius ina: little time, but that at present she was 
engaged.:; Weventered a large quadrangular court: 
on ‘the: left-hand:side was.a door and staircase leading 
into the interior of the building, and. farther on.was ja 
gateway, ‘which was no doubt the. principal entrance 
fromm thes park.’ On the’ eastern side of) the spacious 
court was'a:kennel, chained to which was. an’ enormous 
dog, partly ‘of the: bloodhound,| partly. of| the. mastiff 
species;':who -occasionally ‘uttered a deep magnificent 
bay.:-vAs the sun was hot, we took refuge, from, it 
under the gateway, the gate of which, at, the |further 
end, towards*the park, was, closed.) Here» my, .wife 
and daughter-sat down on ‘a. small.-brass -cannon, 
seemingly a six-pounder,. which. stood;..on .a,\very 
dilapidated: carriage ; from the appearance, of the gun, 
which was of an ancient form, and very much battered, 
and that of the carriage, I, had little, doubt that both 
had:been inthe castle, at|jthe time,of the siege. As 
my two loved ones sat, I walked up and down, recalling 
to my mind all I had heard and readin connection |with 
this castle. I thought of its gallant \defence, against the 
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men of Oliver; I thought of its roaring hospitality in 
the time of the fourth Sir Thomas; and I: thought of 
the many beauties who had’ been born in its chambers, 
had danced in its halls, had tripped across its \court, iand 
had subsequently given heirs to illustrious families. 

At last we were told that the housekeeper was waiting 
for us. The housekeeper, who was a genteel, good- 
looking young woman, welcomed us at’ the: door which 
led into the interior of the house. » After we/had written 
our names, she showed us into a large room or ‘hall:on 
the right-hand side on the: ground floor, where: were 
some helmets and ancient halberts, and ‘also some 
pictures of great personages. The floor was of oak, 
and’ so polished and slippery, that walking upon, it 
was attended with some danger. | Wishing ‘that’ John 
Jones, our faithful attendant, who remained »timidly 
at the doorway, should participate with’ us’ in» the 
wonderful sights we were about to see, I inquired of 
the housekeeper whether he might come with us.) She 
replied with a smile that it was not the custom to admit 
guides into the apartments, but that he imight come, 
provided he chose to take off his shoes; adding, that 
the reason she wished him to take off his shoes was, an 
apprehension that if he kept them on he would injure 
the floors with their rough ‘nails. She then ‘went: ito 
John Jones, and told him in English that he might 
attend us, provided he took off his shoes; poor Johz>, 
however, only smiled and said “Dim Saesneg!”) > 

‘You must speak ‘to him in your native language,” 
said I};\“ provided you wish him to. understand sean 
has no English.” 

“TI am speaking to him in my native larienaedl dotil 
the young housekeeper, with ‘another smile ;: “and. ss 
he has'‘nio English, I have no Welsh.”. 

“Then you are English?” said I. in yore 

“ Yes,” she replied, “a native of London.” 9 4) i) > 
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“Dear me,” said: I. ..°“'Well, it’s no ‘bad thing: to ‘be 
English after alls/'and'as for: not speaking’ Welsh, there 
aré many in Midléslivho wouldobe glad to’ have much 
less ‘Welsh'than’ theyhave.” «I then told John. Jones 
| the condition ‘on which he might attend us, whereupon 
he took offthis ‘shoes with great glee’iand attended us, 

——_— them in his‘hand: 

(We presently went-upstairs, to ai the housekeeper 
told ‘us’ was’ the principal’ drawing-room}: and a>noble 
room: it’ was, hung ‘round ‘with the: portraits of kings 
and’ queens, and ‘the mighty of the: earths: Here, :on 
canvas, was noble Mary, the wife of William ‘of Orange) 
and her consort by her side, whose part: like a true wife 
she always took:':Hére was wretched: Mary of Scotland, 
the’ murderess “of ‘hers own’ lord: Here; were “the two 
Charleses’"and both the Dukes ‘of ‘\Ormond—the great 
Duke*who fought’ stoutly in Ireland against Papist and 
Roundhead ; ‘andthe Pretender’s ‘Duke.who tried: to 
stab his native land, and: died a foreign colonel) And 
| here, amongst other daughters; ofthe house; was. the 
very proud daughter of the: house, the Warwick Dowager. 
who /married the: Spectator, and: led, him: the life ofi.a 
dog. ‘ She looked haughty and: cold, and not particularly 
handsome:;) but I. could not: help» gazing; with) a.certaia 
| degree of interest and respect’ on) the countenance of 
_ the vixen; who Served out the gentility worshipper in 
| such: prime:'style:.| Many were: the rooms) which we: 
| entered, ofwhich J) shall\ say’ nothing, save that they 
| were noble in size!and:rich in objects: of:interest. +At 
| last: we came to, what/was called. the, picture, gallery,! 
| It iwas along |-panelled»room, extending nearly, -the 

| whole: length ofsthe. northern side... The. first; thing 
} which: struck) us on entering was) the ,huge skin, ofa 
| lion!'stretched out upon the: floor ;, the, head, however,’ 
| which: was towards the door, was stuffed, and, ,with jjits, 
“monstrous: teeth looked so formidable and. life-like, that 


| 
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we were almost afraid to touch it. | Against every, panel 
was a portrait; amongst others was) that! of, Sir Thomas 
Middleton, the stout governor of :the,|castle,iduring the 
time! ofthe siege. Near to» it (wasthe;portrait /of -his 
rib); Dame’ Middleton: : Farther’ down,,on the; same>side 
were two) portraits: of Nel Gwynn» ithei;ome, painted 
when she was a girl; the other) when' she had; attained 
amore mature) age. ‘Theys'were! ;both,| bysedzely, / the 
Apelles of» theo Court of) wanton:Charlesey On {the 
other side’iwas.one’ of’ the ‘Duke of Gloucesterj the 
son of Queen::Anne, who,):had: he! jlived,; would» have 
kept. the -Georges/ from’ the: throne, «\Iny this gallery 
on the’ southern: side .was a cabinet’ of-,ebony! and 
silver, presented /by» Charles. theSecondoto -the, brave 
warrior 'Sir: ‘Thomas, and:.which, according» to; tradition, 
cost seven thousand pounds! This! ;room;,whichi; was 
perhaps) sthe most magnificent’ iin) the! -castle,/was.ithe 
last we visited.» 'The candle of, God) whilst we wandered 
through» these magnificent) halls, was! flaming «in the 
firmament, and its rays, penetrating ‘throughothe long 
narrow windows, showed:them off, and ‘all thé gorgeous 
things which’ they! contained. to’ great advantage: s(Wheén 
we left the castle we all-said):not' excepting John Jones), 
that ‘wes had/never: seem: in our lives! ee amore 
princely and'delightful than ‘the interior.> lo se1gab 

After\a little time; my wife!and deapsial comehee ial 
of being rather faint, I asked John’ Jones: whether) there 
was lan‘ inn°in’the neighbourhood: where ‘some refresh? 
ment could be! procured. °'He'said' there was;'and that 
he':would ‘conduct’ usto: it. 2° "We directedmour scourse! 
towards the east,’ rousing successively;iand setting 
a-scampering; three large ‘herds of '\deér—the:cbmmon 
ones) were yellow and’ of no ‘particular size but atthe 
head of each “herd we observed aobig/old black«fellow! 
with’ immense ‘antlers; one of these was ‘particularly’ 
large, indeed as‘hu°e as‘aibully: Weosoonocame tothe 
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werge of a) ‘steep| descent, down ‘which: weowent, ‘not 
without some’ risk of fallingoo At:dast! we came: tora 
gate; it was locked ;; however, on Johny Jones shouting, 
an elderly man with his right hand bandaged,:came 
cand opened it. -I: asked! ‘him! what was; the matter‘with 
‘his hand; and» he!told: me:that he shad lately lost three 
‘fingers whilst) working at.a:saw-millsups at the castle. 
On my inquiring:about:the inn he:said he was the master 
of;it, and led the sway: tora ‘long neat) low, house, nearly 
' opposite to a little bridge over a ‘brook, which ran down 
the valley towards:the north, Il ordered ‘some-ale jand 
‘bread-and-butter,: and | whilst, our ‘repast. was being gut 
ready John Jones and I.went to the bridge. 0; » 

eo“ This bridge, sir,’ said) John,“ is) called Pont y Nalin 
Castell, the bridge: of the Castle, Mill;| theoinn: was 
formerly the-mill of the castle, and-is still called: Melin 
y Castell. As soon,as: you are over this-bridge you-are 
inshiré Amwythig, which the, Saxons, call;-Shropshite, 
A, little way up-on yon,hill;is;»Clawdd Offa, or, Offa's 
dyke, built)of old by ithe Brenin/ Offa. inorder to see, 
us poor Welsh within our bounds.” 

As, we: stood»;,on: the bridge. IL inquited of Tones 
thes; name -of, ake brook, which, was,, cigunningy Tnectils 
boneatti its fo 

if The spicier sir,’ said. lola 4 sie) same| river sthass we 
saw at Pont, yi Meibion.” 
jet The river,” said I,“ which Huw Morris, loved, so al 
whose praises he|has.sung, and which he has introduced 
along, with Cefn, Uchaf.in,a,stanza/in which-he describes 
the hospitality of Chirk Castle in} -his eee and, which 


runs, tones 
“ ‘Pe pyddai? r Pct aie 
‘yr SR . Yn gig ac yn fara, rt * 
esben  saieaiampastte ra fawr ymd’n fir aml Bob tHo, spas 
hore rom aon 2 ib Rhy tyfedd fae iddyn’ cit are ; 
if OAc exclijts oBarhduthariner Dsing dyin (sith tts it 
ts Aabs] _wyr bob yn gan-nyn ar, Zin? oot ante bashed 
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* A’ good ‘penill that, sir,’ said John Jones. “Pity 
that the :halls-of' great people no longer flow with rivers 
of beer, nor ‘have mountains of bread and beef for’ all 
comers.” 3 a 

“No pity at all,’ said I; “things are better as they 
are. Those mountains of bread and- beef; and: ‘those 
rivers of ale’ merely encouraged vassalage, fawning and 
idleness; ’ better: to pay for one’s dinner proudly and 
yidependently: at one’s inn, than’ to go Mie gi for! it 
at/a great man’s table.” 

We ‘crossed the *bridge,' walked ‘a Tittle: way up thie 
hill which was beautifully’ wooded, and then retraced 
our steps to the little inn, where I found my wife vand 
daughter’ waiting for us, and very hungry. ~We sat 
down,‘ John’ Jones with us, and proceeded ‘to: despatch 
our  bread-and-butter and ‘ale.° The bread-and-butter 
were good enough, ‘but the ale poorish.« Oh, foram Act 
of Parliament to: force people to brew good ale!) ‘After 
finishing our humble meal, we got up ‘and having paid 
our reckoning went ‘back into’ the park, the gate of 
which the landlord again unlocked for us.9 // << | 

We strolled towarlls the ‘north along the base of the | 
hill): The imagination of man “can scaicaly conceive a 
scene more beautiful than the one which we were now 
enjoying.’ Huge oaks studded ‘the lower’ side ‘of the 
hill, towards the top was a belt of forest,/above ‘which 
rose the eastern’ walls of the castle ; ‘the ‘whole forest, 
castle and the green bosom of ‘the ‘hill glorified by'the | 
lustre of the’ sun!’ ‘As we proceeded we again’ roused 
the ‘deer, and again saw three-old ‘black fellows, — 
evidently the patriarchs of the herds, with their’ white 
enormous horns; with these ancient gentlefolks I 
very much wished to. make | acquaintance, and tried | 
to get near them, but. no |, they would suffer no such 
thing; off they : glided, their white antlers, like the 
barked top boughs” of” old pollards, stenting in the 

(4 
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sunshine, the smaller dapple creatures following them 
bounding and: frisking.,;» We had: again got. very ‘near 
the ‘castle, when: John Jones told me ‘that)if we would 
follow himhe would show us something very! remark- 
able ; l-asked him’ what itiwas, | 

» “Llun: Cawr,” he replied: “The figure of a giant.” 

“What giant?” said’I. - 

| But-on this point: he:could give: me ino information, 
told my wife: and: daughter what’ he: had ‘said, and 
finding that- they wished to see, the figure; 1: bade. John 
Jones ‘lead! usito it, He led-us down an \avenue just 
below the eastern side: of the castle ;) noble oaks and 
other: trees} composed it, some:of; them probably: near 
a hundred feet highs! John Jones observing) me looking 
at them with admiration, said : 

»* They: would make fine chests for the dead, sir.” 

» What.an observation! how: calculated, -amidst:the 
most bounding joy and bliss; toremind manof his doom! 
A moment before I had felt quite happy, but now'I felt 
sadiand mournful!, [looked at my wife and daughter, 
who were; gazing: admiringly on the) beauteous. scenes 
around: thém, and:remembered: that in a few short: years 
at most:we should all three be laid) in» the cold) narrow 
house formed of four elm or oaken boards, our only 
garment the flannel shroud, the cold damp earth above 
us, instead: of the bright glorious sky.:;'Oh, how: sad:and 
mournful I became! | I,soon-comforted myself, however, 
by ‘teflecting that) such is the wll of: Heaven, arid: _ 
_ Heaveniis good... . 

After! we’ had bichanded the avenue some way wore 
Jones began ‘to,look about him, and.getting on the:bank 
onthe left sidéidisappeared!; Wewent on,and ina little 
timesaw- him; again beckoning to:us!someway farther 
down, but still on the bank.) When -weidrew nigh to him 
he badejus getion the bank; we did:so,and:: followed 
him some way, midst, furze and lyng..) Alliof yasudden 
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he exclaimed; '“ There»it is!” » We looked*andsaw a 
large figure standing on:a pedestal. On! going» up: tovit 
we found it to be a Hercules leaning on hisclub,indeed 
a copy of the Farnese: Hercules, as we gathered ifrom/an 
inscription in Latin partly defaced.» We! felt rather dis- 
appointed, as we:expected ‘that it would have turned out 
to be the figure of some huge Welsh champion‘ of? old. 
We, however, said nothing to our guide; Jolin Jones) in 
order that we might properly appreciate ithe size of the 
statue by contrasting it! with his own body,’ got upon ‘the 
pedestal and ‘stood up beside the Rigi? to me ial 2 
which his head little more than reached. 
I told ‘him that in my: country, sail eastern ia of 
Lloegr, bhad seen'a man quite’as tall as. a) statues: 
“Indeed, sir,” said he; “whovtisite?abe diiw molt ys 
“ Hales the Norfolk giant,” L:replied;“ ito ner a sister 
seven inches shorter than himself;who is yet seven:inches 
taller than any man in: the jenn when ate er is 
out of it.) |) noc 
When John Jones got davie he clea me ae the ‘man 
was)whom the'statue was intended'to represent’ ee 
“Erchwl,” I replied, “ia mighty man of: old) ios with 
club...cleared the arenes of: thieves, pitidited 0 cand 
monsters.” LoD seuor 
I:now proposed that we shold: returt to Aiissaadices 
whereupon we retraced our steps, and had nearly reached 
the farm-house of the castle when John: Jones Said’ that 
we had: better return by the! low: road, by doing which 
we should see the castle-lodge and alsovits gate which — 
was| considered one/of the wonders of: Wales.' (We 
followed his advice and: passing’ by*the front of the castle 
northwards'soon came to the ‘lodge ''The« lodge: had 
nothing remarkablein its appearance, but the gate: which | 
was of iron' was truly ‘magnificent; 9) (0 Jedd won 
‘On the ‘top»'were two ' figures: of wolves which: Joh 
Jones supposed to bé' those of foxes.» The wolfof Chirk 
(f 
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isnot intended to be expressive of the northern name of 
its proprietor, but as the armorial bearing of his family 
by ithei:maternal ‘side, and ‘originated: in one Ryred, sur- 
named Blaidd or: Wolf from: his ferocity: in war, from 
whom «theo family, which: only assumed» the name of 
Middleton in the beginning‘of the thirteenth century, on 
the: occasion ‘of vitsiorepresentative ‘marrying a rich 
Shropshire heiress:of that'name,'traces descent. d 
_ ov Thebwolf of Chirkiis'a!Cambrian: hota Gothic! wolf, 
and:though “a wolf of battle,” ‘is the wolf not of Biddulph 
_ of ace Bit 


ig CHAPTER LV 


a acd eitbercscit to the Peco Daranau—Lope de 
O eed a o) oe like the Traveller’ s. 


rae bacndiun as I sat alonea peanomad was arnilomocdcl 
On--his' entrance) recognised: in ‘him the magistrate’s 
clerk; owingito'whose good word) as it appeared ’to'me; I 
had<been: permitted to remain iduring’ the examination 
into the affair of the wounded butcher. He!was a stout, 
strong-made man, ‘somewhat ‘under! ‘the middle «height, 
with a ruddy face, and very clear, grey eyes!" I handed 
him a chair, which he took,andsaid: that hismame was 
R—++4;and thathe had taken the liberty of calling, as he 
had a great desire to’ bes acquainted with>me.’.On my 
asking him hisireason' for that desire he told me that it 
proceeded from his having readya book’ of mine’ about 
Spain; which: had Sibi interested him. 
“Good,” said I, “you can’t give am author a’ batter 
reason ac satin to»see him) than being’ pleased’ with 
his book., 1 assure’you that:you;are most welcome.” 
»| After:allittle general discourse I:said that I hie aa 
_ he was in the law. br 


374 WILD WALES [CHA:. 


““Yes,’ said he, “I am a member. of' that: much-abused 
profession.” O04 

“And unjustly: abused,” ‘said A; “it ds a. profession 
which abounds’ with honourable ere and: in ‘which I 
believe there are fewer scamps than in! any other.» The 


most honourable men I have ever: known’ have been . 


lawyers ; they were men whose word was their bond, and 
who would: have preferred ruin to ‘breaking it. »There 
was, my':old master, in» particular, ‘who would: ‘have 
died sooner’ than sbroken his. word. God ‘bless him! 
I think I see him now with his bald, shining «pate; 
and his finger on an open page of ‘Preston’s Con- 
veyancing.’” 

“Sure you are not a limb of the law?” said Mr R——. 

“No,” said I, “but I might be, for I served an 
apprenticeship to it.” 

“T am glad to hear it,” said Mr cee shaking me 
by the hand. “Take my advice, come and sivas at 
Llangollen.and be my partner.” 

“Tf I did,’ said:]; “I am afraid thints our sacthalsbis 
would: be» of: short duration; you -would« find «me: too 
eccentric and: flighty for ihe law. Have ie te an iat 
practice?” .I demanded) after a pause.’ 

\T. Have! no reason to olor of it,”\ said) he, with a 
contented air: 

‘““|,suppose you are pope 4 said dailw intone 
«Oh yes,” said he, “ 1 have both a wife andl family” Be Fi 
of A(nativeiof Llangollen?” said I. eobks 

: “No,” said he; “I was:born at Llan =“ a place some 
way off across the Berwyn.” 


“Llan Silin?” said I, “Ichave a great sesirs ‘ visit it | 


someday or! other.” 
(“Why so?” said he, “it ip neath iribeeaidetieg, 


\ 


“J beg':your pardon,” said) 15 “unless I am list | 


mistaken, the: tomb: of the great ptet Huw: ants is in 
Llan Silin churchyard.” joc irieete ad 
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oo Issit possible that: you seen ever heard -of Huw 
Morris ?” 

| in Oh yes,’ aaid iis ; “and I have not! only heard of : hit 
but'am aan witli his writings; I read: them when 
| aboy.” 

s “How:very adiddielatiesc 8 ie hei he yo are 
quite right about his tomb: when «a ‘boy: have played 
dozens of times on the flat stan’ with my schoolfellows;” 
| | We) talked. of | Welsh: poetry ; he ‘said the had ‘not 
dipped much into it; owing to:its' difficulty; that:he was 
master of the colloquial: language of Wales, but -under- 
stood very: little of the language of Welsh:poetry, which 
was a widely different thing. «I asked: him! whether,he 
had: seen’ Owen) Pugh’s ‘translation of‘ Paradise Lost. 
He. said‘he had,: but /could only partially: understand 
it, adding, however, that those parts which: he | could 
make out appeared ‘tochim to: besadmirably executed, 
that amongst these: there was one which had ina 

struck him namely : 


“Ar eu pest é ene croch 
-Daranau.” 


The rendering of Milton’ s 


“Andon Deeds Hae eile 
Harsh thunder,” a 
ney grand as it was, was certainly: euuaued the 
Welsh version, and perhaps surpassed, for -that; he -was 
disposed, to think ‘that there was something, more. peirible 
in “ croch daranau,”. than) in “harsh thunder,”, id 

“I am, disposed; to, think so too,”. said, J. .““New.can 
you tell me/whereOwen, Pugh is buried?” 

“1 cannot;”.said he; “\but Isuppose, you, can: tell me j 
you, who: know the, burying-place, of.,Huw. Morris are 
probably acquainted with the jburying-place of, Owen 
Pugh.” 

o No,” said I, “I.am_not. ‘Wnlitzes ‘Huw Morris) eae 


A 
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Pugh has never had» his ‘history written, though ‘perhaps 
quite as interesting a history might be made out of ‘the 
life of) the: quiet: student as out: of that of the popular 
poet: «As soonvas ever I/learn where his grave is I:shall 
assuredly make a pilgrimage to it... Mr R——»then 
asked me a /goodimany questions about Spainy«and a 
certain «singular race ‘of people about ‘whom I: have 
written ‘a good. deal. » Before’ going away he told»me 
that a friend of his; of the: name of’ J+—=; would ‘call 
upon me; provided he thought I should not ‘consider his 
doing so'an intrusion. ©“ Let hims come by~alli means,” 
said I ; \“Ivshall: never: look upon <a ‘visit baer a Sas 
of yous in the light of an intrusion.” . 

JIn a few days came his friend, a fine tall athlete nba 
éf about forty.: “Yow are ‘no Welt said cs as i 
looked at him. 

“\No;” said ‘he; “Isam a atti of Lincolnshire, but. I 
have resided in Llangollen for thirteen years.” stl 

“In what capacity?” said I. 

“Tn the wine-trade,” said he, 


“Instead of coming to Llangollen,”.said I, “and 


entering into the wine-trade, you should have, gone. to 
London, and enlisted into the Life Guards.” 

“Well,” said he, witha smile, “I had once or twice 
thought of doing so. However, fate brought me to 
Llangollen, ‘anid? Tam not pre! ~ she’ ie toi if have 
done ‘very well-here.? 601 TOV 

 Insoon found’ out ‘that/he was a eval Heil oad snide 
hisslaby accomplished man. Like ‘his friend’ R=) Mr 
J vasked mé’a great’ many questions about’ Spain. 
By degrees we got’on'the ‘subject’ of Spanish literature, 
I said thatthe literature of Spain was a first-rate*litera- 
ture, but that it was’ not'very extensive. He asked me 
whether ‘I ‘did not! think ‘that Lope dé Vega: was ‘ateel 
overrated. 

“Not: a»bit,”'said oT’)! Lopéde'Vega was one: of ae 


{ics 


‘greatest geniuses. that ever lived.) He, was;not only a 
_-gteat/ dramatist, and lyric poet; but.a, prose writer. of 
_ marvellous ability; as. he proved by several,,admirable 
tales, — »which,-is; the best ghost story,.in, the 
won i 

sdvmethas Maeenehaise person whom Igot nelliaiasd 
oe about, this, time was A-+—, the; innkeeper, who 
_ lived a; little). way.down jthe\road, of .whom, John: Jones 
_ had spoken:so/highly; saying, amongst other things, that 
_ he was) the clebberest): man. in ;Liangollen,., One day-as 
_ djwas looking in at his: gate, he came: forth, took off ;his 
| hat, and;asked.me ito do him the honour to, comejin, and 
| look) at; his grounds. -|1 complied; and.as;he' showed me 
about: he Atold: me his aman in) nearly the, following 
words :-— if 
| el Panes a Sierentan: yor ibeistini Forei sdnenye: years I 
served a travelling gentleman, whom I accompanied in 
| all his wanderings. I have been five times across.the 
| Alps, and in every capital of Europe. My master at 
| length dying left me jin,his will, something handsome, 
| whereupon I determined to be a servant no longer, but 
,marvied, and.came. to Llangollen; which, I, had visited 
long before with-»my-master) and had been much 
pleased with. After a little time these premises be- 
‘coming’ vacant, ‘I’ ‘took! them, and set/up in the public 
_ dine; more to have something to do, than for the'sake of 
igain, about which, indeed; I néed not trouble myself 
‘much, my: poor, dear master}'as I said “before, having 
done very handsoinely by ‘me’ ‘at his‘death” Here I 
‘have lived for several years, receiving’ strangers, and 
iin proving’ my house’ and grounds!’ I am tolerably com- 
 foitable, ‘but’ confess I “sometimes look | back!'to’ my 
former foving life rather ipa for! oe is ‘no life: sO 
| merry as the traveller’s.” _ . 
| °He was’ about the’ niiddle abs and> dst bee Miider 
| pie middle size. 'T had a'good deal of conversation with 


' 
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him, and was much struck with his frank, straightforward 
mannér. He enjoyed a high character at Llangollen for 
probity and ‘likewise for’ cleverness, being reckoned an 
excellent gardener, and an almost unequalled cook. 
His master, the travelling gentleman, might well leave 
him a handsome remembrance in his will, for he had 
not only been’ an excellent and trusty servant to him, 
but had once’ saved’ his’ life at the hazard of his own, 
amongst the frightful precipices of the Alps. Such re- 
tired gentlemen’s servants, or such publicans’ either, as 
honest A——,' are ‘not every day to be found. His 
grounds, principally Jaid out by ‘his ‘own hands, ex- 
hibited’ an infinity of taste, and his house; into which I 
looked, was a perfect picture of neatness. “Any tourist 
visiting Llangollen for a short period could do no better 
than take up his‘abode at the‘hostelry of honest “A 


CHAPTER LVI 


ae ‘of Bells—-Battle of Alma—The Brown’ Jug—Ale of 
Llangollen—Reverses. | 


ON the third of October—I chink that was the date—as 
my family and myself, attended by trusty John Jones, 
were, returning on foot from. visiting a, park not far 
from |Rhiwabon; we heard, when about a mile from 
Llangollen, a sudden ringing of the bells of the place, 
and a loud shouting,. Presently we observed a. postman 
hurrying in ‘a cart from the direction of the town. “Peth 
yw y matter?” said John Jones. “ Y matter, y matter !.” 
said the postman,in a tone of exultation, . “ oii’ 
wedi cymmeryd. Hurrah!” 

“What. does he say 2.” said, my, wife ansaetele to me. 

“Why, that Sebastopol is taken,” said L:. 
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“Then ‘you have been mistaken,” said my wife smiling, 
“for you always said that the place would either not 
be taken at all or would cost the allies to take it ‘a deal 
of time and an immense quantity of blood and treasure, 
and here it is:‘taken at once, for the allies only landed 
the other day. Well, thank God, you have’ been 
mistaken !” i 

“Thank God, iridee!d,” said I, “always supposing that 
I have been mistaken—but I hardly think from what I 
have known of the Russians that ‘they would let their 
town—however, let us hope that they have let it~ be 
taken. Hurrah!” © | 

‘We reached our dwelling. “My wife and daughter 
went in.’ John Jones betook ‘himself to his cottage, and 
I went into the town, in’ which there was'a great ex- 


citement’; a wild running troop of boys were. shouting 
“Sebastopol wedi cymmeryd. Hurrah! Hurrah!” Old 


Mr‘ Jones was standing ‘bare-headed at his door. “ Ah,” 
said the old gentleman, “I am glad to'see you. Let \us 


‘congratulate each other,’ he added, shaking me by the 


hand. “Sebastopol taken, and in so coghes a time. How 
fortunate!” 

“ Fortunate indeed,” said I, returning his hearty shake’; 
“only hope it may be true.” 
“Qh, there can be no doubt of its being true,” said the 
old’ gentleman. “The ‘accounts’ are most’ positive. 
Come in, and I will tell you all the circumstances.” ] 
followed ‘him into his little back parlour, where we both 


sat down.» 


“Now,” said the old church clerk, “I will tell: you all 


about it. ‘The allies landed’ about twenty miles: from 
Sebastopol and proceeded to march against it. “When 
nearly half way they found the Russians posted on‘a hill. 


Their position was naturally very strong, and’ they’ had 


made it more so by means of redoubts and trenches. 
’ However, the allies undismayed, attacked the enemy, 


380 WILD WALES. tore. 


and after a desperate resistance, drove boleh over the 
hill, and’ following fast at their: heels entered ithe town 
pell-mell with them, taking it and) all that. remained 
alive of the: Russian army. And» what do 'you think? 
The, Welsh » highly’; distinguished ::.themselves,. | The 
Welsh fusileers were the first to ‘mount.the hilliio They 
suffered horribly—indeed almost the whole! regiment 
was cut to pieces; but what of that? they showed that 
the courage of the Ancient Britons still survives ‘in, their 
descendants.»,,And!now I intend ‘to»stand beverdge: «1 
assure your! do... No words! I insist) upon it, 1 shave 
heard you say you are fond of good ale, and:J) intend! to 
fetch; you ‘a:pint of such ale as] an» surésyou never 
drank.in) your, life.” Thereupon’ he: iam out off the 
room; and through: the shop, into the street. | av 

off Well, * said -I, when Iwas. by: myself, if ‘isl news 
does not ceguilardyt surprise! me! 1) cah>easily conceive 


that the Russians) would-be beaten!in:a pitched battle — 


by the English and! French—but that they, should) have 
been. 'so,quickly followed up’ by: the allies, <as) not; to 
be able to;shut their gates, and! man: theiriawallls, fis; to 
me inconceivable. Why, the Russians: retréeat»Jike the 
wind, and have a thousand ruses at. command, in, order 
to retard an enemy. So at least I: thoughts but; dt) is 
plain that I: know nothing about them, nor indeedimuch 


of my own countrymen; I should’ never have; thought 
that English, soldiers could have marched, fast,enough — 


to overtake Russians, more-especially with such’a being 
to command them, as , whom I, and indeed. almost 


every, one ‘else have always. considered) a, dead, weight 
on, the English service. I) .suppose,; however, that) both’ 
they//and their commander were. re ai on; by: the 
active French.” Wen Viissit 4 

.» Presently the old ago) Tet 2b nie appearance ‘ 


with a glass. in) one hand, anda brown .jug, of ale in 
the other: — . ‘sraeibaw esills Sag aovewoH 
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on Here,”saidche, filling the glass, “is some of the ‘real 
Llangollensale. Ii got' it from the ‘little inn, the Eagle, 
overithe way, which ‘was always ¢elebrated for its ‘ale. 
They stared at me when I went inand asked: for a 
pint of alé,'as*they knew that for twenty years “I have 
drunk® no‘ liquor whatever; owing to the state of my 
stomach, which will not allow me to drink anything 
stronger than water and tea. 'I'told them,’ however, it 
was for a gentleman, a friend of mine, whom I wished 
to’treat in honour of the fall-of Sebastopol.” 

‘1 would fain: have excused myself, but the old gentle- 
man insisted'on’my drinking. | | 

“Well,” said I, taking the glass, “thank God that our 
gloomy forebodings are not likely to be realised. Oes 
y byd i’r,.gl6d Frythoneg | -May Britain’s glory last as 
long as the:world!” - . 

Then, looking for'a moment at the ale, which was of 
a dark- pee colour, I put the glass to my lips and 
drank.” 

“Kh!” said the old church clerk, “I sée you like it, 
as you have emptied the glass at a draught. i 

aT hiS good ‘ale,” said I. 

“Good,” said the old gentleman rather hastily, “good ; 
did you ever taste any so good in your life?” 

“Why, ‘as to that,” said I, “T hardly know what to 
say; I have’ drunk some very ‘good ale in my day, 
However, Tl trouble you for another glass.” 
©“ Oh fo, you will,” said the old gentleman; “that’s 
enough; if you did not think it first-rate, you would 
not ask for more. This,” said he, as he filled the glass 
again,” “48° genuine malt and hop liquor, brewed ‘in’ a 
way only” known, they say, to some few ‘people’ in this 
place.” You must, however, take care how ‘tnuch you 
take of it.’ “Only ' a few glasses will make you dispute 
with your’ friends; ‘and a few more quarrel with them. 
Strange’ things are ‘said of what Llangollen ale made 


- 


382 WILD WALES [CHAP. 


people do. of yore; and I] remember that: when I was 
young and could drink ale, two or three glasses’ of the 
Llangollen juice of the barleycorn would make me— 
however, those times are gone by.” 

§ tlds Llangollen ale,” said I, after tasting the: second 
glass, “ever been sung in Welsh? is there no anal 
upon it?” 

“No,” aad the old church clerk, “at any rate, shad I 
am aware.” 

“Well,” said I, “I can’t sing its praises in a Welsh 
englyn, but. I: think I can contrive to do so in an 
English quatrain, with the help of what yon have 
told me. What do you think of this ?— 


“Llangollen’s brown ale is with malt and hop rife ; 
’Tis good ; but don’t quaff it from evening till dawn ; 
For too much of that ale will incline you to strife ; 
Too much of that ale has caused knives to be drawn.” 


“That’s not so bad,” said the old church clerk, “but, 


I think some of our bards could have produced some- 
thing better—that is, in Welsh; for example old—— 
What’s the name of the old bard who Wott, so many 
englynion on ale?” 

“Sion Tudor,” said I; «QO. yes; but he was a great 
poet. Ah, he has written some wonderful englynion 


on ale; but you will please to bear in mind that all. 


his englynion.are upon bad ale, and it is easier to turn 
to ridicule what is bad, than to do anything like justice 
to what is good.” 


(ey great was the rejoicing for a few days at ‘Ulan. 


gollen for, the reported triumph; and the share. of the 
Welsh in that triumph reconciled for a time the 
descendants of the Ancient Britons to the seed of the 


coiling. serpent. “Welsh and Saxons together. will 
shouted brats, as they stood. 
barefooted in, the kennel. In a little time, howeyer, 


\” 


conquer the world! 


{ 
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news not quite so cheering arrived. There had been 
a battle fought, it is true, in which the Russians had 
been beaten, and the little Welsh had very much 
distinguished themselves, but no Sebastopol had been 
taken. The Russians had retreated to their town, 
which, till then almost defenceless on the land. side, 
they had, following their old maxim of “never despair,” 
rendered almost impregnable in a few days, whilst the 
allies, chiefly owing to the supineness| of the British 
commander, were loitering on. the field of battle, . In 
a word, all had happened which the writer, from. his 
knowledge of the Russians and his. own, countrymen, 
had conceived likely to happen from the beginning, 
Then came the news of the. commencement of a 
seemingly interminable siege, and of.-disasters and 
disgraces.on the part of the British; there was no 
more’ shouting at’ Llangollen in. connection with the 
Crimean expedition... But the subject is a disagreeable 
one, and, the writer will dismiss. it after a few. brief 
‘wondlea: 

| It was quite right and consistent pyre the’ justice of 
aed that the British arms.should be subjected to 
disaster and ignominy about that period,, ‘A deed, of 
infamous injustice and cruelty had been. perpetrated, 
andthe perpetrators, instead of being punished, had 
received applause and promotion;,,so if the. British 
expedition to, Sebastopol was.a disastrous and igno- 
minious one; who can wonder? Was it likely that 
the groans of poor Parry would be unheard from. the 
corner to which he had, retired. to hide his, head |by 
“the Ancient of days,’ who sits above the. cloud, and 
' from thence sends judgments? 


CHAPTER LVII, 


The Newspaper—A New Walk—Pentré y Dwr—Oatmeal, and 
Barley-Meal—The Man on Horseback—Heavy News. 


“DEAR me,” said I to my wife, as I sat by the fire’ one’ 
Saturday morning, looking at a newspaper which had 
been sent to us from our own’ district; “what is’ this? 
Why, the death of our old friend Dr He’ died 
last Tuesday week after a short illness, for he presence 
in his’ church’at the previous Sunday.” 
“Poor marti!” said my wife. “How sorry’ Team? es 
hear of his death! However, he ‘died in’ the fulness 
of years, after a long and’ exemplary life. “He was an 
excellent man and good Christian shepherd. 1’ knew’ 
him well; you I think only saw him once.” kt 
“But I shall never forget him,” said’ I, “nor how’ 
animated his features became when I talked to’ him’ 
about Wales,’ for he; you know, was a Welshman.’ | I 
fotgot to ask what part of ele he came from. a 
suppose’I shall never know now.” ' : 
Feeling indisposed either for writing or: ries if 
determined to take a walk to Pentré 'y Dwr; a village’ 
in the north-west part of the valley which I had not 
yet’ visited. “I purposed going ‘by a path under the 
Eglwysig crags which I had heard’ led ‘thither, and ‘to’ 
return’ by the monastery. “I ‘set out. The ‘day was’ 
dull and gloomy. ‘Crossing the canal’ ‘I ‘purstied’ my 
course by rotnantic’ lanes till I found myself under the’ 
crags. The rocky ridge here turns away to the north’ 
having previously run from the east to the west. 
After proceeding nearly a mile amidst very beautiful 
scenery, I came to a farm-yard where I saw several 
men Bes in repairing a building. This farm-yard | 
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was in) avery. sequestered ‘situation ;.a hill overhung 
it on the west, half-way up whose side stood a farm- 
house to which it probably. pertained. On the north- 
west was/a most iromantic hill covered with,wood to the 
very top. A wild valley led, I) knew, not whither, to 
the'-north between ctags and the wood-covered hill. 
Going up to a man of respectable,.appearance, who 
seemed, to be, superintending the others, I asked him 
in English the way to Pentré.y Dwr... He replied that 
I; must follow, the path’ up the hill towards. the house, 
behind which I,,should find a road. which would lead 
me through |the wood to Pentré. Dwr. . As,he spoke 
very good English, I, asked. him. where he had learnt it. 
» 1 Chiefly: in South Wales,’ saidhe, “where,they speak 
less Welsh than here.” 
\ I gathered from him: that, he lived in the house on the 
hill and was a farmer. I asked him to, what. place the 
road up the valley! to the north led. 
oi We generally go-by that road to Wrexham,” hejre- 
plied 5“ itis a short, but,a wild road through, the hills,” .., 
 oAfter:a little discourse on the times, which he told me 
were not quite so bad for farmers as they had. been, I 
bade him) farewell. 
»>Mounting the hill I passed. round the, house, as the 
farmer had -directed- me, and, turned to the west along 
a path on the side of the mountain. A,deep: valley was 
on my left; and on my right above me, a thick wood, 
principally of.oaki. About a mile. further.on the, path 
winded.down a-:descent; atthe bottom of which.I saw 
a brook;and a numberof cottages beyond it. 
sol :passéd-over/| the brook. by means)of a long slab ‘laid 
 deross, and) reached. the, cottages. | I) was; now. as)I 
supposed in. Pentré. y-Dwr,,and a pentré y, dwr most 
truly it looked, for, those, Welsh, words signify, in English 
the village of the water, and the brook here ran through 
the village,in-every room of which its pretty murmuring 
: N 
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sound must have been audible.’ I looked about me in 
the hope of seeing somebody of whom I could ask a 
question or two, but seeing no one, I turned to the south 
intending to regain Llangollen’ by’ the way of | the 
monastery. Coming to a cottage I saw a woman, to 
all appearance very old, standing by the door, and asked 
her in Welsh where I was. 

“In Pentré Dwr,” said she. “This house, and those 
yonder,” pointing to the cottages past which I had come, 
“are Pentré y Dwr. There is, however, another Pentré 
Dwr up the glen yonder,” said she, pointing towards the 
north—“ which is called Pentré Dwr uchaf (the upper) 
—this is Pentré Dwr isaf (the lower),” 

“Is it called Pentré Dwr,” said I, “because ‘of’ the 
water of the brook?” 

“Likely enough,” said she, “but I never pe spl of 
the matter before.” 

She was blear-eyed, and her skin, which coated drawn 
tight over her forehead and cheek-bones, was of the 
colour of parchment. ‘I asked her how old she was. 

“Fifteen after three twenties,” she replied ; meaning 
that she was seventy-five. ; 

From her appearance I should almost have guessed 
that she had been fifteen after four twenties, I, however, 
did not tell her so, for I am always cautious not to hurt 
the feelings of anybody, especially of the aged. 

Continuing my way I soon overtook a man driving 
five or six very large hogs. One of these which was 
muzzled was of a truly immense size, and walked with 
considerable difficulty on account of its fatness. I 
walked for some time by the side of the noble porker, 
admiring it. At length a man rode up on horseback 
from the way we had come; he said something to the 
driver of the hogs, who instantly unmuzzled the im- 


mense creature, who gave a loud grunt on finding his 
snout and mouth free. From the conversation which, || 
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ensued between the two men I found that the driver was 
| the servant and the other the master. 

| “Those hogs are too fat to drive along the road,” said 
Tat last to the latter. 

_. ‘We brought them in a cart as far as the Pentré 

Dwr,” said the man on horseback, “ but as they did not 
_ like the jolting we took them out.” 

“ And where are ee taking them to?” said I. 

*To Llangollen,” said the man, “for the fair on 
_ Monday.” 

“What does that big fellow weigh?” said I, pointing 
| to the largest hog. 

_ “He'll weigh about eighteen score,” said the man. 

“What do you mean by eighteen score?” said I. 

“ FKighteen score of pounds,” said the man. 

“And how much do you expect to get for him ?” 

“Eight pounds; I shan’t take less.” 

And who will buy him?” said I. 

| “Some gent from Wolverhampton or about’ there,” 
said the man; “there will be plenty of gents from 

| Wolverhampton at the fair.” 

“And what do you fatten your hogs upon?” said I, 

“Oatmeal,” said the man. 

“ And why not on barley-meal ?” 

“Oatmeal is the best,” said the man; “the gents 
| from Wolverhampton prefer them fattened on oatmeal.” 

“Do the gents of Wolverhampton,” said I, “eat the 
hogs?” 

“They do not,” said the man; “they buy them to sell 
| again; and they like hogs fed on oatmeal best, because 
|, they are the fattest.” 

_ But the pork is not the best,” said I; “all hog-flesh 
| raised on oatmeal is bitter and wity 5 ; nee nae do you 
_ see ‘i } 

“T see you are in the trade,” said the man, “ and under. 
| stand a thing or two.”. 
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“T understand a thing or two,” said’ I, “but q am not 
in the trade. Do you'come from far?” 

“From Llandeglo,” said the man. 

“ Are you a hog-merchant?” said: I.) 

“Yes,” said he, “and a cate dealer, and: a farmer, 
though rather a small one.” 

“T suppose as you are a horse- dealer ssi L «“ you 
travel much about?” br 

“Yes,” said: the man; “I have ttwellodil a good: deal 
about Wales and England.” 

“ Have you been in Ynys Fon?” said I. 

“T see you are a Welshman,” said the man. » 

“No,” said I, * but I know a little: Welsh,” 

“Ynys Fon!” said the man. Yes, I hotel al in 
Anglesey more times than I can tell.” 

“Do you know Hugh Pritchard, ” ‘said: Lys sah? lives 
at Pentraeth Coch?” 

“T know oe well,” said the man, “and an bares 
fellow he is.” rriceye eet 

“And Mr Bos?” said I. een Vewit bie 

“What Bos?” said he. “Do you meania peobely red- 
faced man in top-boots and Shey coat? Sh tadw Bf. | 

“That’s he,” said I. 

“He’s a clever one,” said thesman. '“ I suppose ve 
your knowing these people you are a) droverior'a horse- 
dealer.’ Yes,” said' ne turning half-round ‘in his ‘saddle 
and ‘looking at me, “you are a horse-dealer: I re- 
member you well now, and once sold a ie to one at 
Chelmsford.” 

“JT/am no horse-dealer,” said I, “nor did Bi ‘ever pee 
a horse at Chelmsford. I see you have been about 
England. Have you ever been in Norfolk or Suffolk?” 

» “No,” said the man, “ but I know something: of a i 
T have an uncle there.” 

“Whereabouts in Suffolk?” said I. a Hoy soe 1M 

“ At a place called ——,” said the man. abr 


| 
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“In what line of business?” said I. 

“In none at all; he is a clergyman.” 

“Shall I tell you his name?” said I. 

“Tt is not likely you should know his name,” said the 
man. 
~ “Nevertheless,” said I, “I will tell it you—his name 
was ——” . 

“ Well,” said the man, “sure enough that is his name.” 
» “It was his name,” said-I,.“ but I.am sorry to tell you 


‘heisno;more. To-day is Saturday. He.died last Tues- 


day week and was, probably buried last Monday. An 
excellent. man, was, Dr. H..O.;. A credit to his qountey 
and to, his order.” 

The man wassilent for some time and then. said with 
Cichiaeen voice and a very different manner from that he 
had used before, “I never saw him but once, and that was 
more than twenty years ago—but I have heard say that 
he was anjexcellent man—lI see, sir, that you area clergy: 
man.” 

ff Tie am no ee ekaen” said I, “but I knew your uncle 
atid prized him. What was his native place?” 
“Corwen,” said the man, then’ taking out his hand- 
kerchief-he wiped his.eyes, and, said with a faltering 
voice : “ This will, be heavy news there.” 

.) We: were: now past the monastery, and bidding him 
farewell I descended to the canal, and returned home by 
its) bank, whilst the: Welsh :drover, the nephew .of the 


learned,,¢loquent and exemplary Welsh doctor, pursued 


with his servant and animals his way va the, high road 
to Llangollen... 

--Many; sons of Welsh yeomen brought up to aie Church 
sei become: ornaments of it in, distant.,Saxon land, 
but» few): very few; have ‘by learning, eloquence .and 
Christian = reflected so much lustre upon it..as 
Hugh O- ~0f Carweny: 


aes ofa ory 


CHAPTER LVIII 


Sunday Night—Sleep, Sin, and Old Age—The Dream—Lanikin 
Figure—A Literary Purchase. 


THE Sunday morning wasa gloomy one. I attended 
service at church with my family. The service was in 
English, and the younger Mr E preached. The text 
I have forgotten, but I remember perfectly well that the 
sermon was scriptural and elegant. When we came out 
the rain was falling in torrents. Neither 1 nor my 
family went to church in the afternoon. I however 
attended the evening service which is always in Welsh. 
The elder Mr E— preached. Text, 2 Cor. x. 5,’ The 
sermon was an admirable one, admonitory, pathetic and 
highly eloquent; I went home very much edified, and 
edified my wife and Henrietta, by repeating to them: in 
English the greater part of the discourse which I had 
been listening to in Welsh. After supper, in which I did 
not join, for I never take supper, provided I have taken 
dinner, they went to bed whilst I remained seated before 
the fire, with my back near the table and my eyes fixed 
upon the embers which were rapidly expiring, and in 
this posture sleep surprised me. Amongst the proverbial 
sayings of the Welsh, which are chiefly preserved'in the 
shape of triads, is the following one : “ Three things come 
unawares upon a man, sleep, sin, and old age.” This 
saying holds sometimes good with respect to sleep and 
old age, but never with respect to sin. Sin does not 
come unawares upon a man: God is just, and would 
never punish a man,as He always does, for being over- 
come by sin if sin were able to take him unawares; and 
neither sleep nor old age always come unawares’ upon a 
man. si Beople frequently feel themselves going to sun 
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and feel old-age stealing upon them; though there can 
be no doubt that,sleep and old age sometimes come un- 
awares—old age came unawares upon me; it was only 
the other day that I was aware that. I was old, though 
I had long been old, and sleep came unawares upon me 
in that chair in which I had. sat down without the slightest 
thought of sleeping... And there as I sat I had a dream 
—what did I dream about? the sermon, musing upon 
which I had been overcome by sleep? nota bit! I 
dreamt. about a widely-different matter. Methought I 
was in Llangollen fair in the place where the pigs were 
sold, in the midst of Welsh drovers, immense hogs and 
immense men whom I took to be the gents of Wolver- 
hampton. . What huge fellows they were! almost. as 
huge as the hogs for which they. higgled ; the generality 
of them dressed in brown sporting coats, drab breeches, 
yellow-topped boots, splashed all over with mud, and 
- with low-crowned broad-brimmed hats.. One enormous 
fellow particularly caught my notice. I guessed he must 
_ have weighed eleven. score, he had a half-ruddy, half- 
tallowy face, brown hair, and rather thin whiskers. He 
was higgling with the proprietor of an immense hog, 
and.as he higgled he wheezed as if he had a difficulty of 
respiration, and, frequently. wiped) off, with a_dirty- 
white pocket-handkerchief, drops of perspiration which 
stood upon his face. At last methought he, bought the 
hog for nine pounds, and had.no sooner concluded his 
bargain than turning round to me, who. was. standing 
close by staring at him, he slapped me on the shoulder 
with a hand of immense weight, crying with.a half-piping, 
half-wheezing. voice, “Coom, neighbour, coom, I and 
thou have often dealt; gi’ me.noo,.a poond for my 
bargain; and it shall be, all thy own.”  Ifelt in a great 
rage at his unceremonious, behaviour, and, owing to the 
flutter of my spirits, whilst I was thinking whether or not 
I should try and knock, him down, I awoke and found 
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the fire nearly out and the ecclesiastical cat'seated’on my 
shoulders. The creature had not) been turned’ out, as it 
ought‘to have been, before my wife and daughter retired, 
and feeling cold had got upon the table and thence had 
sprung upon my back for the sake’ of the warmth which 
it knew was to be found there ; and no doubt the spring- 
ing on my shoulders by the ecclesiastical cat was what I 
took in my dream to be the slap on ‘my shone sat the 
Wolverhampton gent. 

The day of the fair was dull and ede an exact 
counterpart of the previous Saturday. Owing to sotne 
cause I did not'go into the fair till past one'o’clock, and 
then seeing neither immense hogs nor immense men I 
concluded that the gents of Wolverhampton had been 
there, and after purchasing’ the! larger porkers had de- 
parted with their bargains to their native district. After 
sauntering about a little time I returned home. After 
dinner I went again into the fair along with my wife; 
the stock business had long been over, but I: observed 
more Stalls than in the morning, and a far greater throng, 
for the country people for miles round had poured into 
the little town.’ By a stall on which were some poor 
legs and shoulders of mutton I ‘perceived the English 
butcher, whom the Welsh one had attempted to’slaughter. 
I recognised him by a patch which he wore on his cheek. 
My wife and I went up and inquired how he was. He 
said that he still felt) poorly, but® that’ he» hoped: ‘he 
should get’ round. ‘I asked him if he remembered 
me; ‘and’ recéived’ for! answer. that he’ remembered 
having seen me when the examination’ took place ‘into 
“his matter.” Ithen inquired what: had‘ become! ‘of 
his antagonist and‘ was ‘told that» hewas “in prison 
awaiting his trial. I gathered from him’ that heiwasia ~ 
hative of the Southdown countryand a''shepherd=by, — 
profession ; that he had ‘been engaged by the’ squire iof 
Porkington in’ Shropshire to ‘look after his: shéep; vand: 

{ 
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that ws had tinned ‘theke a year or two, but becoming tired 
of. his situation he had come-to Llangollen, where he had 
married:a‘/Welshwoman and?iset-up»asia butcher. We 
told him that as he was/our:countfyman we; should be 
happy ito deal-with him sometimes ;: he, however, received 
the information with’ perfect. apathy, never ‘so much. as 
saying!‘“thank you)”: He was) ai-tall lanikin figure with 
a, pair of large; lack-lustre -staring. eyes, and uponithe 
whole;appeared toibe good for very little. Leaving him 
we went some way up the principal street; presently my 
wife turned: into»a shop,:and’I) obsetving a: little book- 
stalli:went ‘upbto it:and!bégan:-to»inspect the. books, 
They were chiefly in: Welsh) »Secing a kind of .chap 
book, which bore: on its: title-page the name of Twm O’r 
Nant, I;took) it up..dt.was: called) Y LiwynCelyn or 
the Holy Grove, and -contained, the life and, one) of the 
interludes'of Tom ©’ the Dingle or ‘Thomas | Edwards. 
It-purported:to be; the first of, four» numbers, each: of 
which, amongst other. things: was.to contain one of his 


if interludes., The price of the number was one shilling... 


questioned the man of the: stall about the other numbers, 
but found that this was the only one which he possessed. 
Eager, however, to read an interlude of the celebrated 
Tom, I purchased it and turned away from the stall. 
Scarcely had I done so! when I| saw a_ wild-looking 
woman with two wild children looking at me. The 


woman! curtseyed to me, and] ‘thought’ 'T recognised 


the elder’ of thé two Irish females whoin I had seen in 
the rent on the, green “meadow * near Chester. . I. was 
going to address her, but just then my. wife called to me 


from the shop and I went to her, and when I returned 


toulook for :the’ woman she and her’ children: had. dis- 


* appeared, and though)L, searched - about: for ‘her ‘I.could 
not’ seerhér} for which I; was)! ‘sorry,’ asidi wished: very 
| imuchito have some conversation ‘with, her about the 
- ways of the Irish wanderers,...I. was thinking of going to 


; ; n* 
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look for her up “ Paddy’s dingle,” but my wife meeting 
me, begged me to go home with her, as it was getting 
late. So I went home with my better half, bedsiag: my 
late literary acquisition in my hand. 

That night I sat up very late reading the life of Twm 
O’r Nant, written by himself in choice Welsh, and his 
interlude which was styled “Cyfoeth a Thylody ; or 
Riches and Poverty.” The life I had read in my boy- 
hood in an old Welsh magazine, and I now) read’ it 
again with great zest, and no wonder, as it is probably 
the most remarkable autobiography ever penned. The 
interlude I had never seen before, nor indeed any of the 
dramatic pieces of Twm O’r Nant, though I had fre- 
quently wished to procure some of them—so I read 
the present’ one with great eagerness. Of the life I 
shall give some account and also some extracts from it, 
which will enable the reader to judge of Tom’s personal 
character, and also an extract of the interlude, from 
which the reader may form a tolerably correct idea’ or 
the poetical powers of him whom his igckeee delight 
to call “the Welsh Shakespear.” 


CHAPTER LIX 


History. of Twm O’r Nant—Eagerness for Learning—The First 
Interlude—The Cruel Fighter—Raising Wood—The Luckless 
Hour—Turnpike-Keeping—Death in the Snow—Tom’ s Great 
Feat— The Muse a Friend — Strength — in ee age 
Resurrection of the Dead. a 

ind: 


“J. Am the first-born of my parents,” says’ Thotnas 


Edwards. “ They were poor people and very ignorant. I _ 
was brought into the world in a place called: Lower Pen — 


Parchell, on land which once belonged to the: celebrated | 


Iolo Goch. |My parents afterwards removed to the Nant 
{ 


| 
| 
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(or dingle) near Nantglyn, situated in a place called Coom 
Pernant.’ The Nant was the middlemost of three home- 
steads, which are in the Coom, and are called:the Upper, 
Middle, and Lower Nant; and it-so happened that in 
the. Upper: Nant there were people who’ hada boy ‘of 
about ‘the same ‘age as myself, and forasmuch as: they 
were better! to do: in the world than’ my ‘parents, they 
having only two: children: whilst mine ‘had ten, I was 
called ‘Tom of the Dingle, og he was denominated 


_ Thomas Williams.” | 


After giving some anecdotes of his childhood he goes 
on thus :—* Time passed on till:I was about eight years 
old; and 'then'in the ‘summer’ I was lucky enough to be 
sent to school for three weeks; and as soon as I had 
learnt to spell and read a few words I conceived’ a 
mighty’ desire ‘to: learn to write ; so I went in quest’ of 


_ elderberries to make me ink, and my first’ essay: in 
writing was trying to copy on the sides of the leaves of 
| books the: letters of. the. words. I. read... It happened, 
| however, that a shop in the village caught fire, and the 
| greater part of it was burnt, only a few trifles being 
| saved, and amongst the scorched articles my mother got 
| for a penny a number of sheets of paper. burnt at thé 


edges, and sewed them together to serve as copy-books 
for me. Without loss of time I went to the| smith of 


| Waendwysog,'who wrote for me the letters on the upper 
| part of the leaves; and careful enough was I to fill'the 
| whole! paper «with scrawlings: which looked’ forall the 


world like crow’s feet. I- went on getting paper/and ink, 


| and something: to.copy now from this person, and now 


from that, until’ I leased to read Welsh tae to: write it 


| atethe same:time.” 


‘He: copied bith a great) many saat ated songs,)| ae 
the neighbours observing his fondness for. learning ‘per- 
suaded his father to allow him to go’ to’ the village 


_ school to learn English: “At ‘the end of three weeks, 


‘ 
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however, his father, considering that: he «was losing his 
time, ‘would allow him to go’ no. longer,-but tookchim 
into the fields 'in order that the boy might; assist; him: in 
his labour. Nevertheless Tom. would not give aip his 
literary pursuits, but) continued: scribbling,/and: copying 
out songs»and icarols: ‘When he» was»about! ten she 
formed an acquaintance with an’ oldi man, :chapel-reader 
in Pentre y Foelas;\who had: a great many oldi books) in 
his possession, which! he allowed, Tom: to ‘read; ‘the then 
had the honour of becoming an amanuensis\ toa poet. | 
“I became! very intimate,” says /he; “witha man! who 
was-a poet ;) he could ineither read. nor); write; -but he 
was a poet..by ‘nature, having: a:muse wonderfully: glib 
at making triplets and quartets. He was. nicknamed 
Tum, Tai.of the Moor..,He made an, englyn for me:to 
put inva book:in which I was pine alls the, verses: a 
could. collect : madzells 
“Torn Evans’ the lad for hunting up songs, 
Tom Evans‘to:whom the’best learning 'bélongs } | 
, Betwixt his two pasteboards he; verses has got,) 9.) syias! 
Sufficient to fill the whole, country, I wot? 9.46 94)o05 
“JT was’ inthe habit» of \writing my name:Tomyor. 
Thomas: Evans before I-went to school fora fortnight 
in'order)to learn ‘English; ‘but! then baltered at, into 
Thomas: Edwards, ‘for Evan Edwards! was! the name ‘of 
my father, and I should: have» been making myself a 
bastard had Jicontinued calling myself by»my firstname; 
However, I had: the honour ‘of ‘being secretary ‘to the old 
poet... ‘When hevhad made: a song he would keép it in 


his:memory.-till I: came» to vhim. Sometimes after the — 


old::man: had repeated his; composition! to!:me /I:would 
begin to dispute with him, asking whethersthe thing; 
would ‘not: be: better: another way;and*he couldvhardly , 
keep from flying into:a anbhiist with me for: putting his 
work to the torture.) si): sat ait bobspe 

It-wasthen ithe) wustnn for wien ade ito go maint 


| 
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fe 


playing .what ‘were called interludes, namely dramatic 
pieces on, religious. or moral’ subjects, written by rustic 
poets.» Shortly. after: Tom’ had attained the age’ of 
twelve he went ‘about with certain: lads» of -Nantglyn 
playing these pieces, generally acting the part’ ofa girl, 
because,'as he’ Saysshe had ‘the best voice. About this 
time the wrote an ‘interlude himself, founded’ on “John 
Bunyan’s Spiritual Courtship,” which was, however, stolen 
from‘him ‘bya: young fellow from Anglesey, along with 
the greater part’ of the poems’ and ‘pieces which he had 
copied.» This affair’ at first’ very much’) disheartened 
Tom:plucking up his spirits, ‘however, he: went on 
composing, and ‘soon ‘acquired: amongst his neighbours 
the title of “the poet,” to the’ great» mortification: of his 
parents, who ‘were’ anxious’ to ‘see Aa digas ‘an 
industrious husbandman. 

“Before I was’ quite’ fourteen,” ‘says heostt had made 
another interlude; but when 'my father and mother heard 
about itithey did‘all they could to induce 'me'to destroy 
it! However; T-would' not! burn it, but: gave it tov Hugh 
of Liangwin, a celebrated’ poet of the time; who took it 
too Landyrnog; where he'sold it’ for ten ‘shillings’ to the 
lads’ of’ the: place, who” performed “it® the following 
summer ; but Jinever got anything for my labour, save 
avsup of: a1 from the players when I met them. This at 
the heel of other things‘would have induced’ mé to’give 
up poetry, had 'it been in the power of anything to do so. 


- I made two intetludés,” he continues, “one for the people 


of Llanbedrin the Vale’ of ‘Clwyd,'and the other for the 
lads® ‘of Llanatmon™ ie Wale, ‘one ‘on. the! ‘subject ‘of 
Naaman’s léprosy, and the other about hypocrisy! which 


| was a te-fashionment of the work of Richard’ Party of 


Ddiserth:!’ When T'was! ‘young: I had such a’ tage or 
madness ‘for! ‘poetizing, that Iv would make ' a song on 


almost anything I saw—and te 'was’a merey that’ many 


did not kill'me°or’ ‘break’ my ' bones, ’on account’ of my 
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evil tongue. My parents often told me I !shoules have 
some mischief done me if I went on in the way in » hich 
I was going. Once on a time being with some com- 
panions as bad ‘as myself, 1 happened to use some very 
free language ina place where three lovers were with a 
young lass of my neighbourhood, who lived «at a place 
called Ty Celyn, with whom they kept company. (I:said 
in discourse that they were the cocks of Ty'Celyn. The 
girl; heard me, and conceived a spite against me on 
account of my scurrilous language. ‘She had a brother, 
who ‘was a cruel fighter; he took the part of his. sister, 
and determined to chastise me. One Sunday evening 
he shouted to me as I. was coming from Nantglyn—our 
ways were the same till we got nearly home—he: had 
determined to give me a thrashing, and he had with him 
a piece of oak stick just suited. for the purpose.) After 
we had taunted each other for some time, as:we went — 
along, he flung his stick on the ground, and: stripped 
himself stark naked. I took. off my hatand my neck- 
cloth; and took his stick in my hand, whereupon running 
to the hedge. he took a stake, and straight: we set to like 
two furies. After) fighting some time, our, sticks were 
shivered to pieces and quite short; sometimes we were 
upon the! ground, but did not give up fighting on that 
account. Many people came.up and would. fain have 
parted, us, but he would by'no.means let them... ‘At; last 
we agreed, to'go. and. pull fresh.stakes, and then we went 
at it again until, he could, no. longer stand. The marks 
of this battle are upon him and me to this day. /At last, 
covered) with.a gore of blood, he was dragged’ home |by 
his, neighbours, He was. in a dreadful condition, and 
many. thought he would die. On the morrow there came 
an alarm that he was dead, whereupon I escaped across — 
the mountain. to Pentré, y Foelas to. the elds man. pion 
Dafydd.to read, his old books.” 

_After staying there a little time, and. oeitiand his wounds 
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tended by an old woman, he departed.and skulked about 
in various places, doing now and then a little work, until 
hearing his adversary was, recovering, he returned to his 
home. He went on writing and performing interludes 
till he fell in love with a young woman rather religiously 
inclined; whom he.married in the year 1763, when he 
was in his twenty-fourth year. The young couple settled 
down:on alittle, place near the town of Denbigh, called 
Ale Fowlio. They kept three cows and four horses, The 
wife’ superintended, the cows, and Tom with his horses 
carried, wood- from, Gwenynos, to Ruddlan, and soon 
excelled all other carters “in loading and in everything 
connected withthemanagementof wood.” Tominthepride 
of his heart must needs be helping his fellow-carriers, whilst 
labouring with them in the forests, till his wife told him 
he was a fool for his pains, and advised him to go and 
load: in the afternoon, when nobody. would. be about, 
offering to go and, help him. . He listened to sher advice 
and took her with him. 
» est The dear creature,” says he, “assisted me. for some 
‘time; but as she was. with child, and on that account not 
exactly fit. to turn the roll of: the crane with levers of 
iron, I formed the: plan of hooking the horses to the 
rope, in order to raise up the wood which was to be 
loaded, and by long teaching the horses to pull and to 
stop, I contrived to make loading a much easier task, 
both: to my wife and myself.. Now this was the first 
hooking of horses to the rope of the crane which was 
ever done either|in| Wales or England. Subsequently I 
had:.plenty of; leisure and jrest instead of toiling amidst 
other, Carriers.” 
~» Leaving) Ale: Revie he took. up his abode nearer to 
Denbigh, and continued carrying wood. Several-of his 
horses died, and he was soon in difficulties, and was glad 
to.accept an invitation from certain miners of the county 
of Flint to:go.and play -them an interlude, As he was 
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playing them one called’ A Vision of the’ Coutse’of the 
World,” which he had» written ‘for the occasion; “and 
which was founded on, and named after, the first part of 
the work of Master Ellis Wyn, he was arrested at the 
suit’ of one Mostyn of Calcoed, ° He; however, got bail; 
and partly by carrying and ‘partly by playing interludes, 
soon faised money enough’ to’ pay his debt’ “He then 
made another ‘interlude, called“ Riches and Poverty; by 
which he gained a great deal of money,’ He:them wrote 
two others, one called “The Three’ Associates»of Many 
namely; the: World, Nature, arid Conscience” ‘the other 
entitled “The ‘King, the Justice,;:the>Bishop andthe 
Husbandman,” both:of which‘he and ‘certain of *his:¢om- 
panions acted with great success. After'he had’ made 
all'that he could by acting these pieces! he printed ‘them. 
When printed they hada considerable sale, ands Tom 
was‘soon able ‘to set up again as.a ‘carters He wenton 
carting and carrying for upwards of twelve°years, at’ the 
end of which time he was worth, with one thingand ‘the 
other, ‘upwards of three hundred” pounds; which | was 
considered® a» very considerable property about ‘hinety 
yearsiago in'Wales:» He then, in a luckless hour, “when,” 
to use‘hisown words, “hewas at leisure at homejlike King 
David on the:top of ‘his house,” mixed himself up with 
the concerns of an:uncle of ‘his; a! brother of his father, 
He ‘first: became: bail for ‘him,.and subsequently' made 
himself answerable for: the amount of a bill;due by! his 
uncle’ tola lawyer. | His becoming’ answerable for’ the 
bill’ nearly proved. the utter ruin of/ our hero His! uncle 
failed;;and left him: to pay it.The lawyer took\.outsa 
writ against him. It would have been well forsTom ‘if 
he had-paid the money at once; but he went onidallying 
and! compromising» withthe: lawyer, till che’ became 
terribly involved in his web.\°‘To increase“ his difieulties 
work became slack;iso at last he! packed his thingsoupon — 
his carts; and -with»his family,! consisting“of this wife and 
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three daughters; fled into»>Montgomeryshire, The lawyer, 
however,’soon*got:information of his whereabouts, and 
threatened to-arrest him: Tom; after trying in vain to 
afrange!‘matters with him, fled! into~South Wales, to 
Carmarthenshire, where: he carried wood: for a: timber- 
merchant; and’ kept'a turnpike gate, which belonged to 
the sameindividual: «But the “old:cancer” still followed 
him; and “his horses:were! seized’ for’ the debt.) His 
neighbours, howeyer, assisted’ him;and bought ‘the horses 
iniatia ‘low price:when» they were put up 'forsale, and 
restored ‘them to» him for ‘what they had ‘given. 'Even 
then the: matter was not satisfactorily: settled, for, years 
afterwards, on’ the decease of: Tom’s father, the lawyer 
seized; upon ‘the property,:which by law descended ‘to 
Tom O’r Nant, and turned his pooriold mother out upon 
the:cold) mountain's side. 

i! Many «strange adventuresoccurred to:Tom: in South 
Walés, but those which befell him whilst officiating 'as.a 
turnpike-keeper!were'certainly' the most: extraordinary: 
If what:he says be true, as of course it'is—for:who shall 
presume todoubt Tom’O’ the Dingle’s veracity ?-who: 
soever ‘fills the! office of ‘turnpike-keeper:in Wild) Wales 
should'be-a person of very considerable nerve: . 

1 “We wereiin the habit-of seeing,” says) Tom,: “ plenty 
of'passengers going through the gate’ without) paying 
toll; d°‘meanstch things’as are called phantoms ‘or 
illusions-sometimes there>were hearses and mourning 
coaches, sometimes:funeral’: processions ‘on foot, the 
whole tovbe'seen as‘distinctly as anything could be seen, 
especiallyat ‘night-time. I saw ‘myself on a ‘certain 
night a hearse go through the gate whilst it was: shut; 
}*saw'the ‘horses|and the harness, the: postillion; ‘and 
the toachman; and» the tufts: of hair such as are seen 
or'the tops of héarses;and I-saw the wheels ‘scattering 
the stones in’the road, just as other: wheels! would» have 
done." Then I'sawa’ funeral of the same character, for 
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all the world like a real funeral; there: was; the bier 
and the black drapery. I have seen more than one. 
If a young man was to be buried there would be a 
white sheet, or something that looked: like one—and 
sometimes I have seen a flaring candle going past. 

“Once a traveller passing through the gate, called 
out to me: ‘Look! yonder is a corpse candle coming 
through the fields beside the highway.’ So we paid 
attention to it as it moved, making apparently towards 
the church from the: other side.. Sometimes it would 
be quite near the road, another time some way, into 
the fields. And sure enough after the lapse of a little 
time a body was brought by exactly the same /route 
by which the candle had come, owing) to the: ‘Proper 
road being blocked up with snow. 

“Another time there happened a erent wonder. con- 
nected with an old man of Carmarthen, who was. in 
the habit of carrying fish to Brecon, Menny, and Mon- 
mouth, and returning with the poorer kind of Gloucester 
cheese: my people knew he was on the road; and had 
made ready for him, the weather being dreadful, wind 
blowing and snow drifting. Well, in the middle of 
the night, my daughters heard the voice of the old man 
at the gate, and their mother called to them to open it 
quick, and invite the old man to come in to: the fire! 
One of the girls got up forthwith, but when she went 
out there was nobody to be seen. On the morrow, lo 
and behold! the body of the old man was: brought’ past 
on a couch, he having perished in» the snow (on the 
mountain of Tre ’r Castell. Now this is the, truth of 
the matter.” 

Many 'wonderful feats did Tom Me otaseeeied 
with loading: and carrying, which acquired, for him the 
reputation of being the best wood carter of the south, — 
His dexterity at moving huge bodies, was. probably 
never equalled... Robinson Crusoe. was not” half. so 

\ 
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handy. Only’ see how he moved a ship into the water, 
which a multitude of people were unable to do. 

“After keeping the gate for two or three years,” says 
he, “ I took the lease of a piece of ground in Llandeito 
Fawr and built a house upon it, which I got licens-d 
asa tavern for my daughters to keep. I myself went 
on carrying wood as usual.. Now it happened: that 
my employer, the merchant at Abermarlais, had built 
a small ship of about thirty or forty tons in the wood 
about a mile and a quarter from the river Towy, which 
is capable of floating small vessels as far as Carmarthen. 
He had resolved that the people should draw it to the 
river by way of sport, and, had caused proclamation to 
be made in four parish churches, that on such a day 
a ship would be launched at Abermarlais, and that food 
and drink would be given to any one who would come 
and lend.a hand at the work. Four hogsheads of ale | 
were broached, a great oven full of bread was. baked, 
plenty of cheese and butter bought, and meat cooked 


_ for the more respectable people. The ship was. pro- 


vided with four wheels, or rather four great rolling 
stocks, fenced about with iron, with great big axle-trees 
in them, well greased against the appointed day. I had 
been loading in the wood that day, and sending the 
team forward, I went to see the business—and a pretty 
piece of business it turned out. All the food was eaten, 
the drink swallowed to the last drop, the ship drawn 
about three roods, and then left in a deep ditch. By 
this time night was coming on, and the multitude went 
away, some drunk, some hungry for want of food, 
but the greater part laughing as if they would: split 
their sides, The merchant cried like a. child, bitterly 
lamenting his folly, and told me that he should have 
to take the ship to Giecae before he could ever get it 
out of the ditch, 

~T told him that I could sakes it to the river, provided 


404 WILD: WALES. \ [CHAP 


I couldsbut get three: or four men ‘to help' ‘me; where- 
upon he said» that:if: bicould but get'the' vessel to the 
water he would: give meanything I askedyand earrestly 
begged’ me: torcome ‘the next morning,» if possible. ol 
did:cotne with: the: lad and fourshorses) ‘I went before 
the team;;and set» the! men. to:;work: to: breaksa hole 
through a:great old wall, which stood as it were before 
the ship) .Westhen Jaid: apiece of timberyacross the 
hole:from which: was)'a ichain,'to which 'the tackle) that 
is the rope ‘andy pulleys; was hooked. ‘We then hooked 
one iend of) the rope: tothe ship, and ‘set the horses to 
pull.at the other.|:The:ship came out ‘of the hole: pros- 
perously ;enough,,and then! we: had to hook: the tackle 
to!ia 'tréej which! was growing near, and oby this) means 
we igot ‘the ‘ship: forwards. but» when: we’ came’ to’ Soft 
ground! wewere obliged to ‘put planks under the ‘wheels 
to: prevent! their ‘sinking! under ithe immense weight; 
whén we vcame ito ‘the end» of the foremost® planks 'we 
put the hinder,ones :before, and soon ; when there was 
no jtreevat) hand) to which:we ‘could: hook«the “tackle, 
we were. obliged ito drive 1a post:downto hook jit to. 
So ifrom:trée to»post it’ got:down to the'riverin a few 
days. I was »promisedenoble wages: by ‘the *merchant, 
but Inflever got: anything! from ‘him ‘but promises’ and 
praises.: Some:people came to lodkat’ us, vic papa 
money zorgetiale; and thatiwaspall’s; 3) e2enieud Te s9sKy 
The mérchant subsequently eahiatele out va very great 
kilave;'-cheating: Tom on’ various occasions,*and finally 
broke very! much in his:debt.c:Tom was obligedto sell 
off.evérything, and left: Souths Wales ‘without: horses 
or waggon,; his} oad re the Muse, 2s ager: stood 
himsinigood stead: 19/3 it~ 2eblenisas 
w Before: I left” | ‘says his; hn went to Breeding sand 
printed the | ‘Interlude: oftheKing, the Justice,’ the 
Bishop, and the Husbandman,’ and got’iamrold> ‘ac- 
quaintanceof mine to play ‘it: with’ me, and! help me 
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to!sell the books:; I ‘likewise busied: myself in: getting 
subscribers toca’ book: ofsongs called ‘thei Gardensof 
Minstrelsy.” Itewas' printed: at! Trefecca..» The expense 
attending the» printing ‘amounted «to! ififty-two ‘pounds; 
but I-was fortunate enough to: disposevof two thousand 
copies. sL.subsequently composed an interlude called 
“Pleasure and: Care;>:and iprintedit ;»andnafternthat !I 
made ian:interlude called the “ Three ‘Powerfil eo of 
the W orldé:: Poverty, Love, and Death, 

‘The poet's daughters were! not» successful» in she 
tavern) speculation»at ‘Llandeilo,'and followed ‘their 
father into; North !Wales::) The ‘secondihé: apprenticed 
to:a milliner, the other: two lived)withy him: till: the day 
of his death. He settled at Denbigh»in:a!smalll house 
which he was enabled to: furnish: byy means of ‘two’ or 
three’ small; sums:iwhich he recovered !for:work done ‘a 
long time befote,; Shortly after his returh,|\ his» father 
died, and: the lawyer ;seized: the little. property ‘for 
the old curse,” and turned, Tom’s ‘mother out: 

After, his: retutn.from the South»Tom: :wént ,about 
fot some, time playing interludes, and then turned, his 
hand to many. things... He jlearnt( the trade,of| stone: 
mason, took jobs; and) kept) workmen...He then, went 


amongst-certain bricklayers, and. induced: them. to-teach 


him their (crafts) ““and,-shortly,”) ashe says, ‘ ‘became is 
very lion ati bricklaying. ;, For,the last four or; five years,’ 
says: he, towards the, conclusion; of | his» history,.“my 
work, has been;to put up irom ovens yando likewise 
furnaces of all kinds, also; grates, stoves, and boilers, 
and not ; Th cabal L Rane BRAcieee -aS|-a! sigke 
dogton!” eysil of en 

» The: ee sina! ue of niente i SOREN ralteh 
bis: return! from ;/South) Wales,-when» he! was probably 
about. sixty years ofage SSHti! Sd ns: 
wi-About.a year after my: robin: ftom, ‘he. ‘South? ansit 
he, “I met with an old carrier of wood, who. had many 


’ 
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a time worked along with me. He and I were at the 
Hand at Ruthyn along with various others, and in the 
course of discourse my friend said to me: ‘Tom, thou 
art much weaker than thou wast when we carted wood 
together.’ I answered that in my opinion I was not 
a bit weaker than I was then. Now it happened that 
at the moment we were talking there were some sacks ~ 
of wheat in the hall which were going: to Chester by 
the carrier's waggon.. They might hold about three 
bushels each, and I said that if I could get three of the 
sacks upon the table, and had them tied together, I 
would carry them into the street and back again; and 
so I did ; many who were present tried to do the same 
thing, Bits all failed. 

“Another time when I was at Chetan I lifted a oe 
of porter from the street to the hinder part of the 
waggon solely by strength of back and arms,” | 

He was once run over by a loaded waggon, but 
strange to say escaped without the slightest injury. — 

Towards the close of his life he had strong’ religious 
convictions, and felt’ a loathing for the sins which he 
had committed. “On their account,” says he in the 
concluding page of his biography, “there is a strong 
necessity for me’ to consider’ my ways and to inquire. 
about a Saviour, since it is utterly impossible for me 
to ‘save myself without obtaining knowledge’ of the 

merits of the Mediator;’in which I hope I shall 
terminate my short time on earth in 2 — of 
God enduring unto all eternity.” 

He died in the year 1810, at the age of 71, shottlyy 
after the death of his wife, who seems to have been a 
faithful, loving partner. By her side he was buried in 
the earth of the graveyard of the White Church, near 
Denbigh. There can be little doubt that ‘the souls of 
both will be accepted on the’ — day ee as. yee Ne 
Owen: says :— 1 oak 
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“Like corn from the belly of the ploughed field, ina 
thick: crop, those buried in the earth shall arise, and the 
sea shall cast forth a thousand myriads of:dead above 
the deep billowy way.” 


CHAPTER LX 


Mystery Plays—The Two Prime Opponents—Analysis of Interlude 
.,.77Riches and Poverty—Tom’s Grand Qualities. 


IN the preceding chapter I have given an abstract of 
the life of Tom O’ the Dingle; I will now give an 
analysis of his interlude ; first, however, a few words on 
interludes in general. It is difficult to say with any- 
thing , like certainty what is the meaning of the word 
interlude. It may mean, as Warton supposes in his 
history of English Poetry, a short play performed 
between the courses of a banquet or festival ; or it may 
mean the playing of something by two or more parties, 
the interchange of playing or acting which occurs when 
two or more people act. It was about the middle of 
the fifteenth century that dramatic pieces began in 
England to be called Interludes ; for some time previous 
they had been styled , Moratitics: but the earliest name 
by. which they were known was Mysteries. The first 
Mysteries composed in England were by one Ranald, 
or Ranulf, a monk of Chester, who flourished about 
1322, whose verses are mentioned rather irreverently 
in one of the visions of Piers Plowman, who puts them 
in the same rank as the ballads about Robin Hood and 
| Maid Marion, making Sloth say : 


dy «y cannon perfitly my Paternoster as the priest it singeth, 
eat I can Hynes of Robin Hood and Ranald of Chester. ee 


Tong) however, before the time of this Ranald Mysteries 
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had been composed»and representedboth: in» Italy and 
France: The ‘Mysteries were: very irudeo compositions, 
little: more, as: Warton: says, than literab representations 
of portions of Scripture. They derivedwtheit name of 
Mysteries from being generally founded on the more — 
mysterious parts of Holy Writ, for example the 
Incarnation, the Atonement, and the Resurrection. The 
Moralities displayedsomething more of art and invention 
than the Mysteries; in them virtues, vices and qualities 
were personified, and° something like®°a' plot’ was’ fre- 
quently to be discovered. | They Were termed Moralities 
because each had its moral, which was spoken at, the 
end of the piece by a person called the Doctor.* - “Much 
that has been said about the moralities holds. good w with 
respect to the interludes. Indeed, ‘for “some ‘time 
dramatic, pieces. were called moralities and interludes 
indifferently. In both there is a mixture. of allegory 
and reality. The latter interludes, however, display 
more of every-day life than was ever “observable. 1 in the 
moralities; and more closely approximate to. modern 
plays. aL writers. of genius have written i 
ludes, a amongst whom are. the English Skelton ‘and 


pieces‘ “of that kind, the most celebrated ‘of. whi 
called 2° The Puir Man and the Pardoner.” ‘Both | of 
these writers - flourished about ‘the same period, and 
made use of the ‘interlude as” a means “of satirizing 
the vices of the popish clergy... In the time of Charles 
the First the interlude went | much out of fashion in 
England ; ; in fact, the play. or regular ‘drama. had super: 
seded ites in ‘Wales, however, it continued n- 


. to. ne beg in- 
ning ‘of the present century, when it yielded ie Pay . 
influence of Methodism. Of all Welsh interlude ¢om- 

posers “Twm Ot Nant or Tort of: the Dingiener es: the 


= Essay on sy Origin of the : English Stage by Bishop Fey. Hendin, 


1703. Teas adr lf iofed evoworl eQttor y 
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_ most famous: Here follows the ltt analysis of 


his “Riches and Poverty,” 

The entire title of the interlude is to this effect. The 
two prifne opponents Riches and: Poverty. A brief ex- 
position of their contrary effects on the world; with 
short and appropriate’ explanations of their quality and 


| substance’ according to the rule of the four plas 
Water, Fire, Earth, and Air. 


“iFirst of allenter Fool, Sir. Jemant Wamal, Outs in 
shthey a'foolish speech tells the audience that they are 
about‘to heat a piece composed by Tom the poet. Then 
appears Captain Riches, who makes a long speech about 
his influence in the: world and the general contempt in 
which Poverty is held ; he is, however, presently checked 
by the Fool, who tells ‘him some home truths, and asks 


| himyamong* ‘other questions, whether Solomon’ did: not 


say’ that it*is not’ meet to despise a poor man; who 
conducts himself rationally. Then appears’ Howel 
Tightbelly, the miser, who in capital verse, with’ very 
considerable glee ‘and’ exultation, gives an account ‘of 
his manifold rascalities. Then comés his wife, Esther 
Steady, home from the market, between whom and her 
husband there is a pithy dialogue. Captain Riches 
and Captain Poverty then, meet, without rancour, how- 
ever, and have a long discourse about. the providence 
of God; whose agents they own themselves to be. 
Enter then an old worthless scoundrel called Diogyn 
Trwstan, or Luckless Lazybones, who is ‘upon the 
parish, and who, in a ‘very entertaining account of 
his life, confesses ‘that he was’ never good’ for’ anything, 


’ but was a ‘liar and an idler from his infancy. | Enter 
| again the‘ Miser. along with poor Lowry, who asks the 


Miser for meal and other articles, but gets nothing but 


| threatening, language. . There is then a very edifying 
| dialogue between . Mr Contemplation. and, Mr Truth, 


who, when they retire, are succeeded..on. the stage by 
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the Miser and John the Tavern-keeper. The publican 
owes the Miser money, and begs that he will. be merci- 
ful to him. The Miser, however, swears that he will 
be satisfied with nothing but bond and judgment on 
his effects. The publican very humbly says that he 
will go to a friend of his in order to get the bond 
made out; almost instantly comes the Fool. who reads 
an inventory of the publican’s effects. The Miser then 
sings for very gladness, because everything in ‘the 
world has hitherto gone well with him; turning round, 
however, what is his horror and astonishment to behold 
Mr Death, close by him. Death hauls the Miser away, 
and then appears the Fool to moralise aad dismiss 
the audience. 

The appropriate explanations mentioned in the title 
are given in various songs which, the various characters 
sing after describing themselves, or after dialogues with 
each other. The announcement that the whole exposi- 
tion, etc., will be after the rule of the four elements, is 
rather startling ; the dialogue, however, between Captain, 
Riches and Captain Poverty shows that Tom was equal — 
to his subject, and promised nothing that he could not 
perform. 


Enter CAPTAIN POVERTY 


O Riches, thy figure is charming and bright, 

And to speak in thy praise all the world ‘oth Sab: 
But I’m a poor fellow all tatter’d. and torn, ~ 

Whom all the world treateth with insult and scorn. 


RICHES 
However mistaken the judgment may be 
Of the world which is never from ignorance free, 
The parts we must play, which to us are assign’d, 
According as God has enlighten’d our mind. 


Of elements four did our Master create ai 

The earth and all in it with skill the most great; — 
Need I the world’s four materials declare— Sa 
Are they not water, fire, earth, and air? LAI Ws OGY 


1 
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Too wise was the mighty Creator to frame 

A world from one element, water or flame ; 
The one is full moist and the other full hot, 
And a world made of either were useless, I wot. 


And if it had all of mere earth been compos’d 
And no water nor fire been within it enclos’d, 

It could ne'er have produc’d for a huge multitude 
Of all kinds of living things suitable food. 


And if God what was wanted had not fully known, 
But created the world of these three things alone, 
How would any creature the heaven beneath, 
Without the blest air have been able to breathe? 


Thus all things created, the God of all grace, 
Of four prime materials, each good in its, place. 
The work of His hands, when completed, He view’d, 


And saw and pronounc’d that ’twas seemly and good. 


POVERTY 
In the marvellous things, which to me thou hast told 
The wisdom of God 1 most clearly behold, 
And did He not also make man of the same 
Materials He us’d when the world He did frame ? 


M. RICHES 
Creation is all, as the sages agree, 
Of the elements four in man’s body that be; 
Water’s the blood, and fire is the nature, 
Which prompts generation in every creature. 


The earth is the flesh which with beauty is rife 
The air is the breath, without which is no life ; 
So man must be always accounted the same 
As the substances four which exist in his frame. 


And as in their creation distinction there’s none 
’Twixt man and the world, so the Infinite One 
Unto man a clear wisdom did bounteously give 
The nature of évéerything to perceive.. 

. POVERTY 
But one thing to me passing strange doth appear: 


Since the wisdom of man is so bright ‘and so clear 


How comes there such jarring and warring to be 
In the world betwixt Riches and Poverty? 


412 
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RICHES 


That point we'll discuss without passion or fear 
With the aim of instructing the listeners here } 
And haply some few ‘who instruction require 
May profit derive like the bee-from the briar. 


Man as thou knowest, in ‘his generation 

Is a type of the world and ‘of all the creation ;" 
Difference theré’s none in the manner of birth 
’Twixt the lowliest hinds and the lords of the earth. 


The world which the 'same’ thing as man we account © 
In one place is sea, in another'is mount ; 

A part of it rock, and a part of it dale— 

God’s wisdom:has made every place to avail. |. 


There exist precious treasures of every kind 
Profoundly in’ éarth’s' quiet bosom ‘enshrin’d ; “°° 
There’s searching about them, and ever has'been,  ’ 
And by some they are found, and by some never seen. 


With wonderful wisdom the Lord’ God on high © 
Has contriv'd the two lights which ‘exist in the ayes ; 
The sun’s hot as fire, and its ray bright’as gold, 
But the moon’s ever palé, and by nature is cold.’ 


The sun, which resembles a huge world of fire, 
Would burn up full quickly creation entire © 10!) 
Save the moon with its temp’rament cool did’ assuage 
Of its ee companion the ey and’ ibe 


Now I beg you the sun and the moon to behold 
The one that’s so bright and the other'so cold.” 
And say if two things in creation there be 

Better emblems of Riches and POVErtY, "eee 


Ine onde oA 


POVERTY , 1 cet! 
In manner most brief, yet: convincing and clone 
You have:told the whole truth to my wond’ring ear; 
And I see that ’twas God, who in all things:is fair,’ » 
Has assign’d us the forms, in this world which we bear. | 


In the sight of the world doth the wealthy, maniseem 
Like: the sun :which'doth warm everything. with its beam ; 


Resembles the moon which doth ichill with its: face.. | 
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RICHES 
You know that full oft, in their course as they run, 
An eclipse cometh over the moon or the sun ; 
Certain hills of the earth with their summits of pride 
The face of the one from the other do hide. 
The sun doth uplift-his magnificent head, 
And illumines the moon, which were otherwise dead, 
Even as Wealth from its station on high, 
Siveldl work, and provision to Poverty. 


cy 


POVERTY | 
sek know, andthe thought mighty sorrow instils, 
The sins of the world are the terrible hills; 

AD eclipse which do cause, or a dread obscuration, 

TO one or another in every vocation. 

RICHES 

It is trué that God gives unto each from his birth 
‘Some task ‘to perform while he wends upon earth, 
But He gives correspondent wisdom and force 
To the ats of the task, and the length of the: course. 


iveeeged 
~PovERTY 


“'T hope there are some, who ’twixt me and the youth © 
Have heard ‘this ‘discourse, whose’ sole aim is thé truth,’ 
Willisee:and acknowledge, as homeward they plod, 
. Each thing is arrang’d, by the wisdom, of God. 
‘There canbe no’ doubt that Tom was a poet, or he 
could: never have treated! the hackneyed subjects’of Riches 
and’ Poverty’'in’a manner so original and at’ the same 
time so masterly as’ he has‘ done ‘in the interlude above 
analyzed : I cannot, however, ‘help thinking that ‘he'was 
greater as'a'man than’apoet, and that his fame depends 
more on the’ cleverness, courage and energy, which it is 
evident by ‘his biography that ‘he possessed; than on’ his 
interludes. © A'‘timé will come when’ his intérludes ‘will 
céase to be read; but ‘his ‘making ink out of elderberries, 
his'battle with the “‘cruel fighter,” his teaching his horses 
to'turn the crane; arid his’ getting the ship’to the water, 
will be talked of in. ‘Wales til thie ‘ore of Snowdon shall 
fall down, 1 


CHAPTER LXI 


Set out for Wrexham—Craig y Forwyn—Uncertainty—The Collier 
—Cadogan Hall—Methodistical Volume. 


HAVING learnt from a newspaper that a Welsh book on 
Welsh Methodism had been just published at Wrexham, 
I determined to walk to that place and purchase it. 
I could easily have procured the work through a book- 
seller at Llangollen, but I wished to explore the hill-road 
which led to Wrexham, what the farmer under the 
Eglwysig rocks had said of its wildness having excited 
my curiosity, which the procuring of the book afforded 
me a plausible excuse for gratifying. If one wants to 
take any particular walk it is always well to have some 
business, however trifling, to transact at the end of it; 
so having determined to go to Wrexham by the mountain 
road, I set out on the Saturday next after the one on 
which I had met the farmer who had told me of it. 

The day was gloomy, with some tendency to rain. I 
passed under the hill of Dinas Bran. About a furlong 
from its western base I turned round and surveyed it— 
and perhaps the best view of the noble mountain is to be 
obtained from the place where I turned round. How 
grand though sad from there it looked, that grey morning, 
with its fine ruin on its brow above which a little cloud 
hovered! It put me in mind of some old king, un- 
fortunate and melancholy but a king still, with the look 
of a king, and the ancestral crown still on his furrowed 
forehead. I proceeded on my way, all was wild and 
solitary, and the yellow leaves were falling from the trees 
of the groves. I passed by the farmyard, where I. had 
held discourse with the farmer on the preceding Saturday, 


and soon entered the glen, the appearance of which had 
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so much attracted my curiosity. A torrent, rushing 
down from the north, was on my right. It soon began 
to drizzle, and mist so filled the glen that I could only 
distinguish objects a short way before me, and on either 
side. I wandered on a considerable way, crossing the 
torrent several times by rustic bridges. I passed two ~ 
lone farm-houses and at last saw another on my left 
hand. The mist had now cleared up, but it still slightly 
rained—the scenery was wild to a degree—a little way 
before me was a tremendous pass, near it an enormous 
‘crag of a strange form rising to the very heavens, the 
upper part of it of a dull white colour. Seeing a respect- 
able-looking man near the house I went up to him. 

“Am I in the right way to Wrexham?” said I, 
addressing him in English. 

“You can get to Wrexham this way, sir,’ he replied. 

“Can you tell me the name of that crag?” said I, 
pointing to the large one. 

“That crag, sir, is called Craig y Forwyn.” 

“ The maiden’s crag,” said 1; “why is it called so?” 

» “1 do not know sir ; some people say that it is called 
so because its head is like that of a woman, others 
because a young girl in love leaped from the top of it 
and was killed.” 

“And what is the name of this house?” said I. 

“ This house, sir, is called Plas Uchaf.” 

“Is it called Plas Uchaf,” said I, “because it is the 
highest house in the valley?” 

“Tt is, sir; it isitthe highest of three homesteads; the 
next below it is Plas Canol—and the one below that 
Plas Isaf.” 

i Middle: place andl lower place,” said I. “It is very 
odd that. I know in England three people who derive 
their names from places so'situated. One is Houghton, 
another: Middleton, and the third Lowdon; in modern 
_ English, Hightown, Middletown. and Facies 
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“You appear to be a person of great intelligence, sir.” 

“No; lam ‘not—but I. am rather fond of:analyzing 
words, particularly the names of persons and: places,', Is 
the road to Wrexham hard to find?” porrital 

“ Not very, sir; that is, in the day-fimeb Do you live 
at) Wrexham? ” rT 

* No,’ I replied, “Iam stopping at Llanelli 

“ But you won't return there to-night ?” 

“Qh yes, I shall!” 

“By this road?” St 

“No, by the common road, This is: not a Abed “e 
travel by night.” 

“Nor is the common road, sir, for a coe person 
on foot ; that is, ona Saturday night. You will perhaps 
meet deanlen colliers who may knock you down.” |). 

“T will take my chance for that,” said I, and bade him 
farewell. _ [| entered the pass, passing under: the strange- 
looking crag. After I had walked about half a mile: the 
pass widened considerably and a little way further on 
debouched on some wild moory ground. Here the’ road 
became very indistinct. At length I stopped ima state 
of uncertainty. A well-defined path’ presented itself, 
leading’ to ‘the east, whilst northward before me: there 
seemed scarcely any path at all. After some hesitation 
I turned tothe east’ by the well- defined aii aie ce so 
doing went wrong, as I soon found. ° 

I mounted the side ofa brown hill covered with, moss- 
like grass, and here and there heather.” By the time I 
arrived at the top of the hill the sun» shone out, and I 
saw Rhiwabon and Cefn Mawr before me in the distance. 
“JT am going wrong,” said I; “I should have kept on-due 
north. However, I will not go back, but wilb'steeple- 
chase it across the country to Wrexham, which must) be 
towards the north-east.” So turning aside: from: the 
path, I dashed across the hills in that direction ; some- 
times the heather was up to my knees, and sometimes I 

{ 
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was up to the knees in quags. At length I came toa 
deep ravine which I descended ; at the bottom was a 
quagmire, which, however, I contrived to cross by means 
of certain stepping-stones, and’ came‘to a cart path up a 
heathery hill which I followed. I soon reached the top 
of the hill, andthe path still continuing, I followed it till 
I saw some small grimy-looking huts, which I supposed 
were those of colliers. At the: door'of the first. l:saw‘a 
girl. 1 spoke to:her in Welsh, and found she had little 
or none. ‘I -passed' on; and seeing the door’ of:a cabin 
open I looked in—and saw no adult’ person, but several 
grimy but chubby children. I spoke to them in English, 
and found they could only speak Welsh. Presently I 
observed a robust woman advancing towards me; she 
was barefooted and bore on her head an immense 
lump of coal! I spoke to her in Welsh, and found she 
could: only speak English. “Truly,” said I to myself, 
“Tam >on the borders... What a mixture of races 
and. languages!” The next person I met was a: man 
inva: collier’s dress ; he: was a stout-built fellow of the 
middle age;*with a coal-dusty surly countenance. I 
asked him in Welsh if I. was in the right direction for 
Wrexham, he answered in a‘surly manner in English, 
that:I: was. I again spoke to him in Welsh, 
making some indifferent observation on -the weather, 
and) he answered in English yet more gruffly 
than ‘before, «For the third time I spoke to him in 
Welsh; whereupon looking at me with a grin of savage 
contempt, and showing a set of teeth like those of a 
mastiff, he said,“ How's this ? why you haven’t.a word 
of English? A pretty fellow you, with a long coat on 
your back and no English on your tongue, an’t you 
ashamed -of yourself? Why, here am I in a short coat, 
yet I’d have you’ to know that I can speak English as 
wellas' Welsh, aye and a good deal better.” ©“ All people 
are not equally clebber,” said I,’still speaking Welsh. 
: ; O 
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“ Clebber,” said he, “ clebber! what is clebber? why can’t 
you say clever! Why, I never saw such a low, illiterate 
fellow in my life ;” and with these words he turned 
away with every eck of disdain, and entered a ease 
near at hand. 

“ Here I have had,” said I to myself, as I pheceddad 
on my way, “to pay for the over-praise which I lately 
received. The farmer on the other side of the mountain 
called me a person of great intelligence, which I never 
pretended to be, and now this collier calls me a low, 
illiterate fellow, which I really don’t think Iam. ‘There 
is certainly a Nemesis mixed up with the affairs of this 
world ; every good thing which you get, beyond what is’ 
strictly your due, is sure to be required from you with a 
vengeance, A little over-praise by a great deal of under- 
rating—a gleam of good fortune by a night of misery.” 

I now saw Wrexham Church at about the distance of 
three miles, and presently entered a lane which led gently 
down from the hills, which were the same heights I -had 
seen on my right hand, some months previously, on my 
way from) Wrexham to Rhiwabon.. The scenery now 
became very pretty—hedge-rows were on either side, a 
luxuriance of trees and plenty of green fields: I reached 
the bottom of the lane, beyond which I saw a strange- 
looking house upon a slope on the right hand. It' was 
very large, ruinous, and seemingly deserted. A little 
beyond it was.a farm-house, connected with which was a 
long row of farming buildings along. the road-side. 
Seeing a woman seated knitting at the door of a little 
cottage, I: asked. her in English the name of the tales 
ruinous: house ? 

“Cadogan Hall, sir,’ she replied. 

“And whom does it belong! to?” said I. 

“ 1 .don’t know exactly,’ replied the woman, “but Mr 
Morris at the farm holds it, and stows his things init.” . 

“Can you tell me anything about it?” said I. an 
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“ Nothing: farther,” said the woman, “than that it is 
said to be haunted, and to have been a barrack many 
years ago.” 

“Can you speak Welsh ?” said I. 

“ No,” said the woman, “I are Welsh but have no Welsh 
language.” . 

Leaving the woman I put on my best speed and in 
about half an hour reached Wrexham. 

The first thing I did on my arrival was to go to the 
bookshop and purchase the Welsh Methodistic book. It 
cost me seven shillings, and was a thick, bulky octavo 
with a cut-and-come-again expression about it, which was 
anything but disagreeable to me, for I hate your flimsy 
publications. The evening was now beginning to set in, 
and feeling somewhat hungry I hurried off to the 
Wynstay Arms through streets crowded with market 
people. On arriving at the inn I entered the grand 
room and ordered dinner. The waiters, observing 
me splashed with mud from head to foot, looked at me 
dubiously ; seeing, however, the respectable-looking 
volume which I bore in my hand—none of your railroad 
stuff—they became more assured, and I presently heard 
one say to the other, “It’s all right—that’s Mr 
So-and-So, the great Baptist preacher. He has been 
preaching amongst the hills—don’t you see his Bible?” 

Seating myself at a table I inspected the volume. 
And here perhaps the reader expects that I shall regale 
him with an analysis of the Methodistical volume at least 
as long as that of the life of Tom O’ the Dingle. In that 
case, however, he will be disappointed ; all that I shall 
at present say of it is, that it. contained a history of 
Methodism’ in) Wales, with the lives of the principal 
Welsh Methodists. That it. was fraught with curious 
and original matter, was written in a straightforward, 
2 style, and that. I have no doubt’ it will. some 
day or other be extensively known and highly prized. 
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After dinner I called for half a pint of wine. "Whilst 
I was trifling over it, a commercial ‘traveller entered into 
conversation with me. After some time he ase me if 
I was going further that) night. 

€ M6: Llangollen,” said I. 

“By the ten o’clock train?” said he. 

“No,” I replied, “ I’m going on foot.” 

“On foot!” said he; “I would not go on foot there 
this night for sega arson 

“Why not?” said’ I. 

“For fear of being knocked down by the colliers, who 

will be all out and drunk.” 

“Tf not‘more than two attack me,” said I, “I ilscenie 
much mind. With this: book Iam sure I can knock 
down one, and I think I can find play for the other nee 
my fists.” 

The commercial traveller bolded at me. A strange 
kind of Baptist minister,” [thought I heard him say. 


CHAPTER LXII 


Rhiwabon Rosa 2 The Public-house Keeper—No ‘Welsh—The 
Se Road—The Good aes po 


IT PAID my ipcildctorge and alah The night was now 
rapidly closing! in! I passed the toll-gate’ and hurried 
along 'the Rhiwabon road, overtaking companies of Welsh 
going: home, amongst ‘whom were’ many individuals, 
whom, from their thick and confused speech, as’ well’ as 
from their staggering gait, I judged to be intoxicated: 
‘As I passed a 'red public-house on my right hand) at’the 
door of ‘which stood several carts, a’ scream) be ogni 
issued from it. ° 

‘“Let any Saxon,” said I, “who is fetid of fibdstiiae and ; 
wishes fora hloddy nose golin'thare”x od aetio 10 NSD’ 
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‘Coming to the ‘small. village; about .a mile), from 
Rhiwabon, I felt) thirsty, and seeing a public-house, in 
which: all seemed to be quiet, I. went in. A thick-set 
man with a oa in his mouth sat in the tap-room, and 
also! a ‘woman. . 

“Where is the jandil ded >”. said: I. 

“T-am>othe landlord,” said the man, ices Shi “What 
do you want?” 

/©A pint ofiale,” said fi 

‘The man got'up and with his pipe in ni newt went 
staggering out of the room. In about:a minute: he re- 
turned' holding a mug:in his. hand, which he put down 
on a table before me, spilling no slight quantity jof the 
liquor as he did:so.. I. put down three-pence on the table. 
He took the money up slowly piece. by piece, looked at 
it and appeared to consider, then taking the pipe: out of 
his mouth he dashed it to seven pieces against the table, 
then staggered out of the room’ into the passage, and from 
thence apparently out of the house, .1. tasted the ale 
which was very good,’ then turning to the woman who 
seemed) about three-and-twenty ana was rather er 
looking, Iispoke to her in Welsh. 

“T have no Welsh, sir,” said she 

“CHow is:that?”:said 1; “this village is I think in the 
Welshery.” 

“It is,” said she, “but I am from Shropshire.” 

Ate you the mistress of the house ?.” gaid I. 

“No,” said “she, “I am married to a collier;” «then 
seiting up ‘she said,’ “I must- go and see after my 
husband.” on 
Won't you take a glass of ale frst?” said. I, os 
; tol fill.a glass which stood on the table. 

i “\No,? said. she} “I iam the worst; in the Wearld foi a 
glass .of, ale; '_ and without ony icee eaten more ‘she 
ies oe or 

rAd! bl whether your feuskioeh is Ranertbt like 
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you with respect to a glass of ale,” said I to myself; 
then finishing my ale I got up and left the house, 
which when I departed appeared to be entirely 
deserted. 

It was now quite night, and it would have been 
pitchy-dark but for the glare of forges. There was an 
immense glare to the south-west, which I conceived 
proceeded from those of Cefn Mawr. It lighted up 
the south-western sky; then there were two other 
glares nearer to me, seemingly divided by a lump of 
something, perhaps a grove of trees. 

Walking very fast I soon overtook a man. I knew 
him at once by his staggering gait. 

“ Ah, landlord!” said I; “whither bound ?” 

“To Rhiwabon,” said he, huskily, “for a pint.” 

“Ts the ale so good at Rhiwabon,” said I, “that you 
leave home for it?” 

“No,” said he, rather shortly, “there’s not a glass of 
good ale in Rhiwabon.” 

“Then why do you go thither?” said I. 

“ Because a pint of bad liquor abroad is better than 


a quart of good at home,” said the landlord, reeling . 


against the hedge. 

“There are many in a higher station than you who 
act upon that principle,” thought I to myself as I passed 
on. 

I soon reached Rhiwabon. There was a prodigious 
noise in the public-houses as I passed through it. 
“Colliers carousing,” said I. “Well, I shall not go 
amongst them to preach temperance, though perhaps 
in strict duty I ought.” At the end of the town, 
instead of taking the road on the left side of the 
church, I took that on the right. It was not till I 
had proceeded nearly a mile that I began to be appre- 
hensive that I had mistaken the way. Hearing some 
people coming towards me on the road I waited till they, 
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came up; they proved to be a man and a woman. On 
my inquiring whether I was right for Llangollen, the 
former told me that I was not, and in order to get 
there it was necessary that I should return to Rhiwabon. 
I instantly turned round. About half-way back I met 
a man who asked me in English where I was hurrying 
to. I'said to Rhiwabon, in order to get to Llangollen. 
“Well, then,” ‘said he, “you need not return to 
Rhiwabon—yonder is a short cut across” the fields,” 
and he pointed to a gate. I thanked him, and said I 
would go by it; before leaving him I asked to what 
place the road led which I had been following. 

“To Pentre Castren,” he replied. I struck across 
the fields’ and should probably have tumbled’ half-a- 
dozen times over pales and the like, but for the light 
of the Cefn furnaces before me which cast their red 
glow upon my path. I debouched upon the Llangollen 
road near to the tramway leading to the collieries.) Two 
enormous sheets of flame shot up high into the air from 
- ovens, illumining two spectral chimneys as high as 
steeples, also smoky buildings, and grimy figures 
moving about. There was a clanging of engines, a 
noise of shovels and a falling of coals truly horrible. 
The glare was so great that I could distinctly see the 
minutest lines upon my hand. Advancing along the 
tramway I obtained a nearer view of the hellish build- 
ings, the chimneys, and the demoniac figures. It was 
just such: a scene as one of those described by Ellis 
Wynn in his Vision of Hell. Feeling my eyes scorch- 
ing I turned away, and proceeded towards Llangollen, 
sometimes' on the muddy road, sometimes on: the 
dangerous’ causeway. For three miles at least I. met 
nobody. Near Llangollen, as I was walking on the 
causeway, three men came swiftly towards me. I kept 
the hedge, which was my right; the two first brushed 
roughly past me, the third came full upon me and was 
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tumbled» into the. road. There’ was a laugh ;from-the 
two first anda loud curse from ‘the: last as he: sprawled 
in the mire. I merely said “ Nos.Da’ki,” and passed 
on, and in about a quarter! of ‘an-hour reached)jhome, 
where I found my wife awaiting me» alone, Henrietta 
having gone to bed being slightly indisposed., My wife 
received me with a cheerful smile. 1 looked at her and 
the good wife of the Triad came to my mind. ,; 

“ She is modest, void of deceit, and obedient, 

“Pure of conscience, gracious of tone and true to 
her husband. 

“Her heart not proud, her manners affable, and her 
bosom full of compassion: for the poor. 

“ Labouring to» be: tidy, skilful of hand, and fond. of 
praying to God. 

» “ Her conversation amiable, her dress deca a her 
house orderly. 

“Quick of hand, phic of eye, and quick of. bales 
standing. pOMNIOLS 

“Her person shapely, rain manners | agreeable; ‘and 
her heart innocent. 

“Hen adade benignant, her head intelligent, and 
provident. 

“ Neighbourly,, gentle, and ofa liberal: way. set 
thinking. 

“ Able’ in ‘directing, ates what is | wanting, and 
a good mother to her children. 

“Loving her husband, loving: pesce, et Jomo God. 

“ Happy the man,” adds the Triad,» who! possessés 
such a wife.” Very true, O. Triad, always ‘provided -he 
is in some degree worthy of) her; but many »ajman 
leaves an innocent wife at ‘home for an impure: Jezebel 
abroad, even as many a one prefers) a pint of hog’s , 
wash abroad toa tankard, of generous; liquor at home. 


CHAPTER LXIII 


Preparations for Départuré— Cat provided for—A Pleasant Party 
: '—Last Night at Llangollen. 


a WAS aioe mera on the Sunday morning big the 
howling of, winds’. There;,was, a) considerable storm 
throughout) the:.day, but. unaccompanied. by rain; I 
went to.church both, in, the, morning and, the evening. 
The nextday |there)-was''a great deal. of rain. -It»was 
now? the:latter' end. of,,October ;; winter was coming on, 
and,;my wife and daughter were anxious to return home, 
After some-.consultation it, was agreed. that they should 
depart. for; London; and, that, I should join. them there 
after making ja pedestrian tour in, South Wales, 

-vI-should. have been loth,.to quit, Wales without. visit- 
ing, the Deheubarth or Southern Region, a land differing 
widely,,as.1.had,heard, both in language and customs 
from,Gwynedd.or,the Northern, a land which had given 
birth to the illustrious; Ab ‘Gwilym, and where. the great 
Ryce, family >\had- flourished, which, very much) dis- 
tinguished itself .in, the. Wars of the Roses—a) member 
of which Ryce ap Thomas placed }Henry the Seventh 
ofthe throne) of,,Britain—a. family of royal extraction, 
and jwhich ‘after,the, death of -Roderic, the Great for a 
longtime enjoyed. the sovereignty of the south, 

so We set,about making, the necessary preparations for 
our,{respective, journeys... Those for mine) were soon 
made. | {I bought»a small leather satchel »with a lock 
and key; inj-which ‘I.-placed a!white linen shirt, a) pair 
of worsted’ stockings,a razor and ‘a prayer-book. Along 
with it:l;;bought a’ leather strap with which to; sling it 
over’ my ‘shoulder: \I-got imy \boots: aew! soled, my 
umbrella; which was rather, dilapidated, mended 5 put 
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twenty sovereigns into my purse, and then said I am 
all right for the Deheubarth. 

As my wife and daughter required much more time 
in making preparations for their journey than I for 
mine, and as I should only be in their way whilst they 
were employed, it was determined that I should depart 
on my expedition on Thursday, and that they should 
remain at Llangollen till the Saturday. 

We were at first in some perplexity with respect 
to the disposal of the ecclesiastical cat; it’ would of 
course not do to leave it in the garden to the tender 
mercies of the Calvinistic Methodists of the neighbour- 
hood, more especially those of the flannel manufactory, 
and my wife and daughter could hardly carry it with them. 
At length we thought of applying to a young woman of 
sound church principles, who was lately married and 
lived over the water on the way to the railroad station, 
with whom we were slightly acquainted, to take charge 
of the animal, and she on the first intimation of our 
wish, willingly acceded to it. So with her poor puss was 
left along with a trifle for its milk-money, and with her, 
as we subsequently learned, it continued’ in peace and 
comfort till one morning it sprang suddenly from the 
hearth into the air, gave a mew, and died. “So ae for 
the ecclesiastical cat ! Y 

The morning of Tuesday was rather fine; tind Mr 
Ebenezer E——, who had heard of our intended departure, 
came to invite us to spend the evening at the Vicarage. 
His father had left Llangollen the day before’ for 
Chester, where he expected to be detained some days. 
I told him we should be most happy to come. He then 
asked me ito take a walk. I agreed with pleasure, and 
we set out, intending to go to Llansilio at the western 
end of the valley and look at the church. The church was 
an ancient building. It had no spire, but had the little — 
erection on its roof, so usual to Welsh: churches,’ for 
halding a hel) { 
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In the churchyard is a tomb in which an old squire of 
the name of Jones was buried about the middle of the 
last century. There isa tradition about this squire and 
tomb to the following effect. After the squire’s death 
there was a lawsuit about his property, in consequence 
of no will having been found. It was said that his will 
had been buried with him in the tomb, which after some 
time was opened, but with what success the tradition 
sayeth not. 

In the evening we went to the Vicarage. Besides the 
family and ourselves there was Mr R and one or 
two more. _We had a very pleasant party ; and as most 
of those present wished to hear something connected 
with Spain, I talked much about that country, sang 
songs of Germania, and related in an abridged form 
Lope de Vega’s ghost story, which is decidedly the 
best ghost story in the world. 

In the afternoon of Wednesday I went and took 
leave of certain friends in the town ; amongst others of 

old Mr Jones. On my telling him that I was about 
to leave Llangollen, he expressed considerable regret, 
but said that it was natural for mé to wish to return to 
my native country. I told him that before returning 
to England I intended to make a pedestrian tour in 
South Wales. He said that he should die without seeing 
the south ; thathe had hadseveral opportunities of visiting 
it when he was young, which he had neglected, and 
that he was now too old to wander far from home. He 
then asked me which road I intended to take. I told 
him that I intended to strike across the Berwyn to Llan 
Rhyadr, then visit Sycharth, once the seat of Owain 
Glendower, lying to the east of Llan Rhyadr, then 
return to that place, and after seeing the celebrated 
cataract across the mountains to. Bala—whence I should 
proceed duesouth. I then asked him whether he had ever 
seen Sycharth and the Rhyadr; he told me that he had 


428 WILD) WALES [cuar. 


never visited Sycharth, but had seen'the Rhyadr?more 
than once. He then smiled ‘and: said@that there was a 
ludicrous anecdote ‘connected’ with ‘the’ Rhyadr, which 
hé*would relate’ to me.. “A traveller once went' to isee 
the’ Rhyadr; and’ whilst gazing at it a calf which had 
fallen into the stream’ above, whilst grazing upon the 
rocks, ‘came tumbling down the cataract: »‘ Wonder 
ful!’ ‘said the traveller,;;and going away reported that 
it was not only a fall of water, but of calvesjsand’ was 
very much disappointed; on’ visiting: the waterfall ‘on 
another occasion, to see no calf come tumbling: down.” 
I° took: leave of: ‘the kind old gentleman ‘with: regret; 
never expecting to see him again, as he was in his 
eighty-fourth year—he was‘a truly excellent character; 
and might be ranked amongst the venerable. ornaments 
of his: native place. . . 
About half-past eight o’clock at’ riches reel tines 
came to bid me farewell. I bade him: sit down, ‘and 
sent'for a pint of'ale to regale him with. Notwithstand- 
ing the ale, he'was very melancholy at the thought that 
Iwas about to ‘leave’ Llangollen, probably’ never to 
return. To enliven him I gave him an account of my 
late’ expedition to’ Wrexham, which made him» smile 
more thartsonce. “When Ihad concluded he asked! me 
whether I knew the meaning: of the word:>-Wrexham: 


I told him’I believed I did, and: gave him:the détivation — 


which the reader will find in’ an early: chapterof this 
work... He told’) me that with all due submission; he 
thought he could give me a better, which -he ‘had sheard 
from a’ very ‘clever’ man, gwr ‘deallus iawn, who lived 
about two miles from Llangollen’ on’ the ‘Corwen:road. 
Inthe old time a man-of the name of Sam:kept'.a 


gwestfa, or inn, at the place where Wrexham now | 


stands ; when he died ‘he’ left: it to his wife; who’ kept it 


after “him, on! which account: the ‘house was: first called 
Ty wraig Sam, the house of Sam’s wife, and thenior 
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shortness: Wraig:Sam; and a: town arising about it: by 
degrees, the town too was called Wraig Sam, which the 
Saxons corrupted into Wrexham, 

I was much diverted with this Welsh derivation of 
Wrexham, which I did not attempt to controvert. 
After we had had sothe further discourse John Jones got 
up, shook me by the hand, gave a sigh, wished me a 
“taith hyfryd,” and departed. Thus terminated my 
last day at Llangollen. 


CHAPTER LXIV , 


Departure for South Wales—Tregeiriog—Pleasing Scene—Trying 
_ to Read—Garmon and Lupus—The Cracked Voice— Effect 
u of a  Compliment—Llan Rhyedr. 


THE morning Of the 21st of October was fine‘and ‘cold ; 
theré’ was a time’ frost’ on the ground: At about eleven 
o'clock I -started on my journey for South Wales, 
intending’ that my first stage should be Llan’ Rhyadr. 
My wife’ and ‘daughter décoenpantid me as far as Plas 
Newydd.’ As we passed through the town I shook 
hands with honest A , whom T saw standing at the 
door’ of a shop, with a dinad- of Spanish hat on his’ head, 
and: also with my venerable friend old’ Mr Jones, whom 
Fi encountered close beside ‘his own domicile. At ‘the 
Plas Newydd I took an affectionate farewell of my ‘two 
Joved ones, and proceeded to ascend the Berwyn. Near 
the top I turned’ round to take a final look'at the spot 
‘where I had lately passed many a happy hour. There 
tay” Llangollen far below me, with its chimneys placidly 
smoking, its pretty church rising’ in its centre, its blue 
fiver dividing it into’two nearly equal’ parts, and ‘the 
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mighty hill of Brennus overhanging it from the north. 
I sighed, and repeating Einion Du’s verse 


“ Tangnefedd i Llangollen !” 


turned away. 

I went over the top of the hill.and then began 
to descend its southern side, obtaining a distant 
view of the plains of Shropshire on the east. I 
soon reached the bottom of the hill, passed through 
Llansanfraid, and threading the vale of the Ceiriog at 
length found myself at Pont y Meibion in front of the 
house of Huw Morris, or rather of that which is built on 
the site of the dwelling of the poet. I stopped and 
remained before the house thinking of the mighty Huw, 
till the door opened, and out came the dark-featured 
man, the poet’s descendant, whom I saw when visiting 
the place in company with honest John Jones—he had 
now a spade in his hand and was doubtless going to his 
labour. As I knew him to be of a rather sullen unsocial 
disposition, I said nothing to him, but proceeded on my 
way. AsI advanced the valley widened, the hills on the 
west receding to some distance from the river. Came to 
Tregeiriog a small village, which takes its name from the 
brook ; Tregeiriog signifying the hamlet or village on the 
Ceiriog. Seeing a bridge which crossed the rivulet at a 
slight distance from the road, a little beyond the village, 
I turned aside to look at it. The proper course of the 
Ceiriog is from south to north; where it is crossed by 
the bridge, however, it runs from west to east, returning 
to its usual course, a little way below the bridge. The 
bridge was small and presented nothing remarkable in 
itself: I obtained, however, as I looked over its parapet 
towards the west a view of a scene, not of wild grandeur, 
but of something which I like better, which richly 
compensated me for the slight trouble I had taken in 
stepping aside to visit the little bridge. About a hundred 
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yards distant was a.small water-mill, built over the 
rivulet, the wheel going slowly, slowly round; large 
quantities of pigs, the generality of them Gaaiee, were 
either browsing on the banks or lying close to the sides 
half immersed in the water ; one immense white hog, the 
monarch seemingly of the herd, was standing in the 
middle of the current. Such was the scene which I saw 
from the bridge, a:scene of quiet rural life well suited to 
the brushes of two or three of the old Dutch painters, or 
to those of men scarcely inferior to them in their own 
style, Gainsborough, Moreland, and Crome.. My mind 
for the last half-hour had been in a highly excited state ; 
I had been repeating verses of old. Huw Morris, brought 
to my recollection’ by the sight of his dwelling-place ; 
they were ranting roaring verses, against the Round- 
heads. -1 admired the vigour but disliked the principles 
which they displayed ; and admiration on the one hand 
-and disapproval on the other, bred a commotion in my 
mind: like that raised on the sea when tide runs one way 
and ‘wind blows another. The quiet scene from the 
bridge, however, produced a sedative effect on my mind, 
and when I resumed my journey I had forgotten Huw, 
his verses, and all about Roundheads and Cavaliers. 

I reached :Llanarmon, another small village, situated 
ina valley through which the Ceiriog or a river very 
similar to it flows. It is half-way. between Llangollen 
and Llan Rhyadr, being ten miles from each. . I went to 
a small inn or public-house,-sat down and called for ale. 
A waggoner was seated.at a large table with a newspaper 
before him on which he was intently staring. 

“What news?” said I in English. 

£1 wish I,.could tell you,” said he in very, broken 

English, “but I.cannot read.” 
+ “Then why are:you looking at the paper? said I. 

“ Because,” said he, “by looking at the letters I hope 
‘in time to make them out,” 
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“You may look at them,’ said« I, “for fifty years 
without being able to make out: one.) You ah go 
to an evening school.” 

“I am too old,” said he, “to:do so hover if L did the 
children would laugh at me.” 

“ Never mind their laughing at you, er 1: i hr 
you learn to read; let them laugh who win!” 

“You give eee advice, mester, ” said he, tt iditeds I 
shall follow it.” } 

“Let me look at the paper,” said I. 

He handed it to me. It was a:\Welsh. paper, and full 
of dismal accounts from the seat of war. 

“What news, mester?” said the waggoner: © 

“Nothing but bad,” said I ;\“ the Russians are beating 
us and the French too.” . 

“Tf the Rusiaid beat us,’ said the wig c is is 
because the Francod are with us. We should, seen Chen 
alone.” 

“Perhaps ‘you’ are ‘right,” raid he if at ihe rate we 
could not have fared worse than we are faring now.” 171) 

I presently paid for what I had had, yrs ie ay 
to Llan Rhyadr, and departed. 

The village of Llanarmon takes its name prec’ its 
church, which is dedicated: to Garmon, an -Armorican 
bishop, who with another called ‘Lupus: came over into 
Britain in order to preach against the heresy of Pelagius. 
He and his colleague resided'for some time in ‘Flintshire, 
and whilst there enabled ‘in a‘ remarkable: manner ‘the 
Britons’ to achieve a victory over those mysterious 
people the Picts, who were ravaging the country far and 
wide. Hearing that the enemy were advancing’ towards 
Mold, the two bishops gathered together a number of the 
Britons, and placed them in ambush in a dark’ valley 
through which it was necessary for the 'Picts'to’ pass in 
order to reach Mold, ‘strictly enjoining them to remain 
quiet till all their enemies should have ‘entered the valley 
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sand) then do»whatever they should see them, the two 


bishops, do. The: Picts.arrived,: and) when: they were 
about, half-way through the valley the two bishops 
‘stepped forward from’ a- thicket’ and began crying aloud, 


-“Alleluia!”! The Britons: followed their example, and 


the: wooded: valley:'resounded with cries: of “ Alleluia! 
Alleluia)”: The shouts and the unexpected appearance 
of thousands of men: caused such terror to the’ Picts that 
they took to flight in the greatest confusion ; hundreds 
were ‘trampled to death by their companions, and: not.a 


few were drowned: in the river Hp which runs through 


the valley. . 

‘There: are» several. Sinanishias dedicated to. Gains in 
‘Wales, but whether! there are any dedicated to’ Lupus I 
am unable to say. After leaving. Llanarmon: I found 
myself:amongst ‘lumpy hills through which the road: led 
in the direction of the south. Arriving where several roads 
met I followed. one and became: bewildered amidst hills 
and ravines. Atdlast | sawa small house close bya nant 
or dingle, and: turned’ towards it for ithe: purpose of 
inquiring my way. On-my knocking at the ‘door a 
woman made her appearance, of whom I asked in Welsh 
whether, I was in the road; to. Llan Rhyadr,.. She said 
that I was out of it, but that if I went towards the south 


: pha seea path on my left which would bring me to 


‘I asked her how far it was to Llan Rhyadr. 

i “Four long: miles,” she replied, . 
bo And: what) is the name of the place whee we are 
now ?” said J,: fon 

“Cae Hit?) (the long inehoouki) said she. 
“Ate you alone in the house ?.said: I. 

“ Quite alone,” said she ; “but my-husband. and ale 
will soon be home from os field, for: it) is getting dusk.” 

“Have you any Saxon 2,” said, I. ; 


Whe above account is ‘chiefly taken from deal curious ih book: cited 
“Drych'y prif Oesoedd.” 
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“Not a word,” said she, “have I of the iaith ‘dieithr, 
nor has my husband, nor any one of my people.” 

I bade her farewell, and soon reached the road, which 
led south and north. As I was bound for the south’ I 
strode forward briskly in that direction. The road was 
between romantic hills; heard Welsh songs proceeding 
from the hill fields on my right, and the murmur of a 
brook rushing down a deep nant on my left. I went on 
till I came to a collection of houses which an old woman, 
with a cracked voice and: a small tin milk-pail; whom I 
assisted in getting over a stile into the road, told me was 
called Pen Strit—probably the head of the street. She 
spoke English, and on my asking her how she had learnt 
the English tongue, she told me that she had learnt it of 
her mother who was an English woman. She said that I 
was two miles from Llan Rhyadr, and that I must go 
straight forward. I did so till I reached a place where 
the road branched into two, one bearing somewhat to the 
left, and the other to the right. After standing a minute 
in perplexity I took the right-hand’ road, but soon 
guessed that I had taken the wrong one, as the road 
dwindled into a mere footpath. Hearing some ‘one 
walking on the other side of the hedge I inquired in 
Welsh whether I was going right for Llan Rhyadr, and 
was answered by a voice in English, apparently that of 
a woman, that I was not, and that I must go back. I did 
so, and presently a woman came through a gate to me. 

“ Are you the person,” said I, “who just now answered 
me in English after I had spoken in Welsh?” © 

“Tn truth I am,” said she, with a half laugh. 

“And how came you to answer me in we eer 
I had eke to you in Welsh?” 

“ Because,” said she, “it was easy enough to know 
by your voice that you were an Englishman.” | 

“You speak English remarkably well,” said I... > » 

“And so do you Welsh,” said the woman; “I had 
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no idea that it’ was possible for any Englishman to 
speak Welsh half so well.” 

“T wonder,” thought I to myself, “what you would 
have answered if I had said that you speak English 
execrably.”. By her own account she could read both 
Welsh and English. She walked by my side to the 
turn, and then up the left-hand road, which she said 
was the way to Llan Rhyadr. Coming to a cottage 
she bade me good-night and went in. The road was 
horribly miry: presently, as I was staggering through 
a slough, just after I had passed a little cottage, I 
heard a cracked voice crying, “I suppose you lost 
your way?” I recognised it as that of the old woman 
whom I had helped over the stile. She was now 
standing behind a little gate which opened into a 
garden before the cottage. The figure of a man was 
standing near her. I told her that she was quite right 
in her supposition. 

“Ah,” said she, “you should have gone straight 
forward.” 

“Tf I had gone straight forward,” said I, “I must 
have gone over a hedge, at the corner of a field which 
separated two roads; instead of bidding me go straight 
forward you should have told me to follow the’ left- 
hand road.” 

s sikay ” ‘said she, “be sure ae keep straight forward 
nowite oF 

I asked her who the man was s standing near per 
~ “Tt is my husband,” said she. 

“Has he much English?” said I. 

“None at all,” said she, “for his mother was not 
English, like mine.” I bade her good-night and went 
forward. Presently I came to a meeting of roads, and 
to go straight forward it was necessary to pass through 
a quagmire ; “remembering, however, the words of my 
friend the beldame I went straight forward, though 


436 WILD WALES Y34AS [cHaP. 


in so doing. I was sloughed up to the knees: Inca 
little time I came to rapid descent, and: at the bottom 
of it. toa bridge. It was inow very dark; only! the 
corner of the moon was casting a faint lights, After 
crossing the bridge I had one» or two ascents and 
descents.. At last I saw lights befote me which proved 
to be those of Llan Rhyadri -I) soon: found: myself 
in a dirty little street, and, inquiring for the inn, was 
kindly, shown by a man to:one which he said was the 
best, and which was called the Wynstay, Arms, 


CHAPTER LXV 


Inn at Llan Rhyadr—A low Englishman—Enquiries- +The Cook— 
A Precious Couple. ; 
THE inn seemed very large, but did ‘not oak: very 
cheerful. ..No other guest than myself seemed ito “be 
in it, except in the kitchen, where I heard ‘airfellow 
talking English and, occasionally, yelling an English 
song: the master and the mistress of the house were 
civil, and. lighted me a fire in what. wascalled. the 
Commercial, Room, and putting plenty of coals, in the 
grate soon made the apartment warm and comfortable: 
I. ordered. dinner or, rather supper; which in, about 
half-an-hour was brought in by the woman. The supper 
whether good or bad I despatched with. the appetite 
of one who had walked. twenty miles ‘over, hill and 
dale. wented enH” 
Occasionally I enrd a dvendial noise in’ the kitchen, 

and. the. woman, told, me. that | the. fellow ‘there; was 
making himself exceedingly disagreeable,, chiefly..she 
believed because she had. refused to let) hitm sleep in 
the house. She said. that he was a low fellow, that-went 
about the country with fish, and that he was the/more 
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ready to insult ther as the master of the house was now 
gone out. I asked if he was an Englishman, “Yes,” 
said she, “a low Englishman.” 

oi SPhen) -héiomust ‘be: low indeed,” said I.) “A > low 
Englishman is the lowest of the low.” After a little 
time I heard no more noisé, and was told that the 
fellow was gone away. I had alittle whisky and 
water; -and;then ‘went to. bed, sleeping in.a tolerable 
chamber but irather cold: There was much rain during 
the night and also wind; windows: rattled; and \I 
occasionally heard) the noise of falling: tiles. 

I atose about’ eight.. Notwithstanding the night had 
been so tempéstuous the morning: was sunshiny and 
beautiful.|,. Having ordered) breakfast» I: walked ‘out’ in 
order to: look at) the town,:.Llan Rhyadr is a small 
place, having nothing ‘remarkable in it save an ancient 
church andiraistrange> little antique market-house, 
standing on pillars. It is situated at the western énd 
of an extensive valley and»at the éentrance’of a glen. 
A brook or rivulet runs through it, which comes down 
the glen from the celebrated cataract; which ‘is about 
four! miles) distant) to the west... Two lofty mountains 
form’ the: entrance of the glen, ‘and ‘tower ‘above the 
town, one on the south and thé other: on the’ north. 
Their names, if they have any, I did not learn. | 

After strolling about «the little ‘place for about’ a 
quarter ofan hour, staring at the things and the people, 
and being »stared ‘at by the latter, I returned to my 
inn, a/structure ‘built.in the modern, Gothic style, and 
which stands nearly opposite to the churchyard. | Whilst 
breakfasting I), asked, the landlady, who was bustling 
about the room, whedier she} had evér heard of Owen 
Glendower. . 

FN truth; sid) L sabre — wasoa Nigh peeeian 
wile lived a long time ago, and, and ; 

“Gave the Englishia great déal of trouble,” said I. 
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“Just so, sir; at least I daresay it is so, as you 
Say it.” 

“ And do you know where he lived?” ° 

“I do not, sir; I suppose a great way off, somewhere 
in the south,” 

“ Do you mean South Wales ?” 

“Tn truth, sir, I do.” 

“There you are mistaken,” said I; “and also in 
supposing he lived a great way off. He lived in North 
Wales, and not far from this place.” 

“Tn truth, sir, you know more about him than I.” 

“ Did you ever hear of a place called Sycharth?” 

“ Sycharth! Sycharth! I never did, sir.” | 

“It is the place'where Glendower lived, and it is not 
far off. I want to go there, but do not know the way.” 

“Sycharth! Sycharth!” said the landlady musingly: 
“] wonder if it is the place we call Sychnant.” 

“Is there such a place?” 

“Yes, sure; about six miles from here, near 
Langedwin.” 

“What kind of place is it?” . 

“In truth, sir, I do not know, for I was never there. 
My cook, however, in the kitchen, knows all about it, for 
she comes from there.” 

“Can I see her?” 

“Yes, sure; I will go at once and fetch her.” 

She then left the room and presently returned with the 
cook, a short, thick an with blue staring eyes. 

“ Here she is, sir,” said the landlady, “but she Se no 
English.” 

ff “All the better,” said I. “So you come yor a ise 
called Sychnant?” said I to the cook in Welsh. 

“Tn truth, sir, I do;” said the cook. | 

“Did you ever hear of a gwr boneddig called ecules 
Glendower ?” 

c Often, sir, often ; he lived in our place.” 
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“He lived in'a place called Sycharth?” said: I. 

“Well, sir; and we of the place call it Sycharth as 
often as Sychnant:; nay, oftener.” 

“Is his house standing ?” 

“It is:not; but the “hill on which it stood is still 
Stpilieeat 

“Ts it a high hill?” 

“Itisnot ;,it is a small, light hill.” 

fA light hill!” said Ito myself. “Old: Iolo Goch, 
Owen Glendower’s bard, said the a dwelt in a 
house on a light hill. 

“‘ There dwells the chief we all extol 
In timber hovse on lightsome knoll.’ 

“Ts there a little river near it,” said I to the cook, «a 
few 

“There is ; it runs just under the hill.” 

“Ts there a mill upon the ffrwd?” 

“There is not; that is, now—but there was in the old 
time; a factory of woollen stands now where the mill 
once stood.” 

“<*A mill a:rushing brook upon 
And pigeon tower fram’d of stone.’ 

“So says Iolo Goch,” said I:to myself,“ in his. descrip- 
tion of Sycharth; I am on the right road.” 

I asked the cook to whom the property of Sycharth 
belonged and was told of ‘course to Sir Watkin, who 
appears to be the Marquis of Denbighshire. After a few 
more questions I thanked her and told her she might go. 
I then finished my breakfast, paid my bill, and after 
telling the landlady that I should return at night, started 
for Llangedwin and Sycharth. 

A broad and excellent road led along the valley in the 
direction in which I:was proceeding. 

.. The valley was beautiful and dotted with various farm- 
houses, and the land '‘appeared::to be in ‘as ‘high a state of | 
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cultivation as the soil of my own Norfolk, that! edunty 
so deservedly celebrated for its agriculture. The eastern 
side is bounded by lofty hills, and towards the north the 
vale is crossed by three rugged elevations, the: middle- 
most of which, called, as an: old’ man told me, Bryn 
Dinas, terminates to the west in an Reg mish 
and picturesque crag. 

After an hour’s walking I overtook: two pekits ‘aman 
and a woman laden’ with baskets:which ‘hung ‘ar6und 
them on every side, The man was a young féllow of 
about eight-and-twenty, with a round) face; fair flaxen! 
hair, and rings in his ears; the female was.a blooming 
buxom lass of ahout, eighteen... After, giving them the 
sele of the day | eked them if they were English, _ 

« Aye, aye, master,” said the man; “we are English.” ¢ 

“Where do you come from?” eee Tai 

“From Wrexham,” said the man. 

“I thought Wrexham. was in Wales,” said te m 

«Tf it be,” said the man, “the people are not Welsh ; a 
man is not a horse because he happens to be born. in a 
stable.” 

“Ts that young woman your wife?” said I. 

“Yes;” said he, “after a fashion ”—and then he leered 
at the thse) and she leered' at him. b« 

“Do you attend any piace of en Pit) said 

‘A great many, master !0" fas 

“What place do you chiefly attend ? ” said L 

“The: Chequers, master !”’! . l o} atsoqas 

“Do they: preach the ‘best sermons thicket ahd - 

“No, master! but they sell the best ale there.” rods 

“Do you worshipiale ?” ‘said I. Hersh acd 

“Yes, master, I worships ale” bst8 Gi rem 

“ Anything else?” said I. lsoxs bes Beoad / 

“Yes, master! I and) my mort worships something: — 
besides good ale ; don’t we, Sue?” ‘and then ‘he leered! at 
.the mort; who leered at him,:and both made odd motions! 
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backwards and forwards, causing the baskets which hung 
round them to creak and rustle, and uttering loud:shouts 
of ephaltigee which roused the echoes of the 2 tena 
hills. ) ' 

-“ Genuine descendants, no doubt,” said I 0 myself as 
I walked briskly on,» “ of ‘certain ‘of the old heathen 
Saxons. who followed Rag into Wales and»settled down 
about the house which he built: Really, if these two are 
afaiv specimen of the: Wrexham: population, my friend 
the Scotch policeman was not much out when he ‘said 
that the people: of, Wrexham were the worst petite in 
Wales.” Bg sive . . 


CHAPTER LXV 


Sycharh-—The Kindly Welcome—Happy Couple Syeharth-Re 
( calling the Dead— Ode 'to Sycharth. 


Lawasa now, “A the northern extremity of the valley. near 
a'great house. past which the road led in. the.direction 
of the north-east. . Seeing aman employed in breaking 
stones.1 inquired the way to Sychnant, 
», “You must turn to the left,’ said he, “ before you come 
to, yon great house, follow, the. path which yon will find 
behind it, and you, will soon be in Sychnant.” 
_“And.to.whom does the great house belong?” 
“To whom? why, to Sir Watkin. % 
“Does he.reside, there ?.” 
“Not often. He has plenty of other houses: but he 
paeviia comes there to hunt.” 
“ What is. the place’s name?” 
-“Llan: Gedwin.”. daa Aig 
J turned to the ee as we Deo had directed 3 me. 
‘The path led upward behind the great house round a 
hill thickly Bienes with trees. Following it I at length 
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found myself on a broad road on the top extending east 
and west, and having on the north and south: beautiful 
wooded hills. I followed the road, which presently 
began to descend. On reaching level ground I overtook 
a man in a waggoner’s frock, of whom I inquired the 
way to Sycharth. He pointed westward down the vale 
to what appeared to be a collection of houses, near a 
singular-looking monticle, and said, “ That is Sycharth,” 

We walked together till we came to'a road which 
branched off on the right to a little bridge. 

“That is your way,” said he, and pointing to a large 
building beyond the bridge, towering up above a number 
of cottages, he said, “that is the factory of Sycharth ; ” 
he then left me, following the high road, whilst I pro- 
ceeded towards the bridge, which I crossed, and coming 
to the cottages entered one on the right hand of a 
remarkably neat appearance. 

In a comfortable kitchen by a hearth on which 
blazed a cheerful billet sat a man and woman. Both 
arose when I entered: the man was tall, about fifty years 
of age, and athletically built ; he was dressed in a white 
coat, corduroy breeches, shoes, and grey worsted stock- 
ings. The woman seemed many years older than’ the 
man; she was tall also, and strongly built, and dressed 
in the ancient female costume, namely, a kind of round, 
half Spanish hat, long blue woollen’ kirtle or gown, a 
crimson petticoat, and white apron, and pe stout 
shoes with buckles. 

“Welcome, stranger,” said the man, after looking me 
a moment or two full in the face. 

“Croesaw, dyn dieithr—welcome, foreign man,” said 
the woman, surveying me with a look of great curiosity. 

“Won't you sit down ?” said the man, peo me a_ 
chair. 

I sat down, and the man ate woman resumed their 


seats. fg 
i 


2XV1.] : HAPPY COUPLE Aey 


“T suppose you come on business connected with the 
factory ?” said the man. 
“No,” said I, “my business is connected with Owen 
Glendower.” 
“With Owen Glendower?” said the man, staring. 
“Yes,” said I, “I came to see his place.” 
“Vou will not see much of his house now,” said the 
man—“it is down; only a few bricks remain.” 
“But I shall see the place where his house stood,” said 
I, “which is all I expected to see.” 
“Yes, you can see that.” 
“What does the dyn dieithr say?” ae the woman in 
Welsh with an inquiring look. 
“That he is come to see the place of Owen Glen- 
dower.” 
“Ah!” said the woman with a smile. 
“Ts that good lady your wife?” said I. 
“* She is.” 
“ She looks much older than yourself.” 
“And no wonder. She is twenty-one years older.” 
“ How old are you?” 
“Fifty-three.” 
“Dear me,” said I, “what a difference in your ages. 
How came you to marry?” 
“She was a widow and I had lost my wife. We were 
lone’in the world, so we thought we would marry.” 
“Do you live happily together ?” 
“Very.” 
“Then you did quite right to see What ‘is your 
name?” 
~— “ David Robert.” 
“ And that of your wife?” 
“Gwen Robert.” 
“Does she speak English?’ ty 
“She speaks some, but not much.” 
’ Ts the place where Owen lived far from here?” 
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“Tt is not. It is the round hill a little way,above the 
factory.” 

“Ts the path’to it easy to find?” fio 

“JT will go with you,” said the man. “I work at. the 
factory, but I need not go there for.an hour at) least.” 

He put on his hat-and bidding. me’ follow him went — 
out. He led me over a gush of, water which passing 
under the factory turns the wheel; thence over a field 
or two towards a house at the foot of the mountain where 
he said the steward of. Sir Watkin lived, of whom it 
would be as well to apply for permission to,ascend the 
hill, as it was Sir Watkin’s ground., The steward was 
not at home; his wife was, however, and: she, when jwe 
told her we wished to goto the top of Owain Glendower’s 
Hill, gave us permission with a smile. We thanked -her 
and progended to mount the hill or, monticle once the 
residence of the great’ Welsh chieftain, whom. his ‘own 
deeds and the pen of scimaneat: have rendered im- 
mortal. 

Owen Glendower’s hill,or mount at Spahartti pei 
the one bearing his name on the banks, of the, Dee, is 
not an apical hill, but the work of nature); save and 
except that, toa certain extent it has been modified by 
the hand of man. It is somewhat conical, and, consists 
of two steps or gradations, where two fosses scooped out 
of the hill go round it, one above the’ other, the lower 
one embracing considerably the most space.’ Both :these 
fosses are about six feet deep, and at one time doubtless 
were bricked, as stout large, red bricks are yet to be seen, 
here and there, in their sides. The top of the mount 
is just twenty-five feet across. When] visitediit it was — 
covered with grass, but had once been subjected to the 
plough as various furrows indicated... The monticle 
stands not far from the western extremity of the valley, — 
nearly midway between two. hills which-confront each 
other north and south, the one to the south being the 

{ 
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hill which: I. had) descended, and the other a beautiful 
wooded: height which is called in; the parlance: of the 
country Llwyn Sycharth or the grove of Sycharth, from 
which comes the little gush of water which I:had crossed, 
and which now turns the wheel of the factory and once 
turned that of Owen Glendower’s mill, and filled his two 
moats, part of the water ‘by: some’ mechanical means 
having been forced up the eminence. | On the top of this 
hill or monticle in a timber house dwelt the great Welsh- 
man Owen Glendower, with his wife,a comely, kindly 
woman, and his progeny, consisting of stout boys and 
blooming girls,and there, though wonderfully cramped for 
want of room, he feasted bards who requited his hospitality 
with alliterative odesvery difficult to compose,and which at 
the present day only a few book-worms understand. There 
he dwelt for many years, the virtual if not the nominal king 
of North Wales, occasionally no doubt looking down with 
self-complaisance from the top of his fastness on the parks 
and fish-ponds of which he had several; his mill, his 
pigeon tower, his ploughed .lands, and. the cottages of a 
thousand retainers, huddled round ‘the lower part of the 
hill, or strewn about the’ valley ; and there he might have 
lived and died had not events caused him to draw the 
sword and engage in a war, at the termination of which 
Sycharth was a fire-scathed ruin, and himself a broken- 
hearted old man in.anchorite’s weeds, living in a cave on 
the estate of Sir John Scudamore, the great Hereford- 
shire proprietor, who married his daughter Elen, his only 
surviving child. 

After I had been a considerable time on the hill 
looking about me and. asking questions of my guide, I 
took out a piece of silver and offered it to him, thanking 
him at the same time for the trouble he had taken in 
showing me the PREP rie refused it, saying that I was 
quite welcome. . fh 4 

T tried to force it: upon. him. 
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“] will not take it,” said he; “but if you come to my 
house and have a cup of coffee, you may give sixpence 
to my old woman.” 

“T will come,” said I, “in a short time. In the mean- 
while do you go; I wish to be alone.” 

“What do you want to do?” 

“ To sit down and endeavour to recall Glendower, and 
the times that are past.” 

The fine fellow looked puzzled; at last he said, “ Very 
well,” shrugged his shoulders, and descended the hill. 

When he was gone | sat down on the brow of the hill, 
and with my face turned to the east began slowly to 
chant a translation made by myself in the days of my 
boyhood of an ode to Sycharth composed by Iolo Goch 
when upwards of a hundred years old, shortly after his 
arrival at that place, to which he had been invited by 
Owen Glendower :— 


Twice have I pledg’d my word to thee 

To come thy noble face to see ; ' 
His promises let every man 

Perform as far as e’er he can! 

Full easy is the thing that’s sweet, 

And sweet this journey is and meet ; 

ve vowed to Owain’s court to go, 

And I’m resolved to keep my vow ; 

So thither straight I’ll take my way 

With blithesome heart, and there I’ll stay, 
Respect and honour, whilst I breathe, 

To find his honour’d roof beneath. 

My chief of long lin’d ancestry 

Can harbour sons of poesy ; 

I’ve heard, for so the muse has told, 

He’s kind and gentle to the old; ° 

Yes, to:-his castle I will hie ; 

There’s none to match it ’neath the sky : 
It is a baron’s stately court, 

Where bards for sumptuous fare resort 5 
There dwells the lord of Powis land, i 
Who granteth every just demand. Ith? 
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Its likeness now I’ll limn you out: 
’Tis water girdled wide about ; 

It shows a wide and stately door 
Reached by a bridge the water o’er ; 
’Tis formed of buildings coupled fair, 
Coupled is every couple there ; 
Within a quadrate structure tall 
Muster the merry pleasures all. 
Conjointly are the angles bound— 
No flaw in all the place is found. 
Structures in contact meet the eye 
Upon the hillock’s top on high ; 

Into each other fastened they 

The form of a hard knot display. 
There dwells the chief we all extol 

In timber house on lightsome knoll ; 
Upon four wooden columns proud 
Mounteth his mansion to the cloud ; 
Each column’s thick and firmly bas’d, 


’ And upon each a loft is plac’d ; 
In these four lofts, which coupled stand, 


Repose at night the minstrel band ; 
Four lofts they were in pristine state, 
But now partitioned form they eight. 
Tiled is the roof, on each house-top 
Rise smoke-ejecting chimneys up. 
All of one form there are nine halls 
Each with nine wardrobes in its walls 
With linen white as well supplied 

As fairest shops of fam’d Cheapside. 
Behold that church with cross uprais’d 
And with its windows neatly glaz’d; 
All houses are in this comprest— 

An orchard’s near it of the best, 


_ Also a park where void of fear 


Feed antler’d herds of fallow deer. 

A warren wide my chief can boast, 

Of goodly steeds a countless host. 
Meads where for hay the clover grows, 
Corn-fields which hedges trim inclose, 
A mill a rushing brook upon, 

And pigeon tower fram’d of stone ; F 

A fish-pond deep and dark to see, 
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To cast nets in when need there be, | 
Which never yet was known to lack 

A plenteous store of perch and. jack. 

Of various plumage birds abound ; 
Herons and peacocks haunt around, 
What luxury doth his hall adorn, 
Showing of cost a sovereign scorn ; 

His ale from Shrewsbury town he brings 5 ‘ 
His usquebaugh is drink for kings ; 
Bragget he keeps, bread white of look, 
And, bless the mark ! a bustling ‘cook. 
His mansion is the minstrels’ home, 
You'll find them’ there whene’er you come 
Of all her sex his wife’s the best; 

The household through her care is blest 
She’s scion of a knightly tree, 

She’s dignified, she’s kind and ‘free. 

His bairns approach me, pair by pair, 
O what a nest of chieftains fair ! 

Here difficult it is to catch 

A sight of either bolt or latch ; 

The porters place here none will fill; 
Her largess shall be lavish’d still, ° 
And ne’er shall thirst or hunger rude’: 
In Sycharth venture to intrude. 

A noble leader, Cambria’s knight, 

The lake possesses, his by right, 

And midst that azure water plac’d, 

The castle, by each pleasure grac’d! 


And wnen I had finished repeating these lines I 
said, “How much more happy, innocent, and holy, 
I was in the days of my boyhood when’ I translated 
Iolo’s ode than I am at the present’ time!” Then 
covering my face with my hands I wept like a child. 


vat ZA? 
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“Sup, of ee Gane Bint old Edicg A Rabble ia 
ae es i Be aNik Rout—All from Wrexham. 
AFTER a while I arose from my seat and’ descending 
the hill ‘rétutned “to the house of my ‘honest friends, 
whoni' Ly found hae by ok fire as I had first seen 
thems | 

“Well,” pee a ‘man, “ — you Lae back Owen 
Glendower?”") >" 

Ne NE only’ nha ” said I) “but his’ house, family, and 
all relating to him.” 

“By what means?” said the man. 

“By ‘teans’ of ‘a! song’ made a long time ago, which 
describes Sycharth as it was in his time, ait his 
manner of living there.” 

“Presently” Gwen, who had been preparing coffee in 
el patestiol ‘of my return; poured out a cupful, which 
she presented to me, at the same time hatiding me 
some white’ sugat in a basin. — 

OD took ‘the coffee)helped myself to some ‘sugar, and 
returned her thanks in her own language. 

ob® Ah” said the’ man, in Welsh, ““I see you are a 
Cititiro.” Gwen * ‘and'T have been’ wondering’ whether 
you wefé Welsh or’ English; ‘but A see you are ‘one of 
oursélves? “OVO 0° 

ol Nio;said Tin’ the’ sathe Wnediee “J'din an ‘Ribtiat 
fian,) Bere ‘in a “part” of” England ‘the farthest of sa 
from ‘Wales.! In fact, ante Carn Sas 

“And how came you to’ speak Welsh?” said ‘thé main. » 
od Teodle’ it into my ‘héad’ to léath it when Twas a 
boy,” said 7 i S pnelishiien ” sometimes do satlalize 


cca herior 
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“So i have heard,” said the man, “but I never 
heard before of an Englishman learning Welsh.” 

I proceeded to drink my coffee, and having finished 
it, and had a little more discourse I got up, and having 
given Gwen a piece of silver, which she received with 
a smile and a curtsey, I said I must. now be going. 

“Won't you take another ee a said Gwen, “you 
are welcome.” 

“No, thank you,’ ’ said I, “I have had enough. _ 

“Where are you goings said the man, in: English, 

‘To Llan Rhyadr,” said I, “from which I came this 
morning.” 

“Which way did you come ?” said the man. 

“By Llan Gedwin,” I replied, “and; oyer the hill. 
Is there another way?” 

“There is,” said the man, “by Llan Silin,” 

“Lian Silin!” said I; “is not that the, place where 
Huw Morris is fried?” 

“It is,” said the man. 6 Meets 

“JT will return by Llan Silin,” said I, “and. in, passing 
through pay a visit to the tomb of the sneak poet. Is 
Llan ies far off?” . 

“About half a mile,” said the man...“ ‘Ga: over, the 
bridge, turn to the right, and: you. will be thers: pre- 
sently.” 

I shook the honest couple by. the pou Sach bade 
them farewell: The man put on, his hat and, ‘went 
with me a few. yards from the door, and then pro- — 
ceeded towards the factory. I passed over the. bridge, 
under. which was .a_ streamlet, which: a. little below the 
bridge received the brook; which,.once turned; Owen — 
Glendower’s corn-mill. 1 soon reached Lian. Gilin,,a 
village or, -townlet, having, some, high hills, at ‘a, short 
distance to the westward, whighy form .part.of* the — 
Berwyn. Leb ood 

I ‘entered i icitahien of eine Oldl fashiened pabliby 
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house, and sitting down by a table told the. landlord, 
a red-nosed elderly man, who came bowing. up to me, 
to bring me a pint of ale. The landlord bowed and 
departed. . A’ bluff-looking old fellow, somewhat. under 
the middle size, sat, just. opposite to me at, the table. 
He was dressed in a white frieze coat, and | had a small 
hat on his head. set: rather, consequentially on one side. 
Before him,.on the table stood,a jug of ale, between 
which and him lay a large crabstick... Three or. four 
other people stood or sat in different parts of the room. 
Presently the landlord returned with the,ale. 

“suppose your come on ‘sessions business, sir?” said 
he, as he placed it down before me. 

“ Are the sessions being held here to-day ?” said [. 

“They are,” said the landlord, “and; there is. plenty 
of business ; two bad, cases.of poaching... Sir Watkin’s 
keepers are up’ at court and, hope to) convict.” 

“J .am not come on sessions’ business,” said I; “I 
am merely strolling a little about to see the country.” 

-“He is come from South. Wales,” said the old fellow 
in the frieze coat, to the landlord, “in order to see what 
kind of country the north is. Wiehl at any rate he has 
seen a better country than his own.” 

How do you know that I,come from South Wales?’ 
pies Id} 59 

“By your | English, ” said the old fellow ; “anybody 
may know youare South Welsh by your ion et ; it is 
so’ cursedly bad... But let’s hear you speak. alittle 
Welsh; then I shall be certain.as to:'who you are.” : 

I did|as he bade me; saying a few words in, Welsh. 
» “There’s’ Welsh,” said the .old. fellow, ‘“who.-but..a 
South Welshman. would talk, Welsh jin that, manner? 
ite nearly as bad as your English.” 

Tuasked him if he had.ever been in South Wales, 

“Yes,” said he; “anda bad’ country I. found it; just 
like: the : people ”, Wo eel 
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“Tf you take me fora South Welshmain)? saidal,“¢you 
ought’ to Bas civilly» both’ of: they South iii and 
their country.” mind 

“Tam merely paying tit for! tat,” said the ole fellow: 
“When I was in South Wales’ yourspeople laughed*at 
my folks and country, so\when I meet one of them here 
I serve himoout ‘as'P was’served out there?or id no ter! 

I made‘no reply'to “him, but addressing: myself to the 
landlord inquired whether Huw Morris was not buried 
in Llan Silin churchyard. He replied ’in the eee 

“T should like'to seevhis tomb,” said It bong hs 

“Well, sir,” said the landlord):“1> shall: ai happy to 
show it to you whenever you please? » ) 

Here ‘again the old fellow put in ‘his ‘word: 7 

“You never hada prydydd like Huw Morris in: ue 
Wales,” said he; “nor Twm ‘o’rNant either.” Be 

“ South Wales has produced good poets,” said Ex00)99» 

“No, it hasn’t,” «said: ‘the old ‘fellow; “itnever ‘pro- 
duced one, | If it had; you wouldn't ‘have needed «to 
come here to’see the grave ‘of a’ eh ee would. have 
found one’ at home.” 1B $51 

As he said these words he’ got iup, took hiss stible, alee 
seemed about to depart: Just’ then’ in -burst'a rabble — 
rout of game-keépers ‘and river-watchersiwho had ‘come © 
from the petty sessions, and were in high glee, the two 
poachers whom the landlord ‘had méntionéd ‘having’ béen 
convicted and heavily fined: ‘Two or threevof them! were 
particularly’ boisterous, ‘running’ ‘against“some*of> the 
guests who were sitting’ or standing inthe ‘kitchen, ‘and 
pushing the landlord°about, crying at the same time 
that they would stand ‘by Sir Watkin'*to/the last) and 
would never see’ him plundered. One ‘of'them)/a fellow 
of about thirty, in a hairy'cap;’black coatpdirtysyellow — 
breeches, ahd’ dirty white top-boots, who was ‘thé-most — 
obstreperous ‘of them all)at Jastcame'lupsto.the old © 
chap who disliked South Welshmen and tried/to‘knock — 
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off his hat, swearing that he would stand by Sir Watkin ; 
he, however, met a Tartar. The enemy of the South 
Welsh, like all crusty People, had lots of mettle, and 
with the stick which he held in his hand forthwith aimed 

a blow at the fellow’s poll, which, had he not jumped 
Bue? ‘would probably have broken it. 

“T will not be insulted by you, you aeceinseaeh » said 
the a sane “nor uh Sir Watkin oe go and tell 
him’ so,’ A 

ihe pee Wicked Shik tisist and turning’ away  pro- 
pare to take liberties with other people less dangerous 
to meddle with than old crabstick.: He, however, soon 
desistedy and sat down evidently disconcerted. 

Were you ever worse ‘treated in South Wales by the 
people ‘there,than you ‘have been’ here by your own 
countrymen?” said'I toithe old fellow. © 

oof My >countrymen ?” said” he; this: scamp" is no 
countryman) of smine; mor is) one of the whole: kit. 
They are all from) Wrexham, a: ‘mixture of ‘broken 
housekeepers and fellows:too stupid to:learnaitrade ; 
aset:of'scamps fit for nothing in: the world but ‘to ‘swear 
bodily against honest’ men.» They say they will stand 
upifor Sir Watkin, and so they will, but: only:in a ‘box 
inthe Court ‘to:give: false:‘evidence! . They won't) fight 
fot) him: con the!)banks ‘of "the criver.. Countrymen: of 
mine, indeed!>they are no countrymen:of mine; they 
are’ ‘from: Wrexham,» where’ the, people speak ‘neither 
English nor ‘Welsh;:not even ‘South Welsh as! you do.” 
‘ Then ee a eda of flourish: with his) stick) he 
departed. |): He , 
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CHAPTER LXVIII 


Llan Silin Church—Tomb of Huw Morris—Barbara and Richard 
—Welsh Country Clergyman—The ovens Lad—Anglo- 
Saxon Devils. 


HAVING discussed my ale I asked the landlord if he 
would show me the grave of Huw Morris. “With 
pleasure, sir,” said he; “pray follow’ me.” He led — 
me to the churchyard, in which several enormous yew © 
trees were standing, probably of an antiquity which 
reached as far back as the days of Henry the Eighth, 
when the yew bow was still the favourite weapon of the 
men of Britain. The church fronts the south, the portico 
being in that direction. _The body of the sacred ‘edifice 
is ancient, but the steeple which bears a gilded cock on 
its top is modern. The innkeeper led me directly up to 
the southern wall, then pointing to a broad discoloured 
slab, which lay on the ground just outside the wall, about 
midway between the portico and the oriel end, he said : 

“Underneath this stone lies Huw Morris, sir.’ Forth- 
with taking off my hat I went down on my knees and 
kissed the cold slab covering the cold remains of the 
mighty Huw, and then, still on my knees, proceeded 
to examine it attentively: It is covered over with letters 
three parts defaced. All I ‘could make out of the in- 
scription was the date of the poet’s death, 1709. “A 
great genius, a very great genius, sir,” said the inn- 
keeper, after I had got on my feet and put on my 
hat. 

“He was indeed,” said 1; “are you acquainted with 
his poetry A ms ; 

“Oh yes,” said the innkeeper, and then repeated the 
four lines composed by the poet shortly before his death, 
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which Thad heard the intoxicated stonemason repeat 
in the public-house of the Pandy, the day I went' to 
visit the poet’s residence with John Jones. 

“Do you know any more of Huw’s poetry?” said I. 

“No,” said the innkeeper. “Those lines, however, I 
have known ever since I: was a child’and repeated them, 
more particularly of late since age has come upon me 
and I: have felt that I cannot last long.” 

‘It as very ‘odd how few of the ‘verses of great 
poets‘are’in people’s'mouths. Not more than a dozen 
of Shakespear’s lines are in people’s mouths: of those 
of Pope not more than ‘half that number. Of Addison’s 
poetry two or three lines may be in people’s mouths, 
though I never ‘heard one quoted; the only line which 
I ever siti ange as Addison’s not being his but 
Garth’s 


che Tis best repenting in a coach and | Six.” 


Whilst of the verses of. Huw Morris I never. knew any 
one but myself, who am not a Welshman, who could 
repeat.a line beyond the four which I, have twice.had 
occasion to, mention, and which seem to. be generally 
known in North if not in South Wales. 

From the flagstone I proceeded to, the portico and 
gazed upon it intensely. It presented nothing very re- 
markable, but it had the.greatest interest forme, for I 
remembered how many times.Huw., Morris. had walked 
out, of that porch at the head of the congregation, the 
clergyman yielding his own, place to, the inspired, bard. 
I would fain have entered the church, but the landlord 
had not the key, and told me that he imagined. there 
would be some difficulty i in.procuring, it. .I was. there- 
‘fore obliged to content myself with peeping through 
a window into. the interior, high bast a.,solemnyand 
venerable aspect. :, . 

“Within. there,” said I to ave “ Huw. Morris, the 
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greatest; pone of the, sdventecnti domsnes knelt every 
Sunday during the latter) thirty years: of -his: life, after 
walking from ,Pont.-y | Meibion across; theobleak and 
savage, Berwyn... Within there. wass married) Barbara 
Wynn, the Rose of Maelai, to. RichardiMiddleteny the 
handsome cavalier of |Maelor, and within there she-lies 
buried, even-as the songster who ‘lamented her\untimely 
death in immortal werse: lies; buried:;outshere:in ‘the 
graveyard. -.»What, interesting, associationsy has ‘this 
church for me, both outside; andnin,s>but:all conneeted 
with Huw ; for what should, I have» known of-Barbara; 
the Rose, and gallant Richard! but for: the poem: on their 
affectionate union and, untimely separation, the:dialogue 
between the living, and ithe: dead, composed); by humble 
Huw, the farmer’s:son:of Ponty y Meibion Piso ssyo | 
After gazing through the window till my eyes:watered 
I turned to the innkeeper, and inquired the.way to Llan 
Rhyadr. Having received from him the desired 
information I’ thanked’ ‘him ‘for his eet and? set’ ‘out 
on my return. y diseyen, sud, < 
Before I could get clear of the ‘town I ‘eadgeny 
encountered my friend R , the ‘clever! bic pee 
magistrate’s clerk of: Ebndulten. it dro! tn 
““T little expected to see you Beta said rher is 1 mer 14 
“Nor I you,” I replied. [TOSS SR 
“T caméin my official eapacny” said” he; 2 «the petty 
sessions have been held here to-day.” botsdmens 
“T know! they have,” I replied ; a rer “that” two 
poachers have been’ convicted.’ I ‘camé here’ on my way 
to Sotith Wales to’ see’ the grave’ot Huw Mortis, who, as 
you know, is buried in’ the churchyard.” | arid ton. by 
“ Haveyou seen the: wwthaes fue "said bag “ d bluow 
“No,” L'replied. © 
“© Then come with me,” said he : “Tam now’ going & td 
call upon him. ed know he will be rejoiced’ to make e your | 
acquaintance.” Ueagvmn, of 1 bige.|.9791 My \ 
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“He led ‘me to°the ‘¢lergyman’s ‘house, which’ stood»at 
the south-west endof the village within a garden fenced 
with an ‘iron paling! © Weé°found" the clergyman in’a nice 
comfortable: parlour ‘or study, ‘the sides: of which /were 
decorated with: books.’ He*was\a sharp cleverlooking 
man, of about thetiiddle'age”” On'my being introduced 
tovhim he°was very glad to’see me, ‘as my friend’R 
told me he would be. He seemed to*knowi all about:me, 
éven that I uriderstéod' Welsh!) We°conversed‘on' various 
subjects: on the power ‘of thé ‘Welsh Janguage; ‘its 
mutable’ lettérs'on Huw Morris) and likewise) on’ ale, 
with an excellent glass of which he regaled? me, <Iwas 
much pleased ‘with’ him, and thought him a’ capital 
specimen ‘of’ the Welsit Souriey: eelerna ne name 
was Walter Jonés.’ 

After staying Beet half-an- esis! I took ledée of ‘the 
good kind man} who! wished**me ‘all ‘kind! of ‘ha'ppihess, 
spiritual and temporal, and ‘said-that he should always 
be’ ‘happy’ to” see’ meat Lian’ Siline” My friend R: 
walkéd with ‘tne a little way ‘and then’ bade me’ farewell: 
It! was‘ now’ late’i in the afterrioon, the’ sky was grey and 
gloomy, anda ‘kindof half'wintry wind was*blowing! )\In 
the! foreiddn I had! travelled along ' the “éastérn sidecf 
~ the valley, which I will call that of Llan Rhyadr, directing 
fy e6ursé to the: north, but T’ was’ now’ on ‘the westzrn 
sidé° of ‘the? valley, journeying: ‘towards: the! south: !'In 
about half-an-hour®I found! myself nearly patallel with 
the high crag which’: Thad 'seen® from ‘a° distance ‘h the 
morning, ‘Tt‘was)'fiow to thé east of: thé! Fts' vestern 
froat was very precipitous, put! on its northern sic it was 
ctiltivatéd nearly"to the! summit.’ “As stood lroking’ at 
it! from ‘near’ thé “top ofa Geritle* acclivity a toy with a 
téam;' whom l ‘had passed a (little time before, came‘tip. 
He® was’ whipping’ his horses, ‘who were straiing up’ the 
ascent; ‘arid was Swearing “at them inost” rightfully in 
English!® I: addressed him “in ‘that “languge, so a 
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the name of the crag, but. he answered Dim )Saesneg, 
and then again, fell to cursing his horses in .English. .-1 
allowed him and his team to get to the top of the ascent, 
and. then overtaking him, I said.in.Welsh:.“ What do 
you. méan by saying you have’ no. English?,. You.were 
talking English just now to,your horses.”: ) 

“Yes,” said the lad, “Ihave English chinede Stet my 
horses, and 'that is all.” 

“You seem to have plenty. of Welsh, ” said | 1; if why 
don’t you speak ‘Welsh to your horses ?.” 

“It’s of no use speaking Welsh to them,”,said aa box j 
“ Welsh isn’t strong enough.’ é 

“Isn't Myn Diawl tolerably strong?” Pa in idbibiadin 

“ Not: strong:,enough for,,horses,” said. the, pe 1 fdfol 
were to say Myn Diawl to my horses, or, even’ Cas 
Andras, they would laugh at mez” », yste 

“ Do the other carters,” said, “ use the. same 2 English 
to their horses which;you do to yours?”., |. 

“Yes,” said the boy,“ they'll all.use the same. Baolich 
words.; if they didn’t the, horses wouldn’ t, mind them;” . 

“What . a, triumph,” thought I, “for .;the,. English 
language that the, Welsh. carters are obliged. to., have 
recourse, to. its oaths. and execrations to. make their 
harses.get on!” » 

said.nothing more to the pate on, ates ‘Subjects ‘of 

language, but.again asked .him.the name, of ;the, crag. 
why ‘called Craig y. Gorllewin,” said he... 1) shaaked 
him, and,soon left him and, his.team far, behind. he me 
Notyithstanding what the boy. said about the calle 
and- -water character.of native Welsh. oaths, the Welsh 
have son\e very pungent execrations, quite, as efficacious, 
I should say, to: make) a horse get, on as any inthe 
English swearing vocabulary. Some of ‘their, oaths are 
curious, . being. connected ..with heathen... times , and 
Druidical. mythology,; for example that Cas,,Andrds, 
mentioned -by\ the, boy, which, means hateful enemy, or 
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horrible! Andras... Andras or Andraste was the fury or 
Demigorgon of the Ancient:Cumry, to:-whom: they built 
temples and’ offered sacrifices:out of fear) Curious that 
the same oath should be:used: by the: Christian Cumry 
of the present day, which was in vogue amongst their 
pagan ancestors some three: thousand years ago. . How- 
ever, the same thing is observable amongst us Christian 
English:'we say the Duse take you! evenas our heathen 
Saxon forefathers did, who worshipped a kind’ of Devil 
so called, and named a day of the week after. him, which 
name we still retain in our: hebdomadal ‘calendar! like 
those of several other Anglo-Saxon devils.!| We also 
say: Go to old Nick! and) Nick or Nikkur was a'sur- 
name of Woden, and also the name of a spiriti which 
haunted fords and was in the ‘habit of drowning 
Rgsseneets 
«Night came\quickly upon me after: 1 had feels the 
swearing lads ~ However, I. was: fortunate: enough’ to 
reach’ Llan’ Rhyadr, without having ‘experienced’ any: 
damage or ipreenene from ome ‘Andras, ead or 
Nit 


CHAPTER LAI 


Church | ‘of Lian Rhyadr — The Clerk—The Tablet-Stone —'First 
Do} » View of, the Cataract. 


Tae Richt was both windy Aves rainy like the ieatiers 
one, but the. morning which followed, unlike that;,of the 
day before, was dull and gloomy. After breakfast. I 
walked out to take another view of the little town: As 
I stood looking.at the church a middle-aged. manjof.a 
remarkably. intelligent countenance came.up.and asked. 
me if I. should. take, to see the inside. I told him J 


460 WILD WALES \ ™. [CHAP 


should, whereupon he said that. he’ was’ the ‘clerk and 
would admit mewith pleasure. Taking a’key out of shis 
pocket he unlocked the ‘door of the church and «we went 
in. The inside was sombre, not so much owing to the 
gloominess ‘of the day’ as the heaviness: of: the archi- 
tecture. It presented something: in. the: form :of>-a 
cross.' I soon found the clerk. what’ his. countenance 
represented him to be, a highly intelligent: person. | His 
answers) to my ae were’ in Seip — and, 
satisfactory. | 

“'This.seems rather an stiiataatty eit, said Iguft when 
was it built 2” ; 

“In the sixteenth century,” said the | clerk; §in ; iatie 
days of Harry Tudor.” 

“Have any remarkable men: bee clergymen ‘of, this 
church ?” 

“Several, sir; amongst its vicars was: Disetite William 
Moran the great South Welshman, the authonr;of:the 
old. Welsh. version ‘of the Bible, who: flourished |in/ the: 
time of | Queen | Elizabeth, Then. there; was Doctor, 
Robert South, an eminent divine, who, though not)a 
Welshman, spoke and preached Welsh better than many 
of the native clergy. Then there was the last vicar, 
Walter D , agreat preacher and writer, who styled 
himself in print Gwalter Mechain.” ,, », 

“ Are Morgan and South buried here ?” said I. 

“They, are not, sir,” said; the; clerk ;.‘* they, had ;been 
transferred to other. benefices before they died.” 

I did not inquire whether Walter D was buried 
there, for of him (1 had’ never’ héard® before, “But 
demanded’ whether the’ church” ea any ancient 
monuments. >|: org Db 

“This is the oldest! which remains, sir” sid the’ rere! 
and he pointed with ‘his finger’ to ‘a’ tablet: stone6ver 
alittle dark pew on the right side of the’ “oriel’ window.’ 
There was an inscription ‘upon’ it) but’ ‘owing | to the: 
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darkness 1: could’not make out: aletter.: The clerk, 
however, read‘as follows. 


1694. eq Oct 
““Hic’ Sepultus Est 
Sidneus Bynner. 


“Do you Sone Latin a said I to the clerk, 
pe do, not, sir ; I believe, however, that the stone is to 
the memory of one Bynner.” 

“That is not a Welsh name,’ said I. 
tas not, sir,” said the clerk. 

« It, seems to be radically the same as, Bonner,” said 
jhe “the name of the horrible Popish Bishop of London 
in Mary’s time, Do any people ofthe name, of Bynner 
reside in this neighbourhood at present ? 44 

“None, sir,” said the clerk; “and if the Bynners are 
eeeueents of Bonner, it is, perhaps, well that there 
are none.” 

I made the heh! who appeared almost fit to be a 
clergyman, a small. present, and returned to the inn. 
After paying my bill I flung my satchel over my 
shoulder, took my.,umbrella by. the middle in my right 

“hand, and set off for the Rhyadr. 

.1.entered. the narrow glen, at the ;western. extremity 
of the town and; proceeded briskly along... The scenery 
was), romantically, beautiful,;,.on, my, left. was. the little 
brook, the, waters, of Shieh run, through the. town ; 
beyond it a-lofty hill; on ;my, right was.a, hill covered 
with wood) from; the top tothe bottom. I) enjoyed the 
scene, and, should: have enjoyed it, more, had there been 
alittle sunshine to gild it. ..,, 

iI passed through,a small, Siyhenes hes name WE which 
L think, was,Cynmen, and presently overtook, a man and 
boy... The, man; saluted. -me.in. English, and.,I :entered 
into; conversation, with him. in) that language, He told 
me.that he came, from. Llan Gedwin, and was going to 
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a place called Gwern something, in order to fetch home 
some sheep. After a time he asked me’ where I was 
going. 

“T am going to see the Pistyll Rhyadr,” said 1 

We had then just come to the top of a rising ground, 

“Yonder’s the Pistyll!” said he, pointing to the west. 

I looked in the direction’ of his finger, and saw 
something at a great distance, which looked Tike a strip 
of grey linen hanging over a crag. 

“That is the waterfall,” he continued, “which so 
many of the Saxons come to see. And now I must 
bid you good-bye, master; for my way to the Gwern 
is on the right.” 

Then followed by the boy he turned aside into a wild 
road at the corner of a savage, precipitous rock. 


CHAPTER LXX © 
Mountain Scenery—The Rhyadr—Wonderful Feat. 


AFTER walking about a milé with the cataract always 
in sight, I emerged from the glen into an oblong valley 
extending from south to north, having’ lofty hills on.all 
sides, especially on the west, from which ‘direction the 
cataract comes. I advanced across the vale till within 
a' furlong of this object, when I was stopped by a deep 
hollow or nether vale into’ which the waters. of the 
cataract tumble. On the side of this hollow T sat down, 
and gazed’ down before me and on either side. The 
water comes spouting over a''crag of perhaps’ two 
hundred feet in’ altitude between two hills, one south- 
east and the other nearly north. The southern hill is 
wooded from the top, nearly down to where the cataract, 
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binrsed Feith land'so;‘but not ‘so thickly, is the northern 
hilly which bays a singular resemblance to a’hog’s' back. 
Growsids pine are on°the lower parts of both ; in‘front 
of! a grove low down on the northern hill is‘ a small 
white house of a picturesquecappearance.. The water of 
the.cataract, after reaching the bottom of the’ precipice, 
rushes‘in'a narrow brook down the vale in the direction 
of Llan’Rhyadr.*.To the: north-east, between the’ hog- 
_ backed?hill and another strange-looking mountain, is a 
wild glen\:from which'comes a’ brook: to swellthe waters 
dischargedby the Rhyadr. The south-west side of the 
vale is: steep, and from a‘ cleft of a hill/in ‘that quarter 
a'slender'stream rushing impetuously joins the! brook ‘of 
the Rhyadr, ‘like the ‘rillof the northern glen. The 
principal: object of the whole’ is of course the: Rhyadr. 
What:shall-I liken it to? I scarcely know, unless to an 
immense ‘skein: of ‘silk ‘agitated: and disturbed= by tem- 
pestuous blasts, or to the long tail’ ofa grey courser at 
furious speed.’ Through the profusion of long silvery 
threads or hairs, or what looked'such, I could here and 
there see the black sides: of the crag down which the 
Rhyadr -precipitated itself with something between *a ~ 
boom andia roar... . 

» After sitting on’ the: vergeof the hollow fol a’ con- 
seni time I: got up, and directed my course towards 
the house. in: front of: the grove. '°Iturned*down ‘the 
pathwhich: brought me: ‘to: the’ brook which’ runs! from 
the northern glen into the waters’ discharged: by the 
Rhyadr,,and crossing it by stepping-stones, found myself 
on; the lowest:spur.of the hog-backed: hill. A steep 
path led towards. the house. ‘As I drew near two hand- 
some dogs .came rushing: to welcome ‘the’ stranger, 
Coming to'a door on the northern side of the house I 
tapped,.and a handsomergirl of about thirteen making 
her: ‘appearance, 1 inquired ‘in’ Englisly the nearest’ ‘way 
to the waterfall ; she:smiledjand in her native language 
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said ‘thatoshe had no Saxon. )Omamy: telling ie) in 
Welsh that: I .wascomesto: seé: thé Pistylldshei:smiled 
again, and ‘said. that. 1: was! welcome, theniotaking ome 
round the house, she: pointed to a.path-and bade: me 
follow it.. \L followed: the :path which led: downward to 
a tiny bridge of planks; a: little way, below ’the: fall.o!I 
advanced to the middle of the bridge, then turning» to 
the west, looked; at the: wonderful) object before’imes|( }: 
There. are many remarkable cataracts:in Britainiand | 
the neighbouring isles, even.the little Celtic: Isle.of Man 
has its remarkable waterfall ; but this Rhyadr; the grand 
cataract of’ North; Wales, far'exceeds|them all in altitude 
and beauty; though /it; is :inferior to iseverah iof:them-ein 
the volume of-its:flood./: I never saw owater> falling so 
gracefully,so much like: thin’ beautiful threads, :as here, 
Yet even this cataract has-its blemish.:.,.Whatsbeautiful 
object, has not: something» :which :more) oridleéss «mars its 
loveliness? There: is can ugly. blackicbridge! orcsemi: 
circle-of rock,,about;two feet in: diameter:sand: about 
twenty feet high, which rises’ some little’ way below: it) 
and under which the) waterpafteri reaching the:-bottom} 
passes, which intercepts'the sight, and «prevents ib-from 
taking in the whole fall at once. This unsightly: object 
has stood where itinow stands since the day of: creation, 
and will probably remain: there to;the day sof judgment: 
It would be a:desecrationoof nature to\remove-it'by art; 
but ‘no, one‘ could -regret- if oe in: se her’ sarin 
were to sweep it.aways> Sid MIBaien sis 
As:I ‘was standing on’ ‘the sted a/woman Rai pitt 
neatly dressed came fromm the :house.:::She addressed me 
in, very, imperfect English, -saying: that) she! was ‘ithe 
mistress: of, the: house and’ should:be happy to‘showsme 
about. Lthanked her forther offer; and told:her thatishe 
might,speak Welsh, whereupon she looked glad,and said 
in. that tongue that she could speak: Welsh much better 
than Saesneg, , She took me by:-a> winding: path -up ‘a 
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steep! ibank»on thessouthern side of the fall to a small 
plateau, and told me 'that:was the best: place. to. see the 
Pistyll from,._I,did not think so, for we were now so 
near that we were almost blinded. by the spray, though, 
it is true, the semicircle, of rock no longer impeded the 
sight ; this object we now’saw nearly laterally rising up 
like a speéctral<arch; spray and foam above it, and water 
rushing below. i That j is a bridge rather for ysprydoedd* 
to pass over than men,’ said I... 

“It is,” said the woman ; “but I once saw a man pass 
over it.” 

“How did he get,up?,” said I, , “The sides are quite 
steep and slippery.” . 

“ He wriggled ‘to the sides like a Ilysowen,” till he got 
to the top, When he stood upright for a minute, and then 
slid-downonm the.other side.” 

_o (Was he:any one ‘from 'these-parts?.” said I 
ifdHe was notes He was a dyn dieithy, a Russian; one 
of those with whom we are now at ‘war.” 

Was there as much water tumbling then as now >» z 

Mote; for there had fallen more. rain.’ 

«sy ie me torrent is sometimes; gtr dreadful 2.” 
said dbins fiw o: 

Teas pdtitlesd niin in sitit} for it is ies like a 
sea, and>roars;like,thunder or a mad ‘bull y 

After I hadi seen alli Il -wished: of: the cataract, the 
woman: asked! me to come to the, house and take. some 
refreshment:'» Isfollowed her to.a neat little room where 
she made me sit down and handed me a bowl: of. butter- 
milk. 1-Onthectable was-a book in which!.she told me it 
was customary for individuals who: visited: the cataract 
to) insert-their:names.:; I took up the: book which icon- 
tained a number of names: mingled, here.and ‘there! with 
_ pieces of »poetry.; “Amongst these compositions was. a 
Wiel énglyn: onthe: sey ti which, ‘though incorrect in 
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its prosody, I thought stirring’and grand. I copied it,and 
subjoin it with a translation which I made on the spot. | 
“ Crychiawg, ewynawg tai y Rhyadr 
Yn rhuo mal taran; 


Colofn o dwr, gloyw-dwr glan, 
Gorwyllt, un lliw ag arian.” 


Foaming and frothing from mountainous aniuiies 
Roaring like thunder the Rhyadr falls ; 

Though its silvery splendour the eye may delight, - 
Its fury the heart of the bravest appals. 


CHAPTER [cys eee 


Wild Moors—The Guide—Scientific Discourse+The land of 
Arthur—The Umbrella—Arrival at Bala. 


WHEN I had rested myself and finished the buttermilk, 
I got up, and making the good woman a small compén- 
sation for her ‘civility, inquired if I could get to Bala 
without ee to Llan’ Rhyadr. 

“Qh yes,” said she, “if youcross the:hills’ fous saa 
five miles you will find — upon a road: nica ‘will 
take you straight to Bala.” 

“Ts there any one here,” said I, “who vill ssuidb me 
over the nis; provided I pay him os his trouble 2?” | 

“ Oh yes,” said she, “I know one who will be» epee 
to guide you whether you pay him ornoti’s; | 

She went out and presently returned mete aman: rabenst 
thirty-five, stout and well- joeinee aan is sg inva 
waggoner’s frock. biamth.pde 

“ There,” said she, “this is the:man to re fea over 
the hills ; few know the paths better.” 

I thanked her, and telling the man I was Hele sites 
him lead the way. We set out, the two dogsiof which I 
have spoken attending us, and seemingly very glad to - 
go. We ascended the side of the hog-backed hill to\the . 
north of the Rhyadr.: We were about twenty minutes 
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in getting to thectop, close to which stood a stone or 
piece of rock, very:much resembling a church altar, and 
about the sizeof one.. We were now on an extensive 
moory elevation, having the brook which forms the 
Rhyadr a: little way on: our left. We went nearly due 
west, following no path, for path there: was none, but 
keeping near the brook. Sometimes we: crossed water- 
courses which emptied their tribute into the brook, and 
‘every now and then: ascended and descended hillocks 
coveted with gorse and whin. After a little time I 
entered into conversation with my guide. He had nota 
word of English. . 
“ Are you married?” said I. 
“In truth Iam, sir.” 
“What family have you?” 
“] have a daughter.” 
“Where do you live?” 
“ At the house of the Rhyadr.” 
Sil suppose you live there as servant?” 
of No, sir, 1 live there as’ master.” 
“Is the good nonin I saw there your wife?” 
“In truth, sir, she is.” 
'“And.the young girl-I saw your daughter ?” 
ba“ Yes, sir, she is my: daughter.” 
“ And how came the good. woman ‘not to tell me you 
were her husband ?” 
sei suppose, sir, you did not ask whol was, sag she 
thought you did not care’to know.” 
. “Butican' you be spared from home?” 
“Oh yes, sir, I was not wanted at home.” 
“ What business are you ?” 
« “Lama farmer, sir.” 
¢ i sheep: farmer 20 
RC Ares, sing ab cox ate 
__ “Who is your landlortl? ihn 
~ «Sir Watkin.” 
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“Well, it was very kind ‘of you to.come with mes 
* Not. atvall, sir ;, was glad to come with’ you, for-we 
are very lonesomevat: Rhyadr, except during ia few weeks 
in thesummer;iwhen the gentry: come to:see the Pistyll. 
Moreover, I::-have \sheep» lying ‘about, here which need 
to! be looked at now: and then; !ando by coming! hither 
with you I shall,haveian:opportunity of seeing them? 
We frequently: passed sheep feeding together in:small 
numbers, 'Intwo ori threé instances' imy guide‘singled 
out ‘individuals, caught them, ‘and <placing’ their*heads 
between his ‘knees examined ‘the insidesiof their eyelids, 
in order to learn by their colour whether»or not’ they 
were infected with the pwd ‘or moorsdisorder:, We had 
some discourse about that malady. ety last he: asked’ me 
if there was a remedy for it! voy sve ylingst ded 
“Oh yes,” said I; “a decoction of hoarhound. 
“ What is boskeanday said heavi! soy eb o194 iW 
“Llwyd y Cwn,” saidblyd4\Pour ‘some of that! down 
the sheep’s clihienentiieraisch day, by ‘means of‘a horn, 
and the sheep will recover, for ‘the’ bitterness, dé you 
see, will destroy: the :wormsin' the liver, okie learned 
men say is the cause of the disorder?) 112 iu) ai” 
We left: the’ brook:ion, our left: hand itl ‘passed’ by 
some ruined walls whichimyi:guide informed me had 
once belonged to houses -but«were ‘now: used: asshéep- 
folds. After walking several miles; according>'to my 
computation, we began: toascénd:a: considerable eléeva- 
tion covered with brown heathiand ling. wAs we went 
on the dogs fréquently putiupa ae ofa black: colour, 
which flew awaywith-a sharp’ — b ure 
“What bird is that?” said Do eooriiend ts 
“Ceiliog y grug, the cock ae inde heath,” replied my 
guide. “It is said to be very good*eating;ibutel’ have 
never tasted it. The ceiliog pet al is not food for 


asp et 
eoy dQ? 


1 For an account of this worm, whict has various denominations, see 
article “ Fasciola Hepatica”” in any Encyclopedia. Aig 
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the -like: ofomen! It: ie to a thearich ‘seaibags, in 
Caer6Lud@” -bsson: ) oO su 

Weireached the ane ef the: slatadiehte tye 

“Yonder,” saidi my guide, pairtltol toa white bare 
place aigreat: way off to the west, is: Bala road: 
© “Then Tiwill not:trouble sa to: go: a3 re i 
1; “JT canifindimy way:thither.” O 

s€No, you: could’ not,? ssaid ‘my guide ;> if you’ were 
tt make straight! forsthat) place’ you:would "perhaps: fall 
down “a isteep, of «sink intova: peat! hole-up: to; your 
middle} or lose your “way and’ neversfind' ‘the road;' for 
you' would soon: lose sight: ofthat place: ‘Follow ‘me; 
and) [willbclead:‘youvinto‘a -part:of the road more to 
the left, and:then’ you ‘can ‘find 'your:way“easily enough 
toithat»baré place;‘and> from: thence» 'to Bala,” There 
uponihe moved in‘a!southerly direction down: the'steep 
and I followed him: In about gees nies we came 
espe +Oad. 556 VOV' J | 

&Now;” said ‘my guide, °“ you ‘arevom ish pasts sbede 

és csstidindgte and you:cannot miss: the: way’ to pkrk > 

alow farisit to:Balae? said Loy sroted mwob-s 
9 “About, ‘twélve miles,” he sephea 

‘Ivgave ‘him a ‘trifle, asking ‘at the same time if it: was 
winnciedt eyes ae ‘much ‘by: one-half” he replied ;!“many; 
many thanks.” He ‘then’ shook: me bythe! hand; and 
accom panied ‘by ‘his: dogs: departed, not backv over the 
moor, but in a‘southerly direction down ‘the: roadi: 
‘)Wending™ my ‘course \to!theonorth, :Pvcame’ to the 
witite ‘bare’ spot which’ Ivhad seen" from «the ‘moor, and 
which was in factithe top»of'a ‘considerable elevation 
over which the:road' passed» Here Ieturned. and looked 
at the hills 1 had come across.\'There: they® stood) 
darkly . blue, a rain cloud, like ink, hanging. over their 
summits. Tee oe wild, hill of Wales, kben land of old 
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but it was at my back, so I expanded my umbrella, 
flung it over my shoulder and laughed. Oh, how a 
man laughs who has a good umbrella when he has 
the rain at his back, aye and-over his head too, and 
at all times when it rains except when the rain is in 
his face, when the umbrella is not of much ‘service. 
Oh, what a good friend to’a man is an umbrella in 
rain time, and likewise at many other: times. What 
need he fear if a wild bull or a ferocious’ dog attacks 
him, provided he hasa good umbrella? He:-unfurls the 
umbrella in the face of the bull or dog, and the brute 
turns: round quite scared, and runs away. | Or, if-a 
footpad asks him for his »money, what need he care 
provided he has an umbrella? He threatens to) dodge 
the ferrule into the ruffian’s eye, and the fellow starts 
back and says, “Lord, sir! I meant:no harm. I never 
saw you before in all my life. I merely meant a little 
fun.” Moreover, who doubts that you are a respectable 
character provided you have an umbrella? You'go into a 
public-house and call for a pot of beer, and the publican 
puts it down before you with one hand without holding 
out the other for the money, for he sees! that tyou have 
an umbrella’ and. consequently property... And- what 
respectable man, when you overtake him) on the -way 
and speak to him, will refuse to hold’ conversation with 
you, provided: you have..an) umbrella’? No one: The 
‘respectable, man sees you have an umbrella, and con- 
cludes that you donot; intend: to, rob him, and with 
justice, for robbers never carry umbrellas. . Ola. a. tent; 
a shield, a lance, and .a voucher) for character ds\an 
umbrella. Amongst the very best friends of man, mound 
be reckoned an wen rele rie Barks pele 35 


1 As the umbrella is tine a ud ee subject two or three things will 
of course be found in the above eulogium on’ an umbrella which have been 
said by other folks on that subject; the writer, however, flatters himself 
that in his eulogium on an umbrella two or three things will ‘also be’ found 
which have’ never been said’by any'one else about anumbrella) 90 
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The way. lay over dreary, moory hills; at last it 
began to descend, and I saw a valley below me with 
a narrow river running, through it, to which wooded 
hills sloped down ; far to the west were blue mountains. 
The ‘scene was: beautiful: but melancholy ; the rain had 
passed away; but a gloomy almost November sky was 
above; and the mists of night.were coming down apace. 

I crossed a bridge at the bottom of the valley, and 
presently, saw a aad branching to the; right. _I paused, 
but after a; little time went, straight forward. Gloomy 
woods were on. each side of me and night had. come 
down. _Fear.came upon me that I was not on the right 
road, but, I saw no house at which I could inquire, nor 
did I see. a single individual for miles of whom I could 
ask, At last. i. heard the sound of hatchets in a dingle 
on; ny. right, and catching a glimpse of a gate at the 
head, of.a path, which led down into it, I got) over it, 
After descending some time, I hallooed.. The noise 
of, the hatchets ceased,, I hallooed. again, and a voice 
cried i in Welsh, “What do you want?” “To know the 
way, to. Bala,” I replied. There was no: answer, but 
presently I heard steps, and: the figure of a man. drew 
nigh, half undistinguishable in the darkness, and saluted 
me. ks returned, , his, salutation, and told him I wanted 
to, know the Way. to Bala. He told me, and I found .1 
had been going right. . I,thanked him and regained the 
road, I, sped, onward, and in about, half-an-hour saw 
some “houses, then a. bridge, then a lake. on my left, 
which I recognised as the lake of Bala. I skirted the 
end of it, and came to.a street cheerfully lighted up, 
and in a minute more was in the White Lion Inn. 


AP ation 


CHAPTER LXXIT 


Cheerful . Fire—Immense 'Man—Doctor Jones Recognition 
Fast Young Man—Excellent Remarks—Disappointment...... . 


I was conducted into the ‘coffeé+room’ of the’ White 
Lion “by a little freckled maid whom * ‘'T saw'at the bar, 
and whom I told that I was come’ to ‘pass’ ‘the’ night 
at the inn. The room ‘presented an’ agreeable contrast 
to the glooiny, désolate places through | ‘which’ T ‘had 
lately come. ‘A good ‘fire ‘blazed’ in’ the” ‘grate, and 
there were four lights on’ the table, “Lolling’ in’a chair 
by one side of the firé was an individual’ ‘at’ the’ sight 
of whom I almost started. He was’ an immense man, 
weighing I should ‘say at least: ‘eighteen’ Stone,’ with 
brown ‘hair, thinnish whiskers, half-ruddy, ‘half- tallowy 
complexion, and‘ dressed ina ‘brown’ sporting’ coat, drab 
breeches, and yellow- -topped boots—ih every respect the — 
exact ‘image of the Wolverhampton. gent’ ‘of! hog? 
merchant ‘who ‘had ‘appeared to’ me’ in ay ‘dréam at 
Llangollen, “whilst asleép’ before ‘the fire’ ves? the 
very counterpart ‘of ‘that “same gent ‘fdoked this 
enormous ‘fellow, ‘save and’ éxcept’ that’ He 'did not 
appear to be more than seven ‘or éight” and ‘twenty, 
wheréas the hog-mérchant looked ‘at least fifty> aye 
ing my ‘satchel down 'T took’'a: seat''and “ordered” “the 
maid to gét some dinner’ for mé, ahd’ then® “asked what 

had become of ‘the waiter; Tom Jénkins) 7?! ' doicly 
‘ “Heis not here'at prescttt >it said ‘the freckled ' maid? 
“he is at’his own house.” ‘' * m8 Abas 

“And why is he not here?” said I. 

“Because he is not wanted, sir; he only, comes in | 
summer when the house is full of neegied . 
And having said ths the little freckled date left the 
room. 
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> Reither .a}cool night, sir!” satd the enormous. man 
after we had ‘been.alone together a few minutes, 

I, again, almost started, for he spoke with the same 
kind of half-piping, half-wheezing voice, with, which. me- 
thought; the, Wolverhampton gent had spoken. to me in 
my. dream... 
iy fVes;”, said. L; “itis rather cold. out abo but, 1 
dort, carejas I,am_not going, any farther to-night.” 

i feThat’s not.my, case,’ said the stout man, “ Ihave got 
to,igo/ten miles, as far as Cerrig Drudion, from ;which 
place-I.came-this afternoon. ina wehicle.” ; 

“Do you reside at Cerrig Drudion?” said I, 

_> No,”.said: the. stout. man, whose. dialect, I shall not 
attempt further to; imitate,,“but I have been staying 
there some-time,;, for happening to go,there a month or 
two.ago I. was.tempted to take up my quarters at) the 
inn. » Ay very, nice inn. it. is; and the landlady a very 
agreeable’ woman,,.and. her daughters. very, agreeable 
young ladies.” 
+} “Is-this,the first:time you. have been, at Bala ? ip 
ii “Ves, the first, time... I had. heard.a: good deal about 
it, and wished to,see it.., So to-day; having |the offer.of 
a vehicle at a cheap «rate, 1 came over with: two or three 
other, gents, amongst whom is Doctor Jones,” 
_5 Deagrime,”.said I, “is. Doctor Jones in Bala?” 
»MSYes,?-said the stout.man, “Do you know him?”... 
ocfQh yes,” said I, “and have.a great respect for him; 
his. like jfor beliteness and oe Reve is, sv aathhea to 
be found.in, Britain.” 
co-Qnly, think,” said the stoube many.“ Well, de never 
heard: that of him. before. a4 

; Wishing, to,'see,my sleeping. room for, I. got my 
pan d, now,rose and was making forthe door, when:it 
opened; and injcame, Doctor Jones,, He had. a: muffler 
rourid) his neck, andi walked, rather slowly and idisconso- 
lately, leaning uponia.cane; He passed without appearing 


474 WILD WALES [CHAP. 


to recognise me, and I, thinking it would be as well to 
defer claiming acquaintance with him till I had put 
myself a little to rights, went out without saying any- 
thing to him. I was shown by the freckled maid to a 
nice sleeping apartment, where I stayed some time ad- 
justing myself. On my return to the coffee-room I found 
the doctor sitting near the fire-place. The stout man had 
left the room. I had no doubt that he had told Doctor 
Jones that I had claimed acquaintance with him, and 
that the doctor, not having recollected me, ‘had’ denied 
that he knew anything of me, for I observed ‘that he 
looked at me very suspiciously. 

I took my former seat, and after a minute’s silence 
said to Doctor Jones, “I think, sir, I had the pleasure of 
seeing you some aes ago at Cerrig Drudion?”' 

“Tt’s possible, sir,” said Doctor Jones in a tone "i 
considerable hauteur, and tossing his head’ so’ that the 
end of his chin was above his comforter, “but : have no 
recollection of it.” 

I held my head down for a little time, then raising it 
and likewise my forefinger, I looked Doctor Jones full in 
the face and said, “ Don’t you: remember Sakingel to! me 
about Owen Pugh and Coll Gwynfa?” 

“Yes, I do,” said Doctor Jones in a very low: voice, 
like that of a person who deliberates ; “yes, Ido. I re- 
member you perfectly, sir,’ he added almost immediately 
in a tone of some animation; “you are the gentleman 
with whom I had a very interesting conversation one 
evening last summer in the bar of the inn’ at Cerrig 
Drudion. I regretted very much that our‘conversation 
was rather brief, but I was called away to attend’ toa 
case, a professional ‘case, sir, of some delicacy, and I 
have since particularly regretted that I was unable ‘to 
return that night, as it: would have given me much © 
pleasure to have been present at a dialogue, which Ihave 
been told by my friend the landlady, you held with a 
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certain Italian who was staying at the house, which was 
highly agreeable and instructive to herself and her 
daughter.” 

“Well,” said I, “I am rejoiced that fate has brought 
us together again. How have you been in health since 
I had the pleasure of seeing you?” 

“Rather indifferent, sir, rather indifferent. I have of 
late’ been afflicted with several ailments, the original 
cause of which, I believe, was a residence of several years 
in the Ynysoedd y Gorllewin—the West India Islands— 
where I had the honour of serving her present gracious 
Majesty's gracious uncle, George the Fourth—in a 
medical ‘capacity, sir. I have likewise been afflicted 
with lowness of spirits, sir. It was this same lowness of 
spirits which induced me to accept an invitation made 
by the individual lately in the room to accompany him 
in a vehicle with some other people to Bala. I shall 
always consider my coming as a fortunate circumstance, 
inasmuch as it has given mean opportunity of renewing 
my acquaintance with you.” 

“Pray,” said I, “may I take the liberty of asking who 
that individual is?” 

, “Why,” said Doctor Jones, “he is what they call a 
Wolverhampton gent.” 

“A Wolverhampton gent,” fen I to myself; “only 
think !” 

“Were you pleased to make any observation, sir?” 
said the doctor. 

“Twas merely saying aotnething to myself,” said I. 
“And in what line of business may he be? 1 suppose 
in the hog line.” 

»-“QOh no!” said Doctor Jones. “His father, it is true, 
is a hog-merchant, but as for himself he follows no 
business ; he is what is called a fast young man, and goes 
about eee and there on the spree, as I think they term 
it, drawing, whenever he wants money, upon his father, 
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who is in affluent circumstances. Some;time.ago he came 
to Cerrig Drudion, and, was, so,,much pleased: with the 
place, the landlady, and her daughters, that he has made 
it his headquarters ever! sirice,,, Being frequently at’ the 
house 1) formed;.an acquaintance. with: ‘him,)and have 
occasionally made one; in his: parties. and;|exeursions) 
though: I; can’t, say’, I: derive much: .pleasute: from) his 
conversation, for-he/is a person of}little.or no, literature,” | 
“Theson. of, a, hog-merchant;,”, thought! Ito myself: 
“Depend upon it, that.immense fellow whom, 1 Saw? in 
my dream purchase the big. hog at. Llangollen, fair, and 
whojwanted me-to give:him a poond for his: bargain, was 
this, gent’s, father...,Qh, there is much more in dreams 
thanis generally dreamt of by philosophy!”»»srvwo) | 
| Doctor; Jones: presently: began:to talk of Welsh litierae 
ture, and), wewere busily ‘engaged: in:: discussing} the 
subject whén/in. walked the fast young man, causing the 
floor to.quake -beneath his-ponderous tread. He looked 
rather surprised at seeing: the doctor:and' me*conversing; 
but Doctor Jones turning to him, iene (e Obs I —— 
this, gentleman :perfectly.” si i 
“Oh!” said the fast young man; “ety: “good bt :thelt 
flinging himself down in’ a chait naiely a force that'nearly 
broke it, and fixing his eyes upon me; said,“ I think/I 
remember) the: gentleman too, If. D:am:not,much/mis- 
taken, sir, you are one of our principal engineers iat 
Wolverhampton: Oh: yesh: I remember you now’/per- 
fectly. The last time I saw you was at a:public dinner 
given to’ you.at, Wolverhampton, and psa ani a 
speech,:and ‘ancapital speech :it-was.” o:1)! terw of) bak) 
Just as I was about to reply Doctor Jones apace 
speaking Welsh, resuming the discourse on Welsh: litera- 
ture. Before, however, he had: uttered:a: dozen-words he 
was) interrupted:by the:\Wolverhampton gent, who'ex: 
claimedin a ‘blubbering:tone:\* O» Lord; you are! surely 
not’ going to yspeakicWelshiw If:iI shad: thought Ti was 
{ 
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toi be: bothered with oe 'P weil wisi a sae 
td come,” often, boog 

“If ispdke. Welsh; ‘sit boda are doctst, itwas ‘out 
of compliment to this gentleman; who is @proficient in the 
ancient: danguage ‘of my country: | Asphowevert} you'dis- 
like: Welsh, J)shall catry'on' the conversation with him-in 
English,*though' peradventure | you ' may not be? more 
edified: a dts in’! ee eee than’ vit it: were’ held in 
Welsh”: 

He shes, Eeind to hake some very ene ret 
marks'on!the history of the Gwedir'family, written by 
Sir’Johni*Wynn} to which! the “Wolverhampton gent 
listened with open mouth and) staring ‘eyés.°° My dinner 
tiow Made its appearance) brought in by the little freckled 
maid—theclothihad been’ laid ‘during’ my*absence from 
thé room.)'I ‘had*just begun ‘to handle my “knife“and 
fork, Doctor Jones still: continuing’ his observations on 
the:history ofithe Gwedir family, when Pheard a carriage 
drive up tothe inn, and almost immediately after, two' or 
three young fellows rollicked into the room 2" Come let’s 
be off,” ‘said one’ of them’ to’ 'the Wolverhampton gent ; 
“the carriage is ready.” “ I’m glad “of it)’saidthe fast 
young man, “for it’s rather slow work here. Come, 
doctor! are you going with us or-do you intend to stay 
here all night?” Thereupon the doctor got up, and 
coming towards mejleaning; on his ;cane, said: “Sir! it 
gives me infinite pleasure that_I have met a second time 
a gentleman of so much literature!» That we shall ever 
meet a third’ time I ‘may°wish but’ can scarcely hope, 
owing to certain ailments under which I suffer, brought 
on, sir, ‘by’ 4 Yesidencé! of many years. it the Octidental 
aiceen ‘However, at‘ all' events) I wish’ You héalth and 
happiness. i ‘He then shook me gently ‘by the hand and 
departed with’ the’ Wolverhanipton” ‘gent arid’ ‘his com- 
panions }' the’ ént as RE stuftiped ' ‘out of the room say- 
ing, “Good-night, sir ; I hope it will not be long’ ‘before I 
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see you at another public dinner at Wolverhampton, and 
hear another speech from you as good as the last.”. In 
a minute or two I heard them drive off. Left to my- 
self I began to discuss my dinner... Of the dinner I had 
nothing to complain, but the ale which accompanied it 
was very bad, This was the more mortifying, for, remem- 
bering the excellent ale I had drunk at Balasome months 
previously, I had, as I came along the gloomy roads the 
present evening, been promising myself a delicious treat 
on my. arrival, 

“This is very bad ale!” said I to pi freckled maid, 
“very different from what I drank in the summer, when 
I was waited on by Tom Jenkins.” 

“It is the same ale, sir,’ said the maid, “ but the last 
in the cask ; and we shan’t have any more for six months, 
when he will come again to brew for the summer; but 
we have very good porter, sir, and first-rate Allsopp.” 

“ Allsopp’s ale,” said I, “will do for July and, August, 
but scarcely for the end of October. Howavesiiapiog me 
a pint; I prefer it at all times to porter.” 

My dinner concluded, I trifled away my time till tae 
ten o’clock, and then went to bed. 


CHAPTER LXXIII 


Breakfast—The Freckled Maid—Llan uwch nisdeiell Landlady 
—Llewarch Hen—Conversions to the Church. 


AWAKING occasionally in the night. I heard much storm 
and rain. The following morning it. was gloomy. cand 
lowering. As it was Sunday I determined to pass the 
day at Bala, and accordingly took my Prayer. ‘Book out 
of my satchel, and also my single white shirt, wich 
I put on. 
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Having dressed myself I went to the coffee-room and 
sat. down to breakfast. What a breakfast !—pot of hare ; 
ditto of trout; pot of prepared shrimps; dish of plain 
shrimps; tin of sardines; beautiful beef-steak ; eggs, 
muffin; large loaf, and butter, not forgetting capital tea. 
There’s'a, breakfast for you! 

As the little freckled maid was removing the break- 
fast things I asked her how old she was. 

“Eighteen, sir, last Candlemas,’ said the freckled 
maid. 

»| ‘SAre your parents alive?” 
_.. “My, mother is, sir, but my father is dead.” 
«“ What.was your father?” 
»“ He was an Irishman, sir!, and boots to this inn.” 

“Is your mother Irish?” 

“No; sir, she,is of this place ; my father married her 
shortly after he came here.” 

_ Of what religion are you?” 
. “Church, sir, Church.” . 

“Was your father of the Church?” 

. “Not, always, sir; he was once what is called a 
Cartholic...He turned to the Church after he came here.” 
“A’n't there a great many Methodists in Bala?” 
(© Plenty, sir, plenty.” 
“How came your father not to. go over to the 
Methodists instead of the Church?” 
» f?Cause-he didn’t like them, sir; he used to say they 
were a-trumpery, cheating set ; that they wouldn’t swear, 
but would lie through a three-inch board.” 
“I suppose your mother is a Church-woman ?” 
| “She is now, sir; but before she knew my father she 
_ was a. Methodist.” 
oi-f Of what religion is the master of the house ?” 
‘eof Church, sir, Church ; so.is all the family.” 
. Who-is the cesar of the place? 
yor Mr Pugh, sir!” 
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“Tsihe a good préacher ?” yID (Bolve ts 

“Capital, sir! and so is each of his: enidtes eb and 
they are convarting the Methodists left ye pedis 2 oi)tb 

“J should like 'to hear him.” mie 

“Well, sir! that you'can do.’ My mastef, “sete is i oie 
to church Pescotly, will be happy to os you 
in his pew.” 

I went to church with the landlord, a- tall geben 
man of the name of Jones—Oh ‘that eternal name of 
Jones! Rain was falling fast, and we were glad to hold 
up our umbrellas. We did not go to the*church at’ Bala, 
at which there was no service that'morning;' but ‘to that 
of a little village close by, on ‘the’ sidé of the’ lake, the 
living of which is incorporated with that of Bala:'! The 
church stands low down by the ‘lake’at the ‘bottom of 
a little nook. Its name which is Llan°uwch* Llyn, is 
descriptive of its position, signifying the ‘Chureh! above 
the Lake. It is a long, low, ancient edifice) standing 
north-east by south-west. The village’ is just above it 
on a rising ground, behind which are lofty hills pleasantly 
dotted with groves, trees, and houses, “The' interior of 
the edifice has a somewhat dilapidated appearance, ‘The 
service was in Welsh.’ The clersyman was about’ forty 
years of age, and had a highly-intelligent look. | His 
voice was remarkably clear ‘and distinct." He preached 
an excellent practical’ sermon, text, 14th ‘chapter, 22nd 
verse of Luke, about: sending out’ servants°to® invite 
people to the supper. After the sermon! hres soem was ’a 
gathering for the poor.) >>: oulhottibl sud 

As I returned to the inn I had'a’ cpeud deal: of gohier- 
sation with the landlord on ‘religious subjects. | He:told 
me that the Church of England, which for a)long time 
had been. a down-trodden Church in Wales, had of late 
begun to raise its héad; and chiefly ‘owing to ‘the’ zeal 
and activity of its present: ministers; that the former 
ministers of the Church were good men, ‘but ‘had ‘not 

{ 


EXX1it, ] THE. LANDLADY 481 


energy enough! to»suit' ‘the times‘in which: they. lived ; 
thatthe present ministers fought the Methodist preachers 
with their! own weapons, namely, extemporary preaching, 
and ‘beat: them, winning shoals from their congregations. 
He seemed to think that the time was not far distant 
when: the Anglican Church would‘be the popular as well 
as the established Church of Wales. 

Finding myselfrather dull in the inn, I went out again, 
notwithstanding that ‘it rained. I ascended the toman 
or mound» which I had visited on a former occasion, 
Nothing could’ be more desolate and dreary than the 
scene around.'»The: woods were stripped «of their 
verdure.and the hills were half: shrouded in’ ‘mist. °: How 
unlike» was’ this: scene to the smiling, glorious prospect 
which had greeted my eyes'a few months before. The 
rain coming down with redoubled violence, I. was soon 
glad toidescend and regain the inn. 

‘Shortly. before dinner +I was visited’ by the Leardbelaads 
fine tall woman of about fifty; with considerable remains 
of beauty: in her countenance.’ She’ came to'ask me if I 
was ‘comfortable. I told her that it was'‘my own: fault 
if I was not:, 1 We were’soon in very friendly discourse. 
Lasked her:her maiden: name. 

i Owen,” ‘said she; laughing, “which, after my present 
hame of Jones; is the most common name in Wales.” 
oi“ They were: both one and the same ated said I, 
“Owen and Jones both:mean John.” 

eo She; tooiwas }a°staunch member of the Church of 
England, which she said;was the only true Church. She 
spokeiin terms of-high respect and’ admiration: of her 
minister, and said that.a new church was being built, the 
old one not being large’ enough to accommodate the 
numbers who thronged to hear him. 

Dhada noble: goose for dinner, to which I ‘did ‘aitite 
jushieal - About four’ ‘clock, the weather having cleared 
up; Itooka'stroll, It was a beautiful evening, though rain 

; Q 
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clouds still hovered about. I wandered to the: northern 
end of Llyn Tegid, which I had passed in the preced- 
ing evening. The wind was blowing from the: south, 
and tiny waves were beating against the shore, which 
consisted of small brown pebbles. The lake has cer- 
tainly not its name, which signifies Lake of Beauty, for 
nothing. It is a beautiful sheet of water, and beautifully. 
situated. It is oblong and about six miles in length. 
On all sides, except to the north, it is bounded by hills. 
Those at the southern end are very lofty, the tallest of 
which is Arran, which lifts its head to the clouds ‘like 
a huge loaf.. As I wandered on the strand: 1 thought of 
a certain British prince and poet, who in the very old 
time sought a refuge in the vicinity of the lake from the 
rage of the Saxons... His name was Llewarch: Hen, of 
whom I will now say a few words. 

Llewarch Hen, or Llewarch the Aged, was were ations 
the commencement, of the . sixth aiid died about the 
middle of the seventh century, having: attained to the 
prodigious age of one hundred and forty. or fifty: years, 
which is perhaps the lot of about forty individuals in the 
course of a millennium. If he was remarkable for his 
years he was no less so for the: number of his'misfortunes. 
He was one of the princes of the Cumbrian Britons; but 
Cumbria was invaded by the Saxons, and a scene: of 
horrid war ensued. _ Llewarch and his 'sons, of whom he 
had twenty-four, put) themselves at the head: of their 
forces, and in conjunction with'the other Cumbrian princes 
made a brave but fruitless opposition to the invaders. 
Most. of his sons were slain, and he himself with: the 
remainder ‘sought,,shelter in Powys, in the hall: of 
Cynddylan, its prince., But the Saxon bills and bows 
found their way to Powys too. Cynddylan was slain, and 
with him the last of the sons of Llewarch, who, reft of — 
his protector, retired to a hut by ithe side of the lake of 
Bala, where he lived the life of a recluse, and composed 
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elegies on his sons and slaughtered friends, and on his 
old age, all of which abound with so much simplicity and 
pathos that the heart of him must be hard indeed who 
can read them unmoved. Whilst a prince he was 
revered for his wisdom and equity, and he is said in one 
of the historical triads to have been one of the three 
consulting warriors of Arthur. 

In the evening I attended service in the old church 
at Bala. The interior of the edifice was remarkably 
plain; no ornament of any kind was distinguishable ; 
the congregation was overflowing, amongst whom I 
observed the innkeeper and his wife, the little freckled 
maid and the boots. The entire service was in Welsh. 
Next to the pew in which I sat was one filled with 
young singing women, all of whom seemed to have 
voices of wonderful power. The prayers were read by 
a strapping young curate at least six feet high. The 
sermon was preached by the rector, and was a continua- 
tion of the one which I had heard him preach in the 
morning. It was a very comforting discourse, as the 
preacher clearly proved that every sinner will be 
pardoned who comes to Jesus. I was particularly struck 
with one part. The preacher said that Jesus’ arms being 
stretched out upon the cross was emblematic of His. sur- 
prising love and His willingness to receive anybody, 
The service concluded with the noble anthem Teyrnasa 
Jesu Mawr, “May Mighty Jesus reign!” 

The service over I returned to the parlour of the inn. 
There I sat for a long time, lone and solitary, staring’ at 
the fire in the grate. . 1 was the only guest in the house ; 
a great silence prevailed both within and without; 
sometimes five minutes elapsed. without my hearing a 
sound, and then, perhaps, the. silence would be broken 
by a footstep at a distance in) the, street. At length, 
finding myself yawning, I. determined to go to bed. 


The freckled, maid as she. lighted, me, to my room 
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inquired how I liked the sermon. “ Very much,” said I. 
“Ah,” said she, “did I not tell you that Mr Pugh was)a 
capital preacher?” She then asked me ‘how I liked 
the, singing of the gals. who sat in the next) pew ito 
mine. I told her that: 1 liked: it: exceedingly... Ah,” 
said she, “them gals have the best voices in Bala. They: 
were once Methody gals, and sang im the chapels,-but 
were convarted, and are now as good Church as myself. 
Them gals have been the cause of a great many convar- 
sions, for all the young fellows of their pA ap 
amongst the Methodists——” 

“Follow them to church,” said I, “and in time becotie 
converted, That’s a thing of course... If the) Church 
gets the girls she is quite sure of the fellows.” 


CHAPTER LXXIV 


Proceed on Journey—The Lad and Dog—Old. Bala—The Pass— 
Extensive View—The Two Men—The Tap Nyth—The Meeting 
of the Waters—The Wild Valley—Dinas Mawddwy, _ 


THE Monday morning was gloomy and misty, but it did 
not rain, a circumstance which gave me no little pleasure, 
as’ I intended to continue’ my journey without delay. 
After breakfast I bade farewell to my kind host, and also 
to the freckled maid, and departed, my. satchel’ o’er my 
shoulder and my umbrella in my hand. 

I had consulted the landlord on the previous day” as 
to where I had best make my next halt, arid had’ been 
advised’ by him ‘to stop at Mallwyd. He-said that if 1 
felt tired I could’ put up’at' Dinas Mawddwy, about two 
miles‘on’ this side of Mallwyd, but ‘that if I were not 
he would advise me to go on, as I should find ‘very 
poor accommodation at Dinas.. On my inquiring as’‘to 
the nature of the’ road, he told me that ‘the first partlof 
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it was tolerably good, lying along the eastern side of-the 
lake, but that the greater part of it was very rough, over 
hills and mountains, belonging to ‘the great chain. of 
Arran, which constituted upon the whole the wildest te 
6f all Wales. 
Passing by the northern end ‘of the lake I turned to 
the south, and proceeded along a road a little way above 
thevside of the lakey ‘The day had now to a certain 
extent cleared up, and the lake was occasionally gilded 
by beams of bright sunshine. ‘After walking a little way 
I overtook a lad: dressed in a white gteatcoat and 
attended bya ‘tolerably large black dog. Ivaddressed 
him im English; but finding that he did not uriderstand 
me I began to talk to him in Welsh. 
'“That’s a fine dog,” said I. 
Lad—Very fine, sirjand a good dog ; though pom 
he has been known’to kill rats. 
Myself —W hat is his name? 
Lad—His name is Toby, sir. 
Myself—And what is your name? 
Lad—John Jones, sir. 
« Myself—And what is your father’s ? 
‘LadWaladr Jones, sir. 
 Myself—is Waladr the same‘as Cadwalad? 
©) Lad--In truth,’sir, it is. 
3 Myself-—Vhat i is’a fine name. ) n Of 
Lad—it is, sir’; I have heard my uaa ahi that ies was 
the: name! ofa hile: . : 
» Myself~—What is your father ?: 
» Lad.— A farmer, sir. ANAL DM 
Myself—Does he farm his own land? qu obras 
bolkad s+ +h: does not, Sigal he is date to a ra a of 
Hiwlas.: W389 
Myself ere you! hed far from Bala? 
10 Lad==N otivery far, ‘sir. iV 
» Myself Ate you going home’now?’ | |) 
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Lad—I am not, sir; our home is on the other side of 
Bala. Iam going to see a relation up the road. 

Myself—Bala is a nice place. 

Lad.—lIt is, sir ; but not so fine as old Bala. 

Myself—tI never heard of such a place. Where is it? 

Lad.—Under the lake, sir. . 

Myself—What do you mean? 

Lad.—It stood in the old time where the hee now is, 
and a fine city it was, full of fine houses, towers, and 
castles, but with neither church nor chapel, for the people 
neither knew God nor cared for Him, and thought of 
nothing but singing and dancing and other wicked things. 
So God was angry with them, and one night, when they 
were all busy at singing and dancing and the like, God 
gave the word, and the city sank down into Unknown, 
and the lake boiled up where it once stood. 

Myself—That was a long time ago. 

Lad.—I\n truth, sir, it was. 

Myself—Before the days of King Gadgraladin 

Lad.—I daresay it was, sir. 

I walked fast, but the lad was a shrewd wollen and 
though encumbered with his greatcoat contrived to keep 
tolerate up with me. The road went over hill and dale, 
but upon the whole more upward than downward. After 
proceeding about an hour and a half we left the lake, to 
the southern extremity of which we had nearly come, 
somewhat behind, and bore away to the south-east, 
gradually ascending. At length the lad, pointing to a 
small farm-house on the side of a hill; told me he was 
bound thither, and presently bidding me farewell, batned 
aside up a footpath which led towards it. 

About a minute afterwards a small delicate fusred 
creature with a white mark round its neck and with a 
little tail trailing on the ground ran swiftly across the 
road. It was a weasel or something of that genus; on 
observing it I was glad that the lad and the dog were 
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gone, as between them they would probably have killed 
it. I hate to see poor wild animals persecuted and 
murdered, lose my appetite for dinner at hearing the 
screams of a hare pursued by greyhounds, and am silly 
enough, to feel disgust and horror at the squeals of a rat 
in the fangs of a terrier, which one of the sporting tribe 
once told me were the sweetest sounds in “natur.” 

I crossed a bridge over a deep gulley which discharged 
its waters into,a river in a, valley on the right. Arran 
rose in great majesty on the farther side of this vale, its 
head -partly' shrouded, in. mist... The day. now became 
considerably overcast... I.wandered on over much rough 
ground till I.came to a collection of houses at the bottom 
of a pass leading up a steep mountain. Seeing the 
door of one of the houses open I] peepediin, and a woman 
who was sitting knitting in the interior, rose and came 
out to me. I asked the name. of) the-place... The name 
which she told-me sounded something like Ty, Capel 
Saer—the House of the-Chapel of the Carpenter. I 
inquired the name of the’ river, in the valley, . Cynllwyd; 
hoary-headed, she. seemed to ‘say ;; but, here, as well..as 
with respect to her first answer, I speak, under correction, 
for'.her. Welsh was what. my old friends, the Spaniards, 
would. call muy cerrado; that ‘is, close or indistinct. . She 
asked me if Iwas going up the bwlch.. I told her, I was. 
»“Rather.-you than I,’. said she. looking up.:to the 
heavens, which had assumed a very mle not to; say 
awful, appearance. |. 

_ Presently I) began. to em the pass or bwlch,..a 
green. hill, on my -right, intercepting, the, view of Arran, 
another very:lofty hill on,my left with, wood’ towards the 
summit. | Coming to a, little cottage which stood’ .on the 
left 1 went to the door,and, knocked, A_ smiling young 
woman opened , it, of .whom J asked the name, of the 
house... . 
bert «Ty Nartanenn. Rome af, the Dingle,” ” she eae 
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“Do you live alone ?” said I. 

“No; mother lives ‘here.” 

4 Any Saesneg ?” PISDIVM 

“ No,” said she with a’ smile, “S’sneg of no use: here.” 

Her face looked the picture of ‘kindness. | Dwas now 
indeed in’ Wales amongst ‘the real’ Welsh: °I'went ‘on 
some way. Suddenly there was ‘a> moaning sound, ‘and 
rain came down in torrents. Seeing a deserted cottage 
on my left I'went in. There was fodder/in it,and it 
appeared’ to serve’ partly ‘as‘a ‘barn, partly°asea!cow-= 
house, The rain’ poured ‘upon the roof; and Iwas glad 
I had found ‘shelter. Close behind’ this’ place*a small 
brook precipitated itself down get in = successive 
falls. 

The rain ‘having ceased >I sncsteeea and” after a 
considerable time reached the top of the’ pass. "From 
thence I had a'view of the'valley and lake of Bala} the 
lake looking like’an immense sheet of’steeli “A round 
hill, however, somewhat intercepted the view’ of ithe 
latter. ‘The scene’in'my immediate neighbourhood was 
very desolate; moory hillocks’ were’ all “about*me‘of a 
wretched russet' colour ; on my left, on the’ véry crest’ of 
the hill up which’ I had so long’ ‘been’ toiling; stood'a 
black pyramid of turf, a’ pole‘on the'topof it!’ The road 
now wore nearly due west down a steep descent)’ | Arran 
was slightly to the north of me. ‘I, however,'‘soon lost 
sight of it, as‘ went down the faxrcles ‘side ‘of the hill, 
which lies over against it to the south-east: The ‘sun; 
now descending, began to’ shine’ out.’ ‘The ‘pass” down 
which I was now going was’ yet wilder than‘the oné up 
which I had lately come: ‘Close ‘on my right’ was the 
steep hill’s side out of ‘which the road ‘or path had béen 
cut, which was here’ and there’ overhung ‘by’ crags of 
wondrous forms on ‘my ‘left: was’ a’ very’ ‘deep glen, 
beyond which was a black, precipitous, rocky wall, from 
a chasm néar'the top’ of which tumbled’ with'a’ rushing. 
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sound a slender brook; seemingly the commencement of 
a mountain jstream, which hurried, into.a valley far’ below 
towards the west. ..When nearly at the bottom of the 
déscent I stood still, to look.around me. Grand and wild 
was the scenery.. On/my left were noble green hills, the 
tops of which were beautifully gilded. by the rays of the 
setting sun,,Qn my/ right,.a. black, gloomy, narrow 
valley or glen showed itself; two enormous craggy. hills 
of immense altitude, one to the west,and the other to the 
east of the entrance; that to the east terminating ina 
peak. The background to the north was a wall of rocks 
forming a semicircle, something like a bent bow with the 
head downward; behind, this bow, just) in the middle, 
rose the black loaf of Arran. |.A torrent ‘tumbled from 
the lower part of the semicircle, and after running for 
some distance to the south turned to the west, the way 
I was going. 

/Observing,,a house. a little way within the gloomy 
vale|I1 went, towards it, in the hope of finding somebody 
in it who-could: give me information, respecting this wild 
locality. , As, I\drew near the door) two tall men came 

‘ forth,one. about ‘sixty, and the other about half that 
age. The elder had a sharp, keen look; the younger 

a; lumpy and a stupid-one. They were dressed’ like 
farmers. On my saluting them in| English the elder 
returned my salutation) in, that tongue, but-in rather a 
gruff tone. The, : aaah turned away his: head: and 
said. nothing. ; 

“What, is the; name.-of this hause 2!" said I; pointing 
to the building. 

“The name of it,” said the old man, “is Ty Maw” 

»{ Do.you live in it ag said, I. 

or aes, I live in it.” 

_“ What all, is that?” anid T, peiattig to ithe 
torrent tumbling down the crag<at,the farther, ‘eich of 
the gloomy vale. tuod 
be 
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“The fountain of the Royal Dyfi.” 

“ Why do you call the Dyfy royal?” said 1. 

“ Because it is the king of the rivers in these parts.” 

“Does the fountain come out of a rock ?” ey 

“It does not ; it comes out of a lake, a llyn.” 

“Where is the lyn?” 

“Over that crag at the foot of Aran Vawr.” 

“Ts it a large lake?” 

“It is not; it is small” 

“Deep?” 

iss Very. ” 

“Strange things in it?” 

“I believe there ‘are ‘strange things in’ it” His 
English) now became broken. 

“ Crocodiles?” 

“J do not know what cracadailes be.” 

Efyner™ 

“Ah! No, I do not’ tink there be efyne dere: Hu 
Gadarn in de old time kill de éfyne dere and in all de 
lakes in Wales. He draw them’ out of the ‘water with 
his ychain banog’ his humpty oxen, and when he get 
dem out he burn deir bodies on de fire; he a sual 
for dat.” 

“What do you call this allt?” said I, oo up to 
the high pinnacled hill on my right. 

“I call that Tap Nyth yr Eryri.” 

“Is not that the‘top nest of the eagles? ” 

“T believe it iss Ha! I see you understand Welsh.” 

“ A little,” said I. “ Are there eagles there now?” 

“No, no eagle now.” i 

“Gone like avanc?” ' 

“Yes, gone like avanc, but not so long. My ifdttier 
see eagle on Tap BPE but oe father never see ‘avane 
in de lyn.” 

‘“ How far to Dinas?” iSO 

“ About three mile.” y eon igs, 
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“ Any thieves about ?” 

“No, no thieves here, but what come from England,” 
and he looked at me with a strange, grim smile. 

“What is’ become of the red-haired robbers of 
Mawddwy ?” 

“ Ah,” said the old man, staring at me, “I see you are 
a Cumro. The red-haired thieves of Mawddwy! I see 
you are from these parts.” 

“What’s become of them ?” 

“Oh, dead, hung. Lived long time ago; long before 
eagle left Tap Nyth.” 

He spoke true. The red-haired banditti of Mawddwy 
were exterminated long before the conclusion of the 
sixteenth century, after having long been the terror 
not only of these wild regions but of the greater part 
of North Wales. They were called the red-haired 
banditti because certain leading individuals amongst 
them had red foxy hair. 

“Is that young man your son?” said I, after a little 
pause. 

“Yes, he my son.” 

“Has he any English?” 

“No, he no aeetch, but he plenty of Welsh—that is 
if he see reason.’ 

I spoke to the young man in Welsh, asking him if 
he had ever been up to the Tap Nyth, but he made no 
answer. 

“He no care for your question,” said the old man; 
“ask him price of pig.” I asked the young fellow the 
price of hogs, whereupon his face brightened up, and he 
not only answered my question, but told me that he had 
fat hog to sell. “ Ha, ha,” said the old man; “he plenty 
of Welsh now, for he see reason. To other question he 
no Welsh at all,no more than English, for he see no 
reason, What business he on Tap Nyth with eagle? 
His business down below in sty with pig. Ah, he look 
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lump, but he no fool; know more about pig than*you 
or I, or any one ’twixt here and Mahuncleth.” 

He now asked: me where I:'came,from, and’ on my. 
telling him from Bala, his heart. appeared to warm 
towards me, and saying that I must be tired; he asked 
me to step in and. drink buttermilk, but I declined. his 
offer with thanks, and bidding the two adieu, seiurfed 
to the road. 

I hurried along and soon reached:.a seal (which 
abounded with trees and grass; I crossed a ‘bridge over 
a brook, not what the old man had ' called the Dyfi, but 
the stream whose source I had seen high up the bwich, 
and presently came to a place where the two. waters 
joined. Just below the confluence’ ona, fallen ‘tree-was: 
seated: a man decently dressed; his eyes were: fixed on 
the rushing stream. I stopped and spoke to/him.. ” 

He had no English, but I. found: him avery sensible 
man. I talked to him about the source of: the: Dyfi. 
He said it was’ a disputed point which was the: source. 
He himself was inclined to believe that it was» the; 
Pistyll up the bwlch. I asked him of what: religion he 
was. He said he was of the Church of! England, which 
was the Church of. his father and his grandfather, and 
which he believed to be the only true’ Churehs. 1 in- 
quired if it flourished. He said it did, but) that it was 
dreadfully persecuted /by, all classes of dissenters, who, 
though they were continually quarrelling with) one 
another, agreed’ in one thing; namely, to persecute! the 
Church. I asked him if he ever read. _He,'said he read — 
a great deal, especially the works. of Huw Morris, and 
that reading them had given him a:love: for: the sights 
of nature.” He added that his greatest delight was to 
come>to the place, where he then was of an evening, and — 
look at the .waters.and hills. I.asked himsewhat, trade 
he’ was.{'‘The trade of, Joseph,” said he; smiling: 
“Saer.”| Farewell, brother,’ said.) 1); ‘Slevame nota: 


EXXIv.] THE WILD VALLEY 493 


carpenter, but like you'l read the works: of: Huw Morris 
and am/of the Church of England.” I then shook him 
by ‘the hand and departed. 

I passed a village with a stupendous mountain just 
behind ittto the north, which I was told was called Moel 
Vrith or the party-coloured moel. I was now drawing 
near tothe western end of the valley. Scenery of 
the wildest and most picturesque description was. rife 
and: plentiful ‘to a: degree: hills were here, ‘hills were 
there ; some tall and sharp, others huge and humpy; 
hills were on every side ; only a slight opening to the 
west seemed'to present itself. “What a valley!” iI 
exclaimed. But on passing through the opening: I 
found myself in another, wilder and stranger, if possible. 
Full to the west was a long hill rising up like the roof 
of abarn, an enormous round hill on its north-east side, 
and on its south-east the tail of the range which I’ had 
long had on my left—there were trees and groves and 
running waters, but all in deep shadow, for night was 
now close at hand. — 

“What is the name of this place?” I shouted toa 
man on horseback, who came dashing through a brook 
with a woman in a Welsh dress behind him. 

“Aber Cowarch, Saxon!” said the man in a deep 
guttural voice, and lashing his horse disappeared rapidly 
in the night. 7 

“ Aber GCywarch!” I cried, springing half a yard into 
the air. “Why, that’s the place where Ellis Wynn 
composed his immortal ‘ Sleeping Bard, the book which 
J translated in the blessed’ days of my youth.’ Oh, no 
wonder that the ‘Sleeping Bard’ is a wild and wondrous 
work, Seeing that it was composed amidst the wild ne 
wonderful scenes which I here behold.” 

oT proceeded onwards ‘up an ascent; after some time 
I camé to a bridge across a stream, hen a man told ‘me 
‘was called Avon Gerres: It runs into the Dyfi, coming 
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down with a rushing sound from a-wild vale to the 
north-east between the huge barn-like hill and Moel Vrith. 
The barn-like hill I was informed was called Pen Dyn. 
I soon reached Dinas Mawddwy, whichstands on the lower 
part of a high hill connected with the Pen Dyn. Dinas, 
though at one time a place of considerable importance, 
if we may judge from its name, which signifies a fortified 
city, is at present little more than a collection of filthy 
huts. But though a dirty squalid place, I found it any- 
thing but silent and deserted. Fierce-looking, red- 
chaired men, who seemed as if they might be descendants 
of the red-haired banditti of old, were staggering 
about, and sounds of drunken revelry echoed from the 
huts. I subsequently learned that Dinas was the head- 
quarters of miners, the neighbourhood abounding with 
mines both of lead and stone. I was glad to leave it 
behind me. Mallwyd is to the south of Dinas—the way 
to it is by a romantic gorge down which flows the Royal 
Dyfi. As I proceeded along this gorge the moon rising 
above Moel Vrith illumined my path. In about half-an- 
hour I found myself before the inn at Mallwyd, | 


CHAPTER LXXV 
Inn at Mallwyd—A Dialogue—The Cumro. 


I ENTERED the inn, and seeing a comely- ion a 
at the bar, I told her that I was in need of supper and a 
bed. She conducted me into a neat sanded parlour, 
where a good fire was blazing, and asked me what I 
would have for supper. “Whatever you can most 
readily provide,” said 1; “I am not particular.” The 
maid retired, and taking off my hat, and disencumber- 
ing myself of my satchel, I sat down before the fire 
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and fell into a doze,» in» which: I dreamed of some’ of 
the wild scenes through which I had lately passed. 

“di dozedand» dozed till. I1:was roused’ by the ‘maid 
touching me on:the:shoulder and telling me that supper 
was |ready.. I got up and perceived that during ‘my 
doze she’ had laid: the cloth and; put supper upon the 
table. ..It consisted of bacon and: eggs. During supper 
I. had some conversation with the maid. 

_ Myself,—Axre you.a native of this place? 
. Maid.—\I am not, sir; I come from Dinas: 

Myself—Are your parents alive? 

_ Mad—My mother is alive,'sir, but my father is notes 

. Myself—W here does your mother live? 

Maid.—At Dinas, sir. 

Myself—How does she support herself ? 

Maid.—By letting lodgings to miners, sir. 

Myself—Are the miners quiet lodgers ? 

Maid.—N ot always, sir; sometimes they get up at night 
and fight with each other. 

Myself.— What does your mother do on_ those 
occasions ? 

»Maid—She draws the quilt over her head, and says 
her! prayers, sir. 

« Myself—Why doesn’t she get up and part them ?: 

Maid. —tLest she ao geta pwned or: a thwack for 
her trouble, sir. 

| Myself—Of what religion are the sinessel 

 Maid.—They are Methodists, if they are anything; 
but they don’t trouble their heads much about on 

iaeo what religion are you? 

- Maid. —\ am of the Church, sir. / 

| Myself-—Die you always belong to the Church ? ? 

_Maid—Not always... When I:was at: Dinas I used to 
hear the preacher, but since’] have: been here T have 
sri to the clergyman. ae 

~ Myself-—t1s the clergyman here'a Pitted man’? 
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Maid—A very.good man|indeed,sir., Hei lives ‘close 
by. Shall. I go and tell him you want:to speak to him? 

Myself—Oh dear me,no! He-can employ his» ‘time 
much more usefully than in waiting upon'me, " . 

After supper 'I sat quiet for about°an' hour, Then 
ringing the» bell, I: inquired of the maid whether there 
was|a newspaper in the house. (She told‘me there’ was 
not, but that she thought ‘she could: procure''me ‘one. 
In a little time she brought*me:a newspaper, which she 
said she had. borrowed at: thé parsonage)’ It was \'the 
Cumro, an excellent) Welsh journal’ written’ in ‘the 
interest of the Church. . In perusing its columns I passed 
a couple of hours very agreeably, and then went to bed. 


boys eevee oe 


elms aud its Church—Sons of Stotindis Wage er 
Dottings. ; 


THE next'day was the thirty-first of Octatiae, anid ‘was 
rather fine for the season. As I did notintend: to 
journey farther this day than: Machynlleth, -a principal 
town in, Montgomeryshire, distant only twelve miles, I 
did not start from Mallwyd till just before mooniioy) soi! 

Mallwyd is-a:small but pretty village... The ‘church is 
along, edifice standing. on! va’ ‘slight; elevation \on’ the 
left..of ‘the road.' Its pulpit sis: illustrious’ frony having 
for many years been, occupied'*by. one!(of ‘the very 
celebrated men of Wales, namely Doctor John Davies, 
author ,of the great Welsh and :Latin dictionary, an 
imperishable work. «An immense yew’ tree grows:in | the 
_ churchyard, and partly overshadows the road swith: its 
branches. The parsonage stands: about!/a’ hundred 


yards to‘the south of the church;:near'a grove: of ‘firs 


Se 
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‘The village is overhung on the-north ‘by the mountains 


of the Arran range, from which it is separated by the 
‘murmuring Dyfi.’ To the south for many’ miles the 
‘country is not?/mountainous, but: Rreserits a. 4 Ye egrnps 
variety of hill and: dale. 

‘After leaving ‘the ‘village a little way behind me I 


‘turned round to take a last view of the wonderful region 
rom‘ which I had emerged on the previous evening. 


Forming the two sides of the pass down which comes 
‘the royal river” stood the Dinas mountain and Cefn 


‘Coch, the ‘first on’ the left, and the other on 'the right. 


Behind, forming the’ background of the pass, appearing, 


‘though now some miles distant, almost in my proximity, 


stood Pen’ Dyn. ‘This hill has various names, but the 
one which I have noted here, and’ which signifies the 
head of a man, perhaps describes it best. From where 
I looked at it on that last day of October it certainly 
looked like an enormous head, and’ put me in mind of 
the’ head! of Mambrino, mentioned in the master work 


_ which commemorates the achievements of the Manchegan 
-iknight.. This mighty mountain is the birthplace of more 


than one river. If the Gerres issues’ from its eastern 
side, from its:western springs’ the Maw, that singularly 


‘picturesque stream, which enters, the ocean at the place 


which the Saxons corruptly call: Barmouth and’ the 
Cumry with great propriety Aber’ Maw, or the disem- 
at of the Maw. 

» Just as I was about to pursue! my journey two boys 


_ came up, bound in the same: direction as myself.’ One 


was a large boy dressed ina waggonet’s frock; the other 


was ‘a little fellow ina brown coat’ and yellowish 


trowsers. Ais we walked along together I “entered 
into conversation with them: They came from Dinas 
Mawddwy. ‘The large boy told me thathe was’ the 


_ son°of a man ‘who carted» mwyn or lead‘ore, and the 


“ 


~*~ 


little fellow that he was the son of a shoemaker;’The 
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latter was by far the cleverest, and no wonder, forthe 
sons of shoemakers) are always clever, which assertion 
should anybody doubt I, beg him to attend ithe ex- 
aminations at. Cambridge, at. which» he will) find. that 
in three cases out of four the senior, wranglers aré the 
sons of shoemakers. From this little chap I got a 
great, deal. of information about Pen Dyn, every part 
of which he appeared |to have traversed! He told me 
amongst other things that there was a ‘castle upon it. 
Like a;true son, of a shoemaker, however, he was jan 
arch rogue.. Coming to a small house with a garden 
attached to it in which there ‘were apple-trees, -he 
stopped, whilst I went on with the other. boy, and 
after a minute or two came up running with a couple 
of apples in his hand, 

“Where did you get. those apples?” said I; “I hope 
you.did, not steal them.” 

He made no: reply, but bit one, then making a wry 
face he flung it away, and so he served the other. 
Presently afterwards, coming to a side lane, the future 
senior wrangler, for a senior wrangler he; is destined 
to be, always provided he finds his way to Cambridge, 
darted. down it like ‘an arrow and disappeared. . 

I continued«my way with the other lad, occasionally 
asking him, questions, about ‘the mines of Mawddwy. 
The information, however, which I, obtained from him 
was next to nothing, for he appeared to be as heavy 
as the, stuff--which, his. father carted... At length we 
reached’.a village forming a kind of semicircle on a 
green which looked) something: like a small English 
common To; the east..were beautiful «green: hills ; sto 
the west ithe valley with the river running through it, 
beyond whichprose other green hills yet more: beautiful 
than. the eastern ones, I asked the lad the mame of 
the place, but)I,:could) not: catch: what he «said, ‘for ;his 
answer, was merely ‘an indistinct mumble, and before 
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I, could question him again he left me, without a. word 
of salutation, and trudged away across the green. 

Descending a. hill I came ‘to a bridge, under which 
ran a beautiful river, which came foaming down from 
a gulley between two of the eastern:hills.. From aman 
whom I met.I learned that the bridge’ was called Pont 
Coomb. Linau, and that the name of the village: I had 
“passed. was Linau. The river. carries. an important 
tribute, to the Dyfi, at least it did when I saw it, though 
perhaps| in summer it is little more than a dry water- 
course. 

Half-an-hour’s walking brought»me from. this) place 
to a small town or large village, with a church at the 
entrance and the usual yew tree in. the churchyard. 
Seeing a kind of inn I entered it, and was shown by a 
lad-waiter into a large kitchen, in which were several 
people.. I had told him in Welsh that L wanted. some 
ale, and as he opened the door he cried with a loud 
voice, “Cumro!,” as much as to say, Mind what you 
say before this chap, for he understands Cumraeg—that 
word -was enough. The people, who were talking: fast 
and eagerly as | made my appearance, instantly became 
silent-and stared at me. with most, suspicious looks. 
I. sat down, and, when my ale -was brought I took,.a 
hearty draught, and observing that the company were 
still watching. me. suspiciously and maintaining the 
same suspicious silence, I.determined to comport myself 
in a manner which should.to a certain extent. afford 
them ground for suspicion. I, therefore slowly and 
deliberately drew my note-book out of, my ) waistcoat 
_ pocket, unclasped it, took my. pencil from the, loops 
at the side of the) book, and forthwith began to dot 
down observations upon the room and company, now 
looking to the left, now to the) right, now aloft, now 
alow,..now skewing at an) object, now leering at 
an individual, my eyes half closed. and. my: mouth 
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drawn considerably aside. Here: follow~some of my 
dottings :— 

“A very comfortable kitchen with a cbitihpeaedapt 
on the south side—immense’ grate and ‘brilliant fire— 
large kettle hanging over it by a chain attached to a 
transverse iron bar—a settle on the left-hand side of 
the fire—seven fine large men near the fire—two upon 
the settle, two upon chairs, one in the chimmey-corner 
smoking a pipe, and two standing up—table near the 
settle with glasses, amongst which is that of myself, 
who sit nearly in the middle of the room a little’ way 
on the right-hand side of the fire. 

“The floor is of slate; a fine brindle aie henwitl 
lies before it on the hows, and a shepherd’s ‘dog 
wanders about, occasionally going to” the’ door’ and 
scratching as if anxious to get out. The company are 
dressed mostly in the same fashion, brown’ coats, broad- 
brimmed hats, and: yellowish corduroy breeches with 
gaiters. One who looks: like’ a labouring’ man has’ a 
white smock and a white’ hat, patched: trowsers, and 
highlows covered with gravel—one has a blue coat. ' 

“There is a clock: on the’ right-hand’ side’ of the 
kitchen; a warming-pan hangs close’ by it ‘on’ the 
projecting ‘side of the chimney:corner. * On’ the ‘same 
side is a large rack containing many plates’and dishes 
of Staffordshire ware. Let me not’ forget’ ‘a’ pair of 
fire-irons which hang ‘on the nasa eins pide of © wer 
chimney-corner !” 

I made a great many more dotting, which it shall 
not insert here. During the whole time I was’ dotting 
the most marvellous | silence’ prevailed’ in the room, 
broken only by the’ occasional scratching’ of the dog 
against the inside of the! door, the ticking’ of the clock, 
and the ruttling of the smoker’s pipe in the’ chimney- 
corner. After’ I had ‘dotted to my ‘heart’s’ content I 
closéd my book, put the pencil into the loops, then the 
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book into my pocket; drank what remained of my ale, 
got up, andj, after another look at the apartment. and 
its furniture, and. a leer at the company, departed from 
the house without! ceremony, having paid) for the ale 
when I; received it, | After walking some: fifty yards 
downr:the street, I. turned half round: and: beheld, as: I 
knew I should, the whole company at the: door staring 
after me.I leered sideways at;'them for about half.a’ 
minute, but they ‘stood my leer stoutly. Suddenly I 
was inspired. by ‘a thought. Turning round 1 con 
fronted |them, and pulling my note-book out of my 
pocket, and seizing my pencil, I fell to dotting vigor- 
ously,;, That -was, too much for them. As if. struck 
by a panic, my quondam friends turned) round, and 
bolted into. the: house; the rustic-looking man with 
the smock-frock and gravelled. highlows nearly. falling 
down in his eagerness to get in. 

The name of the place where’ this adventure occurted 


_ was. Cemmaes.. 


CHAPTER LXXVII 


The Deaf Man—Funeral Procession—The Lone Family—The Welsh 
and 'their Secrets—The Vale of the Dyfi—The Bright Moon. 


A LITTLE way from Cemmaes I saw .a_ respectable- 
looking old man like alittle farmer, to whom I said: 

“ How far to. Machynlleth?” 

Looking at me in a piteous manner in the face he 


pointed to the side of his head, and said— 


c “Dim iclywed.” -) | 
. It was no longer no English, big no, hearing, 
» Presently Ismet one yet more deaf; A large procession: 


of. men came along the road,..Some distance’ behind 
; them was a band of women and between the two bands 
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was a kind of bier drawn by a horse with plumes at each 
of the four corners. I took off my hat and stood close 
against the hedge on the right-hand side till the dead 
had passed me‘some way to its final home. 

Crossed a river, which like that on the other side of 
Cemmaes streamed down froma gulley between two 


hills into the valley of the Dyfi. Beyond the bridge on. 


the right-hand side of the road was a pretty cottage, just 


as there was in the other locality. A fine tall woman’ 
stood at the door, with a little child beside her. I stopped 


and inquired in English whose body it was that had just 
been borne by. 

“That of a young man, sir, the son of a farmer, who 
lives a mile or so up the road.” 

Myself—He seems to have plenty of friends. ' . 

Woman.—Oh yes, sir, the Welsh have plenty of friends 
both in life and death. 

Myself—A’n't you Welsh, then ? 

Woman.—Oh no, sir, I am English, like yourself, as'I 
suppose. 

Myself—Yes, 1 am English. What part of England 
do you come from? 

Woman.—Shropshire, sir. 

Myself—ls that little child yours? 

Woman.—Yes, sir, it is my husband’s child and mine. 

Myself—tI suppose your husband is Welsh. 

Woman.—Oh no, sir, we are all English,” 

Myself—And what is your husband ? 

Woman.—A little farmer, sir, he farms Sane sy 
acres under Mrs——. 

Myself—W ell, are you comfortable ieeaip . 

Woman.—Oh dear me, no, sir, we are anything but 
comfortable. Here we are three poor lone creatures in a 
strange land, without a soul to speak to but one another. 
Every day of our lives we _ we had never hel es 
shire. . {rs 
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Myself—Why don’t you'make friends amongst: your 
neighbours? 

Woman.—Oh, sir, the English cannot make friends 
amongst the Welsh. The Welsh won’t neighbour with 
them, or have anything to do with ‘them, except now and 
then in the way of business. 

Myself—\ have “aioe found ote Welsh saci 
civil. 

‘Woman.—Oh yes; sir; they can’ be © civil stidieh 
to passers-by, especially those who they: think want. 
nothing from them—but if you came ‘and: settled 
amongst themy you would find them, I’m afraid, quite 
the contrary. 

Myself—wW ould they be catenti to me if I could spéak 
Welsh ? 

Woman.—Most particularly, sir; the Welsh don’t like 
any strangers, but least of all those who speak: their 
language. 

Myself—Have you picked up ‘anything oftheir 


language? 


Woman.—Not a word, sir, nor my’ husband neitifer. 
They take good care that we shouldn’t: pick-up: a:word 
of their language. I stood the other day and) listened 
whilst two women were talking just where you stand) 
now, in the hope of catching a word, and as ‘soon as 


_ they saw me they passed to the other side of the bridge, 


and began buzzing there. My poor husband took it into 
his head that he might possibly learn a word or two at 


the public-house, so he went there, called for a jugvof ale 


_and:‘a pipe, and tried to make himself at home justvas he: 


might in England, but it wouldn’t do.:\ The: company. 
instantly left off talking to one another and stared: at 
him, and before he ‘could finish his pot:and pipe» took 
themselves off to a man, and then came the landlord,and 
asked him what he meant by frightening -away ‘his 


customers.» So my poor husband came home as: pale as 
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a sheet, and sitting down in a chair aid ff Lord, have 
mercy upon me!” | 

Myself--Why are the Welsh afraid that strangers | 
should pick up: their language ? | 

Woman.—Lest, perhaps, they should: learn. theit) 
secrets, sir! 

Myself-——W hat secrets have they? 

Woman.—The Lord above only knows, sir ! 

Myself—Do you think, they are sean treason 
against Queen: Victoria? 

Woman.—Oh dear no; sir, 

Myself-—I\s there much murder going on amongst 4 

Woman.—Nothing of the kind, sir. 

Myself—Cattle-stealing ? 

Woman.—Oh no, sir! 

Myself—Pig-stealing? 

Woman.—No, sir! . 

Myself—Duck or hen stealing? 

Woman.—Haven't lost a duck or hen since: I Rave 
been here, sir. | 

Myself. —Then what secrets can they possi heist 

Woman:—\ don’t know, sir! perhaps none at all, or at” 
most only a pack of small'nonsense that nobody : would, 
give three farthings to know. | However, it is quite, 
certain they are as jealous of strangers hearing’ their: 
discourse:as if they were plotting sash hreason or; 
something worse. tas aed hits 

Myself—Have you been long herd d A tee ef eid 

»| Woman—Only. since last May, sir! and we: hive to 
get away by next; and return to, our own Ramey pabeaes 
we shall have some one. to speak to, Leys oitn 

_Myself—Good-bye! rh iggltereterti 

Woman.—Good-bye, sir,and thank you ws your con-' 
versation ; I, haven’t had such a treat .of ot fen ee al 
weary oy. triad salag 

The Vale of the ays petals widen anda more . beautis. 


man.’ 


eet 
oe 
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ful‘as:T advanced. The river'ran at the bottom amidst 
green’ and ‘seemingly rich meadows.’ The hills on the 


farther sidé were cultivated’ a great way up, and various 
neat farm-houses'were scattered here and there on their 
sides. At the foot of one of the most picturesque ‘of 
these hills stood a large white village. I wished very 
much to know its name, but saw no one of whom I could 
inquire. I proceeded for about a mile, and then per- 
ceiving a man wheeling stones in a barrow for the re- 
pairing of the road I thought I would inquire of him. I 
did so, but the village was then out of sight, and though 
I pointed in its direction and described its situation I 
could not'get its name out of him. At last I said hastily, 


“Can you tell me your own name?” 


“Dafydd Tibbot, sir,” said he. |. 
Hie Tibbot, Tibbot,” said I; “why, you are a French- 
m3 ‘Dearie me, sir, Betis the, man, looking very PISS 
“ am I, indeed ?.” 

bate Yes, you are,” said I, Paitier ee paaune of my _ haste, 
and. giving him.sixpence, I left him. |. 
. “Vd bet a trifle,” said I to myself, as I walked away, 


‘athat, this. poor creature is the descendant of some 
desperate. Norman .Tibault) who helped , to, conquer 


Powisland under Roger de.,Montgomery or Earl 


_ Baldwin. . How striking that the -proud old Norman 


names are at,present/only borne, by people;in the lowest 


station. Here’s a, Tibbot or Tibault barrowing \stones 


ona Welsh road, and I have known a Mortimer munch- 


sing | poor cheese and) bread under a hedge on.an English 
one, How can we account for this save by the supposi- 
_ tion, that, the descendants, of proud, cruel, and violent 


men—and who so. proud,, cruel and . violent,).as.the 


_ old Normans—are ee a by ie to come to the 
1 ee ag 


Came to Pont Velii Cerrig, the bridge of the mill of 
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the Cerrig, a river which comes foaming down. from 
between two rocky hills. This bridge is about a mile 
from Machynlleth, at which place I arrived at about five 
o’clock in the evening—a cool, bright moon shining upon 
me. I put up at the principal inn, which was of course 
called the Wynstay Arms. 


CHAPTER LXXVIII 


Welsh Poems—Sessions Business—The Lawyer. and his Client— 
The Court—The Two Keepers—The Defence. 


DURING supper I was waited upon by a brisk, buxom 
maid who told me that her name was Mary Evans. 
The repast over, I ordered a glass of whiskey and 
water, and when it was brought I asked the maid if 
she could procure me some book to read. She said 
she was’ not aware’ of any book’ in the housé which 
she could lay her hand on except one ‘of her own, 
which if I pleased she would lend me. I begged her to 
do so. Whereupon she went out and presently  re- 
turned with a very small volume, which she laid on 
the table and then retired. After taking a sip of my 
whiskey and water I proceeded to examine it. It 
turned out- to be a volume of Welsh poems entitled 
“Blodau Glyn Dyfi”; or, Flowers of Glyn Dyfi, by one 
Lewis Meredith, whose’ poetical name is Lewis Glyn 
Dyfi. The author indites his preface from Cemmaes, 
June, 1852. The best piece is called Dyffryn Dyfi, 
and is descriptive of the scenery of the vale through 
which the Dyfi runs. It commences ‘thus : 


“Heddychol ddyffryn tlws,” Ae 
Peaceful, pretty. vale, as 
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and contains many lines breathing a spirit of genuine 
poetry. 

The next day I did not get up till nine, having no 
journey before me, as I intended to pass that day at 
Machynlleth. When I. went down to. the. parlour I 
found another guest there, breakfasting. He was a 
tall, burly, and clever-looking man of about thirty-five. 
As .we breakfasted together at the same table we 
entered into conversation... I. learned from him that 
he was an attorney from a town at some. distance, 
and was.come over to Machynlleth to the petty sessions, 
to be held that day, in order to defend a person, accused 
of spearing a salmon in the river.. I asked’ him who 
his client was. 

“A farmer,” said he, “a tenant of Lord V- » who 
will probably preside over the bench which will try 
the affair.” 

“Qh,” said I, “a tenant spearing his landlord’s. fish— 
that’s bad.” 

“No,” said he, “the fish which he speared, that. is, 
which he is accused of spearing, did not. belong: to 
his landlord, but to another. person; he hires land. of 
Lord V , but the fishing of: the river whighe: runs 
through that land belongs to Sir Watkin.” 

“Qh, then,” said I, “supposing he did spear ge 
salmon I shan’t break my ‘heart if you iat him. off: 
do you think you shall?” 

“J don’t know,” said he, “There’s the evidence 
of two keepers against him; one of whom I. hope, 
_ however, to make appear a scoundrel, in whose oath the 
slightest confidence is not to be placed. 1 shouldn’t 
_ wonder if I make my client appear a persecuted lamb. 
_ The worst is, that he has the character of being rather 
fond of fish, indeed of having speared. more salmon 
_ than any other six individuals;in the neighbourhood,” 

_“T really, should like to see him,” ‘said I; “what 
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kind of person is he?—some fine, ais andl os 
fellow, I suppose?” 

“You will see him presently,” said the lawyer; “he 
is in the passage waiting ‘till I callhim in to take 
some instructions from him and I think I had’ better 
do id OH) for I have bleak fasted; and time is ee 
away.” 

He then got up, took some papers out of a darphe) 
bag, sat down, and after glancing at them for a minute 
or two, went to the door and called to somebody in 
Welsh to come in. Forthwith in came a‘small; mean, 
wizzened-faced man of about’ sixty, dressed in’a black 
coat and hat, drab breeches and gaiters, and’ looking 
more like a decayed Methodist preacher than a’ comer: 
of imperial salmon. 

“Well,” said the attorney, “This is‘my client, aes: 
do you think of him ?” 

“He is aes a different person’ from what 1 had 
expected) to see”) said Tn. % but let us mind! =e we 
say or we shall offend him.” 

“ Not we,” said the attorney ; “ that is, unless we anes 
Welsh, for he understands nota wed! of oi | 
language.” 

Then sitting Bbw at the eins table he’ aid to 
his client in Welsh: “Now, Mr So-and-so, have’ you 
learnt’ anything more about that first keeper?” [i 

The client bent down, and placing both his hands upon 
the table began to whisper in Welsh to his professional 
adviser. Not wishing to hear any of their conversation 
I finished my breakfast as soon as possible and’ left'the 
room. Going into the inn-yard I hada great:deal of 
learned discourse with an old ostler about the glanders 
in horses. From the inn-yard I went to my own"private 
room and made’ some dottings in my note-book, and 
then went down again to the parlour, which 1° found 
unoccupied. After sitting some time before the fire I 
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got up, and strolling out, presently came to a kind of 
market-place, in the middle of which stood an old- 
fashioned-looking edifice supported on pillars. Seeing a 
crowd standing round it I, asked what was the matter, 
and was told that the magistrates were sitting in the 
town-hall above,,and that a grand poaching case was 
about to be tried. “I may as well go and hear it,” said I. 
Ascending a flight of steps I found myself in the hall 
of justice, in the presence of the magistrates and amidst 
a great many people, amongst whom I observed my 
friend the attorney and his client. The magistrates, upon 
the whole, were rather a fine body of men. Lord V. 
was in the chair, a highly intelligent-looking person, 
with fresh complexion, hooked nose, and dark hair, A 
policeman very civilly procured mea commodious seat. 
I had scarcely taken possession of it when the poaching 
case was brought forward. The first witness against the 
accused, was a. fellow dressed in\a dirty snuff-coloured 
suit, with a debauched look, and having much the 
appearance of\a town shack. . He deposed that he was a 
hired, keeper, and went with another to watch the river 
at about. four o’clock in the morning; that they placed 
themselves behind,a bush; and that a little before. day- 
light they saw the farmer drive some cattle across the 
river. | He was attended by a dog. Suddenly they saw 
him. put a spear upon a'stick which he had in his hand, 
run back to the river, and plunging the spear in, after a 
struggle, pull out a salmon ; that they then ran forward, 
_ and he-himself asked the farmer what he was doing, where- 
upon the farmer flung the salmon and spear into the 
- river and said that if he did not take himself off he would 
- fling himin too,. The attorney then got up and, began 
- to, cross-question him, “How long have you been a 
_ keeper?” 
_» “About Gana Pat Ys he 
» “What. do you, get a week ?” 


q 
§ 
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“Ten shillings.” 

“ Have you not lately been in London?” 

“T have.” 

“What induced you to go to London?” 

“ The hope of bettering my condition.” 

“Were you not driven out of Machynlleth?” 

“T was not.” 

“Why did you leave London?” 

“Because I could get no work, and my wife did not 
like the place.” 

“Did you obtain possession of the salmon and the 
spear?” 

“T did not.” 

“Why didn’t you?” 

“The pool was deep where the salmon was struck, and 
I was not going to lose my life by going into it.” 

“ How deep was it?” 

“Over the tops of the houses,” said the fellow, lifting 
up his hands. : 

The other keeper then came forward; he was brother 
to the former, but had much more the appearance of 
a keeper, being rather a fine fellow, and dressed in a 
wholesome, well-worn suit of velveteen. He had’ no 
English, and what he said was translated by a sworn 
interpreter. He gave the same evidence as his brother 
about watching behind the bush, and seeing the farmer 
strike a salmon. When cross-questioned, however, he 
said that no words passed between the farmer and 
his brother, at least, that he heard. The evidence for 
the prosecution being given, my friend the attorney 
entered upon the defence. He said that he hoped the 
court were not going to convict his client, one of the 
most respectable farmers in the county, on the evidence 
of two such fellows as the keepers, one of whom was a 
well-known bad one, who for his evil deeds had been 
driven from Machynlleth to London, and from London 
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back again to Machynlleth, and the other, who was his 
brother, a fellow not much better, and who, moreover, 
could not speak'a word of English—the honest lawyer 
forgetting no doubt that his own client had just as 
little English as the keeper. He repeated that he hoped 
the court would not convict his respectable client on 


the evidence of these fellows, more especially as they 


flatly contradicted each other in one material point, one 
saying that words had passed between the farmer and 
himself, and the other that no words at all had passed, 
and were unable to corroborate their testimony ‘by any- 
thing visible or tangible. If his client speared the 
salmon and then flung the salmon with the spear stick- 
ing in its body into the pool, why didn’t they go into 
the pool and recover the spear and salmon? They 


_ might: have done so with perfect safety, there being an 


old proverb—he need not repeat it—which would have 
secured them from drowning had the pool been not 
merely over the tops of the houses but over the tops of 
the steeples. But he would waive all the advantage 
which his client derived from the evil character of the 
witnesses, the discrepancy of their evidence, and’ their 
not producing the spear and salmon in court.. He 


_ would rest the issue of the affair with confidence, on 


one argument, on one question ; it was this. Would any 
man in his senses—and it was well known that his client 
was a very sensible man—spear a salmon not his own 
when he saw two keepers close at hand watching him— 
staring at him? ‘Here the chairman observed that ‘there 


- was no proof that he saw them—that they were behind 
-a bush. But my friend the attorney very properly, 


having the interest of his client and his own character 
for consistency in view, stuck to what he had said, and 
insisted that the farmer must have seen them, and he 


- went on reiterating that he must have seen them, not- 
withstanding that several magistrates shook their i oare: 
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Just as he was about to sit'down I moved up behind 
him and whispered: “Why don’t: you: mention :the dog? 
Wouldn't the dog have been likely to have scented: the 
fellows out even if they had been behind the bush?” 

He looked at me for a moment and then said with 
a kind of sigh: “No, no! twenty dogs would be of no 
use here. It’s no go—I shall leave the case as itis.” 

The court was cleared for a time, and when: the 
audience were again admitted. Lord V — said that 
the Bench found the prisoner guilty ; that they had 
taken into consideration what his counsél had, said in 
his defence, but that they could: come to no: other con- 
clusion, more ‘especially as the accused was known: to 
have been. frequently guilty of similar offences, Ths 
fined him four pounds, including costs. 

As the people were going out, I, said to thes farmer j in 
Welsh: “A bad affair this,” 

“ Drwg iawn ”—very bad ‘hdeed: tas cepliedd 

“ Did these fellows speak truth?” said. I. . 

“ Nage—Dim ond, celwydd ”—not hk setnns but 
lies. 

“Dear me!” said. 1 to myself,“ what an idbseanted 
individual |” ft 


GHARTER--hiGKaMiegoe ee 


Machynlleth—Remarkable . Events—QOde. to ' Glendower—Dafydd 
Gam-—Lawdden’s Hatchet. . : i a 
MACHYNLLETH, pronounced Machuncleth, is ‘one OE the 
principal towns of the district which the English ‘call 
Montgomeryshire, and the Welsh Shire Trefaldwyn or 
the Shire of Baldwin’s town, Trefaldwyn or the town 
of Baldwin peing the Welsh name for the town ue 
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is generally termed Montgomery. It is situated in 
nearly the centre of the valley of the Dyfi, amidst 
pleasant green meadows, having to the north the river, 
from which, however, it is separated by a gentle hill. 
It possesses a stately church, parts of which are of 
considerable antiquity, and) one or two good streets. 
It is a thoroughly Welsh town, and the inhabitants, 
who amount in number to about four thousand, speak 
the ancient British language with considerable purity. 
Machynlleth has been the scene of remarkable events, 
and is connected with remarkable names, some of which 
have rung through the world. At Machynlleth, in 1402, 
Owen Glendower, after several brilliant victories over 
the English, held'a parliament in a house which is yet 
to be seen in the Eastern Street, and was formally 
crowned King of Wales; in his retinue was the vener- 
able bard Iolo Goch, who, imagining that he now saw 
the old prophecy fulfilled, namely, that a prince of the 
race of Cadwaladr should rule the Britons, after 
emancipating them from the Saxon yoke, greeted the 
chieftain withan ode, to the following effect :— 


“ Here's the life I’ve sigh’d for long: 
Abash’d is now the Saxon throng, 
And Britons have a. British lord 
Whose emblem is the conquering sword ; 
There’s none I trow but knows him well, 
The hero of the watery dell, 
Owain of bloody spear in field, 
Owain his country’s strongest shield ; 
A sovereign bright in grandeur drest, 
Whose frown affrights the bravest breast. 
> ‘Let from’ the world upsoar on high 
| +A. voice ‘of splendid prophecy ! 
Bere 4 ANY ‘praise to him who forth doth stand - 
Bes, TOs venge his injured native land ! 
Rn “Of him—of him a lay I’ll frame 
») "Shall bear through countless years ‘his name, 
| sdnhimare blended portents three, 
R 
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' Their glories blended sung shall be: 
There’s Owain, meteor of the glen, 
The head of princely generous men ; 
Owain the lord of trenchant steel, 
Who makes the hostile squadrons reel ; 
Owain, besides, of warlike look, 
A conqueror who no stay will brook; 
Hail to the lion leader gay ! 
Marshaller of Griffith’s war array ; 
The scourger of the flattering race, 
For them a dagger has his face ; 
Each traitor false he loves to smite, 
A lion is he for deeds of might ; 
Soon may he tear, like lion grim, 
All the Lloegrians limb from limb ! 
May God and Rome’s blest father high . 
Deck him in surest panoply ! 
Hail to the valiant carnager, 
Worthy three diadems to bear! 
Hail to the valley’s belted king ! 
Hail to the widely conquering, 
The liberal, hospitable, kind, 
Trusty and keen as steel refined ! 
Vigorous of form he nations bows, 
Whilst from his breast-plate bounty flows. 
Of Horsa’s seed on hill and plain 
Four hundred thousand he has slain. 
The copestone of our nation’s he, 
In him our weal, our all we see ; 
Though calm he looks his plans when breeding, 
Yet oaks he’d break his clans when leading. 
Hail to this partisan of war, 
This bursting meteor flaming far! 
Where’er he wends, Saint Peter guard him, 
And may the Lord five lives award him!” 


To Machynlleth on the occasion of the parliament 
came Dafydd Gam, so celebrated in after time ; not, how- 
ever, with the view of entering into the councils of Glen- 
dower, or of doing him homage, but of assassinating 
him. This man, whose surname Gam signifies crooked, 


was a petty chieftain of Breconshire. He was small of 
3 ‘ 
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stature and deformed in person, though possessed of great 
strength. He was very sensitive of injury, though quite 
as alive to kindness; a thorough-going enemy and a 
thorough-going friend. In the earlier part of his life he 
had been driven from his own country for killing a man, 
called Big Richard of Slwch, in the High Street of Aber 
Honddu or Brecon, and had found refuge in England 
and kind treatment in the house of John of Gaunt, for 
whose son Henry, generally called Bolingbroke, he 
formed one of his violent friendships. Bolingbroke, on 
becoming King Henry the Fourth, not only restored the 
crooked little Welshman to his possessions, but gave 
him employments of great trust and profit in Hereford- 
shire. The insurrection of Glendower against Henry 
was quite sufficient to kindle against him the deadly 
hatred of Dafydd, who swore “by the nails of God” 
that he would stab his countryman for daring to rebel 
against his friend King Henry, the son of the man who 


had received him in his house and comforted him when 


his own countrymen were threatening his destruction. 
He therefore went to Machynlleth with the full intention 
of stabbing Glendower, perfectly indifferent as to what 
might subsequently be his own fate. Glendower, how- 
ever, who had heard of his threat, caused him to be 
seized and conducted in chains to a prison which he 
had in the mountains of Sycharth. Shortly afterwards, 
passing through Breconshire with his host, he burnt 
Dafydd’s house—a fair edifice called the Cyrnigwen, 
situated on a hillock near the river Honddu—to. the 


_ ground, and: seeing one of Gam’s dependents gazing 
mournfully on the smouldering ruins he uttered the 
' following taunting englyn :— 


* Shouldst thou a little red man descry 
Asking about his dwelling fair, 
' Tell him it under'the bank doth lie, 
And its brow the mark of the coal doth bear.” 


- 
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Dafydd remained confined till the fall of Glendower, 
shortly after which event he followed Henry the Fifth 
to France, where he achieved that glory which’ will 
for ever bloom, dying, covered with wounds, on the. field 
of Agincourt after saving the life of the king, to whom 
in the dreadest and most critical moment of the fight he 
stuck closer than a brother, not from any abstract feel- 
ing of loyalty, but from the consideration that King 
Henry the Fifth was the son of King Henry the Fourth, 
who was the son of the man who received and comforted 
him in his house, after his own countrymen had hunted | 
him from house and land. 

Connected with Machynlleth is a name not so widely 
celebrated as those of Glendower and Dafydd Gam, but 
well known to and cherished by the lovers of Welsh 
song. It is that of Lawdden, a Welsh bard in holy 
orders, who officiated as priest at Machynlleth from 
1440 to 1460. But though Machynlleth was his place 
of residence for many years, it was not the place of his 
birth, Lychwr in Carmarthenshire being the spot where 
he first saw the light. He was an excellent \poet, and 
displayed in his compositions such elegance of language, 
and such a knowledge of prosody, that it was customary, 
long after his. death; when any masterpiece of vocal 
song or eloquence was produced, to say that it; bore the 
traces of Lawdden’s hatchet. At the request of Griffith 
ap Nicholas, a powerful chieftain of South Wales, anda 
great patron of the Muse, he drew up: a statute relating 
to poets and poetry, and at the great Eisteddfodd, or 
poetical congress, held at Carmarthen in the year 1450; 
under the auspices of Griffith, which was attended ‘by 
the most celebrated bards of the north) and south, he 
officiated as judge, in conjunction with the. chieftain, 
upon the compositions of the bards who competed for the , 
prize—a little silver chair, . Not without reason; therefore, 
do the inhabitants of Machynlleth consider the residence 


; vain.” 
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of such a man within their walls, though at a far by-gone 
period, as conferring a lustre on their town; and Lewis 
Meredith has probability on his side when, in his Biel 
poem on Glen Dyfi, he says :— 


“Whilst fair Machynlleth decks thy quiet plain, 
Conjoined with it shall Lawdden’s name remain.” 


CHAPTER LXXX 


The Old Ostler—Directions—Church of England Man—The Deep 
Dingle—The Two Women—The Cutty Pipe—Waen y Bwlch 
—The Deaf and: Dumb—The Glazed Hat. 


L ROSE | on the morning of the 2nd of November intend- 
ing to: proceed to the Devil’s Bridge, where I proposed 
halting a day or two, in order that I. might have an 
opportunity of surveying the far-famed scenery of that 
locality. After paying my bill I went into the, yard-to 
my friend the old ostler, to make inquiries with respect 
to the road. 

=f What kind of road, ” said I, “is it to the Devil’s 
Bridge?” ; 

“There are two eh sir, to the Pont y Gwr Drweg ; 
which do you mean to take?” 
__ “Why do you call the Devil’s Bridge the Pont y Gwr 
Drwg, or the bridge of the evil man?” 
_ “That we may not bring a certain perdi upon 
us, Site who doesn’t like to have his name taken in 


us. their much difference between the roads?” 

« A great deal, sir ; one is over. the hills, and the other 
‘round by the vel tiebe ‘ 

‘Which is the shortest ?” 

va Oh, that | over the hills, sir’; it.is about twenty, miles 
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from here to the Pont y Gwr Drwg over the hills, but 
more than twice that by the valleys.” 

“ Well, I suppose you would advise me to go by the 
hills?” 

“Certainly, sir—that is, if you wish to break your 
neck, or to sink in a bog, or to lose your way, or 
perhaps, if night comes on, to meet the Gwr Drwg 
himself taking a stroll. But to talk soberly. The way 


over the hills is an awful road, and, indeed, for the 


greater part is no road atall.” 


“Well, I shall go by it. Can’t you give me some — 


directions?” 

“T’ll do my best, sir, but I tell you again that the 
road is a horrible one, and very hard to find.” 

He then went with me to the gate of the inn, where 
he began to give me directions, pointing to the south, 
and mentioning some names of places through which I 
must pass, amongst which were Waen y Bwlch and 


Long Bones. At length he mentioned Pont Erwyd, and 


said: “If you can but get there, you are all right, for 
from thence there is a very fair road to the bridge of 
the evil man; though I dare say if you get to Pont 
Erwyd—and I wish you may get there—you will have 
had enough of it and will stay there for the night, more 
especially as there is a good inn.” 

Leaving Machynlleth, I ascended a steep hill which 
rises to the south of it. From the top of this hill there 
is a fine view of the town, the river, and the whole valley 
of the Dyfi. After stopping for a few minutes to enjoy 
the prospect I went on. The road at first was exceed- 
ingly good, though up and down, and making frequent 
turnings. The scenery was beautiful to a degree: lofty 
hills were on either side, clothed most luxuriantly with 
trees of various kinds, but principally oaks. “This is 
really very pleasant,” said I, “but I suppose it is too 
good to last long.” However, I went on for a consider- 
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able way, the road neither deteriorating nor the scenery 
decreasing in beauty. “Surely I can’t be in the right 
road,” said I; “I wish I had an opportunity of asking.” 
Presently seeing an old man working with a spade in a 
field near a gate, I stopped and said in Welsh: “Am I 
in the road to the Pont y Gwr Drwg?” The old man 
looked at me for a moment, then shouldering his spade 
he came up to the gate, and said in English: “In 
truth, sir, you are.” 

“T was told that the road thither was a very bad one,” 
said I, “but this is quite the contrary.” 

“This road does not go much farther, sir,” said: he ; 
“it was made to accommodate grand folks who live about 
here.” 

“You speak very good English,” said 1; “where did 


: you get it?” 


He looked pleased, and said that in his youth he had 
lived some years in England. 
- “Can you read?” said I. 

“Oh yes,” said he, “ both Welsh and English.” 
. “What have you read in Welsh?” said I. 

“The Bible and Twm O’r Nant.” 
_ “What pieces of Twm O’r Nant have you read?” 

“T have read two of his interludes and his life.” 

“And which do, you like best—his life or his inter- 
rani Ps? 
_ “Qh, I like his life best.” 

“And what part-of his life-do you like best?” 

“Oh, I like that part best where he gets the ship into 
the water at Abermarlais.” 

“You have a good judgment,’ said 1; “his life is 


7 better than his interludes, and the best part of his life 
_ isiwhere he describes his getting the ship into the water. 


But do the Methodists about here in general read Twm 


» Olr Nant? 2)! 


_ “I don’t know,” said aay “1 am no Methodist.” 
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“Do you belong to the Church ?” 

thda? 

“ And why do you belong to the Ghukch ie 

“Because I believe it is the best’ religion’ to ‘get. to 
heaven by.” 

“J am much of your opinion,” said I.) “Are there 
many Church people about ‘here ?” 

i aie many,” said he, “but more — when’ I was 
young.” . 

“ How old are you?” 

“ Sixty-nine.” 

“You are not very old,” said I. 

“An’t 1? I only want one year of fulfilling my proper 
time on earth.” 

“You take things very easily,” said: I. 

“Not so very easily, sir; I have often my ‘quakings 
and fears, but then I read my nec sick ny sain: and 
find hope and comfort.” 

“T really am very glad to have seen you,” said’ 1; “ and 
now can you tell me the way to the bridge?” 9% 

“Not exactly, sir, for I have never been there ; ‘but/ you 
must follow this road some’ way farther; and then bear 
away to the right along yon hill”——and ‘he pouaes toa 
distant mountain. 

I thanked him, and proceeded on my way. bpAsied 
through a deep dingle, and shortly afterwards came to 
the termination of the road; remembering, however; the 
directions of the old man, I bore away to ‘the right, 
making for the distant mountain: My course lay now 
over very broken ground where there was no’ path, at 
least that I could perceive. I wandered on for some 
time; at length on turning round a bluff I saw'a lad 
tending a small herd of bullocks; “Am I in» ie road; 4% 
said I, “to the Pont y Gwr Drwg?” . 

“Nis gwn! I don’t know,” said he sullen a ney 
a hired servant; and have only been here’a little'time.” 
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=>“ Where’s the house,” said I,“ where you serve?” 

But, as» he;made -no ‘answer +Iideft him. Some way 
farther,on I saw» a house on my left, a little way down 
the side of a deep dingle which was partly overhung with 
trees, and jat:ithe) bottom of which a ‘brook’ murmured. 
Descending: aistéep» path, I-knocked at the door. After 
alittle time it:was opened, and: two women appeared, 
ene behind:the, other. The first wasiabout sixty.;) she 
was» very «powerfully |made;>had’ stern’ grey eyes sand 
harsh features, and was dressed inthe ancient’ Welsh 
female fashion; having a kind of riding-habit of blue and 
a high conical hat like that of the ‘Tyrol)) The other 
seemed about) twenty) years «younger; she had dark 
features, was, dressed: like the other; but: had «no ‘hat. ):] 
saluted; the, first:in English, andvasked her the way to 
the; Bridge, whéreupon she uttered a deep: guttural 
‘augh”, and turned away her head, seemingly in abhor- 
rence, I-then spoke to’ hersino Welsh, saying’ Iowas a 
foreignyman—I did not say a Saxon—was bound to the 
Devil's. Bridge;and wanted, toxknow the way. The old 
woman surveyed: me! sternly for some time, then turned, 
to ‘the other! and; said:something, and the two began'to 
talk. to,each other, but in a low, buzzing tone, soi that 1 
could. not distinguish a word. | In about halfia minute 
the,eldest turned:to me, and extending her arm’ and 
spreading; out her five fingers wide, motioned to the side 
of, theshill in: the direction which I had been following. | 
iff I go that: way shall I get ‘to the bridge of the evil 
man? said], but: got: no other answer than a’ furious 
_ grimace and, violent agitations:of the arm and fingers in 
 thelsame direction. I turnéd away, and scarcely had I 
 done!so when the! door was slammed to behind me with 
reat force; and 1 heard two “aughs,” one not quite'so 
deep. and abhorrent as ithe other, probably pomeatenis 
from the throat;of:the younger. female. 
> seoer'ts Two regular: ‘Saxon-hating. ‘Welsh? women,” said i 


R* 
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philosophically ; “just of the same sort no doubt'as those 
who played such pranks on ‘the ‘slain “bodies: of the 
English soldiers, after the victory achieved ‘by rs yaad 
over Mortimer on the Severn’s side.” 

I proceeded in the direction indicated, Wwitidiag cone 
the side of the hill, the same mountain which the oldman 
had pointed out to me some time before. “At length, 
on making a turn I saw a very lofty mountain in the 
far distance to the.south-west, a hill: right before “me: to 
the south, and, on my left, a meadow overhung by the 
southern hill, in. the middle of which stood a'house from 
which proceeded a violent barking of dogs:i- I ‘would 
fain have made immediately up. to it for the purpose of 
inquiring my way, but saw no means of doing'so, a'high 
precipitous bank lying between it and me: I went 
forward and ascended the side of the hill: before’ me, and 
presently came toa’ path running east and®west, ~I 
followed it a little way towards the east. I was now just 
above the house, and saw some children and some dogs 
standing beside it. Suddenly I found myself close toa 
man who stood:in a hollow part of the road; from’ which 
a narrow path led down to the house; a‘:donkey with 
panniers: stood beside him. He was about fifty years 
of age, with a carbuncled countenance; high but narrow 
forehead, grey eyebrows, and small, malignant grey eyes. 
He had a white hat, with narrow eaves and the crown 
partly knocked out, a torn blue coat; ‘corduroy breeches, 
long stockings and highlows. He was sucking a cutty 
pipe, but. seemed unable to extract any smoke’ trom ‘iti 
He had all the appearance of a' vagabond, and of a rather 
dangerous vagabond. I nodded to him,and asked him 
in Welsh the name of the place.. He glared at»me 
malignantly, then, taking the pipe out of ‘his: mouth, said: 
that he did not know, that he had been down!below to 
inquire and light his pipe, but could get neither light nor 
answer from the children. ] asked: him: where he’ came 
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from, but he evaded = question by asking where I was 
going to. 

“To the Pont y Gwr Drwg,” said I. 

ocHe then asked me if I was an Bugiishmar 

“Oh yes!” said I, “I am Carn Sais ;” whereupon, with 
a strange mixture in his face of isla ditey and contempt, 
he answered in English that he didn’t understand me. 

“You understood me very well,” said I, without ‘chang- 
ing my language, “till'I told you I was an Englishman. 
Harkee, man with the broken hat, you are one of the bad 
Welsh who don’t like the English to know the language, 
lest they should discover your lies and rogueries.” He 
evidently understood what I said, for he gnashed his 
teeth, though he'said nothing. “Well,” said I,“I shall go 
down to those children and inquire the name of the 
house;” and I forthwith began to descend the path, the 
fellow uttering a contemptuous “humph” behind me, as 
much*as to’say, “Much you'll make out down there.” I 
soon reached the bottom and advanced towards the house. 
The dogs had all along been barking violently; as I 
drew near to them, however, they ceased, and two of the 
largest came forward wagging their tails. “The dogs 


_ were not barking at me,” said I,“ but at that vagabond 


above.” I-went up to the children; they were four in 
number, two boys and two girls, all red-haired, but 
tolerably “good-looking. - They had neither shoes nor 
stockings. ©“ What is the name of this house?” said I 
tothe eldest; boy about seven years old. He looked at 
me, but’made no answer. I repeated my question ; still 
there was no answer, but methought I heard a humph of 
triumph from the hill. ~ “ Don’t crow quite yet, old chap,” 
thought Eto myself, and putting my hand into my pocket, 
I took out a penny, and offering it to the child said: 
“Now, Small man, Peth ywy enw y llehwn?” Instantly: 
the boy’s face became intelligent,’and putting out-a fat 


little hand; he took the ceiniog. and said in an audible 
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whisper, “Waen y. Bwlch.’.. “Iam all right,” saidol 
to myself; “that is one of the names of the places: which 
the old ostler said I must go through.” . Then! addressing 
myself to the child I said: “ Where's eter father, and 
mother?” 

“Qut on the hill,” whispered the child. 

“ What's your father?” . 

* A shepherd.” oles brit 

“Good,” said I...“ Now can, you tell me the way to the 
bridge! of the evil,man?” . But the features became blank, 
the finger was put to the mouth, and the head was hung 
down. That question was evidently beyond the. child’s 
capacity...“ Thank) you!” said I, and-turning round 1 
regained | the path on’ the top of the bank. | The :fellow 
and his donkey were still there.,.“1) had, no difficulty,” 
said I, “in obtaining information; the) place's name: is 
Waen y Bwlch. But oes, genoch dim Cumraeg—you 
have no Welsh.” . Thereupon I, proceeded along the path 
in the direction of | the. east. . Forthwith. the fellow said 
something to his animal, and both’ came} following fast 
behind. 1 quickened) my. pace, but the fellow. and; his, 
beast were close|in my tear. Presently, 1 came to a place 
where another path branched off to the south. . I stopped, 
looked at it, and then went-on, but searonly had done so; 
when I heard another exulting “humph” behind. . “Iam 
going wrong,” said I to myself; “that.other, path. is: the 
way to the Devil’s Bridge, and the scamp/knows itor he 
would not have grunted.” . Forthwith I-faced round, and 
brushing past: the fellow without a word turned.into the 
other path and hurried along it. By a side glance,;which 
I cast I could see him staring after me presently, how- 
evet, he uttered a sound very much. like a ,Welshicurse; 
and, kicking his beast, proceeded on his way, and lsaw 
no more of him. . Ina little time I came to aslough which, 
crossed the path. I -did not-like. the Jook,.of it at allj 
and to.avoid it ventured upon some green mossy-looking! 
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ground to the left; and had.scarcely done so'when'I found 
myself immersed to the: knees in a bog. I, however, 
pushed forward, and with some difficulty got to the path 
on the other side of the slough. “I followed the path; and 
in about half-an-hour saw what appeared’ to ‘be’ houses 
at a distance. «“God'grant that: I) may be drawing near 
some inhabited place!” said I:° The path now grew very 
miry,and/there were pools of water on either side, «I 
moved along slowly. At length I came:to:a place where 
some menwere busy in erecting a kindof building. I 
went up to the nearest and asked him ‘the name ‘of the 
place. He had a crowbar in his. hand, was’ half naked, 
hada wry mouth and only one eye. ‘He made me no 
answer, but mowed and gibbered atime.) 

“For God’s sake,” said I, “don’t do so, but tell: me 
where I am!” >He-still uttered\no’ word; but mowed 
and gibbered yet more  frightfully than before... As I 

_ stood staring at him another man came tome: and ‘said 
in broken English: “It is of no: use speaking to’ him, 
sir, hevis deaf'and dumb.” 
oof Lam glad he is no worse,” said 1,“ for] really thought 
he was'possessed with the evil’one. My ‘good speveoM, 
can you tell me the name of this place?” :: 

“Esgyrn Hirion, sir,” said he. 
inéEseyrn: Hirion,” said I to: myself. Reopen means 
‘bones, and Hirion means ‘long.’ -I am:doubtless atthe 

_ place which theold ostler called:Long Bones. I shouldn’t 

wonder if I get 'to the Devil's: Bridge to-night after all.” 

_ Ithen’ asked ‘the man if he:could: tell:meithe way to the 

bridge of the evil man, ‘but he shook: his head and \said 
that heehad ever heard of suchva place, adding, however, 
| that he would go with me to one of) the! overseers, who 

- could perhaps:direct me.» He then proceeded towards a 

tow of buildings; which were, in fact, those objects ‘which 
I had ‘guessed to bechouses in’ the distance, He led'me 
| “to’a'corner house; at the door of which’ stood ‘a ‘middle. 
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aged’ man, dressed in a grey coat, and: ‘saying \to me, 
“This person is an overseer,” returned to-his labour. I 
went up to the man, and, saluting him in English, asked 
whether he ‘could direct ‘me to the Devil’s Bridge, or 
rather to Pont Erwyd,. 

“It would be of no use lisa you, sir,” said a 
“for with all the directions in the world it’ would: be 
impossible: for you to find the way. You would not 
have left these premises five minutes before you would be 
in a maze without knowing which way to turn; Where 
do'you come from?” 

“(From Machynlleth,” I replied. ast 

“From Machynlleth!” said he. ‘Well, I only wonder 
you ever got bee but it would be madness to:go farther 
alone.” 

“Well,” said I, “can I obtaisi a guide?” 

“T really don’t know,” said he; “I am afraid’ all the 
men are engaged.” | 
As: we were spline a young) man matte his 
appearance at the door from the \interior /of the 
house:’) He «was dressed in a brown short coat, had 
a glazed: hat on his head, and had a pale but sina 

intelligent countenance. ay 

“What is the matter?” said he to: the oth man. 

“This gentleman,” replied the — “is! igoing: to ~~ 
Erwyd, and wants a guide.” bia hesi 

“Well,” said: thé young man, “we must. find ire one. 
It! will‘never do to let him go by himself.” : 

“If you can finds me a guide,” said! Ih shal be 
happy: to pay him for his trouble.” (ie 

“Qh, you: ‘can do as: you please about. that,” aids the 
young man; “ but, pay or not, we would néver suffer you 
to. leave iis place without a guide, and as much for our 
own. sake as, yours; for the directors of the Company 
would never forgive jus if they heard we had suffered a 
gentleman to leave these premises without ai guide, more 
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especially if he:were lost,:as it’ is a hundred to one you 
would be if you went by yourself.” 
“Pray,” said -I, “what Company is this, the directors 
of which are so solicitous about the safety of strangers?” 
“The Potosi Mining Company,” said he, “the richest 


‘in. alk Wales... But pray walk in and sit: down, for you 


must be tired.” 


CHAPTER LXXxXI 


The Mining Compting Room—Native of Aberystwyth—Story of a 
Bloodhound—The Young Girls—The Miner's Tale—Gwen 
F Peg Lhe Terfyn. 


I FOLLOWED the young man with the glazed ‘hat into a 


room, the other’ man following behind me. ' He of the 
glazed hat made me sit down before a turf fire, apologis- 
ing for its smoking very much. “The room seemed half 
compting-room, half apartment. There was a wooden 
desk with a ledger upon it by the window, which looked 
to the west,and a camp bedstead extended from the 


‘southern wall nearly up to the désk. After I had sat for 
‘about'a minute, the young man asked ‘me if I would take 


any refreshment. I thanked him for his kind offer, which 
T declined, saying, however, that if he would obtain me a 


‘guide I ‘should feel much obliged. ‘He turned to’ the 
‘other man and told him to go and inquire whether there 


was” any’ one who would be willing to go. The other 
nodded, and forthwith went out. : 
«Vou! think, then,” said I, “that I could not find ‘the 


_ Way by myself as 


““T’am sure of it,” said he, “for even’ the spaBpTe best 


“acquainted with the country frequently lose their way. 
“But I must tell you, that if we do find you a Nien it will 
“probably be'one who has no English.” 
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“ Never mind,” said I, “I have agi Welsh to mane 
a common discourse.” 

A fine girl about fourteen now came se and i began 
bustling about. 

“Who is this young lady ?” said In 0) c 

* The daughter of a captain of ameighbouring! dine? 
said he; “she frequently comes here with messages;and 
is edntagie ready to doa turn about the house, for she is 
very handy.” 

“ Has she any English?” said I. 

“ Nota word,” he replied. “ The. young people of these — 
hills have no English, except they go abreey to > feat if. rt 

“What hills are these?” ‘said’'T. rey, 

"Part of the Plynlimmon range,” said Re tools 

“Dear me,” said I, “am I near Plynlimmon?” 

“ Not very far from it,” said the young;man, “and, you 
willbe nearer when you reach Pont Erwyd.” 

“ Are you a native of these parts?” said I, 

“7 am not,” he replied ; “I am a native of ‘Absent 
a place on the sea-coast about.a,dozen miles from here.” 

“ This seems, tobe a cold, bleak spots said. He 5 Gis at 
healthy? ”:,. ay 

“J have reasory to say 0,” said, he; “f for 1 came, eg 
from Aberystwyth about four months, ago, very unwell, 
and am. now, perfectly, recovered. I do RavaneeNS: there 
is a,healthier spot in) all Wales,”. _, Ser” 

We had some further discourse. J Ba ead to,him 
the adventure which I had on the hill, with, the fellow 
with the donkey, The young man said, that, he had no 
doubt that he was some prowling thief iey bee ‘bab 

“The dogs of the shepherd’s house,” “said, I, ang didn't 
seem to like him, and dogs generally know . an. evil 
customer,, A long time ago I chanced to be i in a, posada, 
or inn, at Valladolid in Spain... One hot summer's after- 
noon I was seated in-a corridor which ran.round a large | 
open court in the middle, of the inn; a fine yellow; three- | 
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‘parts-crown bloodhound. was lying on the ground beside 
me with whom I ‘had been playing, a little time before. 
_ Iwas just about: to fall asleep, when I heard a ‘hem’ at 
_ the outward door of the posada, which was a long way 
below at the end ofa passage which communicated: with 
_ the court: Instantly the hound started upon his legs, and 
_ with a loud yell; and with eyes flashing fire, ran nearly 
found) the: corridor, down a flight of steps, and through 
the passage to'the gate. There was then a dreadful noise, 
_ inowhich’ the cries of a human being and the yells of the 
hound were blended. I forthwith started up and ran 
_ down; ‘followed by several other guests, who came rushing 
 outsof their chambers round the corridor. At the gate 
_ weisaw a tmanon the ground and the hound trying’ to 
strangle him. -It-was with the greatest difficulty, and 
_ chiefly through the ‘intervention of the master of the dog, 
i who happened ‘to be present, that the animal could: be 
- made’ to quit’ his’ hold.. The assailed person was'a very 
_ powerful’ man,’ but’ had»an evil countenance, was ‘badly 
dressed, and had neither hat, shoes nor stockings. We 
| taisedvhim up ‘and'gave him wine, which’ he drank 
| greedily, and presently, without saying’ ‘a word, disap- 
_ pearéd:! The guests said they had no‘doubt that he was 
_amurdeter flying ‘from justice, and that the dog by his 
_ instinct, even/at a:distance; knew him to be‘such.' ‘The 
mastérisaid that it was the first time that the dog had 
ever attacked) any one or shown the slightest symptom 
of ferocity» Not ‘the least singular part of the matter 
-wasy:thatthe’ dog didnot belong''to the house; but’ to one 
ofthe guests’ froma distant village ; the creature there- 
_ fore could not consider itself the house’s guardian.” 
‘boeie had scarcely ‘finished’ my tale when the other man 
_¢amelinand»said that he had found’a guide, a young man 
from Pont:Erwyd, who would: be glad of such-an oppor- 
tunity to'go and»see his parents, that he was then'dress- 
ing-himself, and would shortly make his appearance. In 
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about twenty minutes he did so. He'was a stout young 
fellow, with a coarse blue coat, and coarse white felt hat; 
he held a stick'in his hand. The kind young) book- 
keeper now advised us to set out without delay;as the 
day was drawing to. a close and the way was long. 91 
shook him by the hand, told him that I should: never 
forget his civility, and departed with the'guide. 

The fine young girl, whom I have already. mentioned, — 
and another about two: years younger, departed with us. — 
They were dressed in the graceful female attire of old 
Wales. 

We bore to the south down.a ledeane and came ‘to 
some mooty, quaggy ground: intersected) with water- 
courses. The agility of the young girls surprised me; 
they sprang over the water-courses, some of which were 
at least four feet wide, with the ease and alacrity of 
lawns. After a short time we came to ‘a road, which, 
however, we did not long reap the benefit of, as it,only 
fed to a mine. Seeing a, house'on the top of a: hill, I 
asked my guide whose it was. 

“Ty powdr,” said, he, “a powder: notican by: which ; 
supposed he meant a magazine’ of powder, used» for 
blasting in the mines. . He had ‘not a’word of English.»:, 

If the young girls were nimble with. their-feet, they 
were not less so with their tongues, as they: kept) up:an 
incessant gabble with each other and with the guide. J 
understood little of what, they said, their volubility pre- 
venting me from catching more than a few words., After 
we had. gone about: two miles and a half;they darted 
away with surprising swiftness down a hill towards)a 
distant house, where, as I learned from. my guide, the 
father of the eldest lived. We ascended a hill, passed - 
between two craggy elevations, and then wended to the” 
south-east over a strange, miry place, in which: thought 
any one at night not acquainted with every inch of the 
way -would run imminent tisk of perishing. | entered 
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into conversation with my guide. After a little time he 
asked. me if I was a Welshman. I told him no. 

“You could teach many a Welshman,” said he. 

“Why do you think so?” said I. 

“Because many of your words are quite above my 
comprehension,”. said he. 

“No great. compliment,” thought I to myself; but 
putting a good face upon the matter I told him that I 
knew a great many old Welsh words. 

“Ts Potosi an old Welsh word ?” said he. 

“No,” said I; “it is the name of a mine in the Deheu- 
barth of America.” 

“Ts it a lead. mine?” 

“No!” said I, “it is. a silver mine.” 

“Then why do they call our mine, which is’a lead 
mine, by the name of a silver mine?” 

“ Because they wish to give people to understand,” 
said I, “that it is very rich—as rich in lead as Potosi in 
silver, Potosi is, or was, the richest silver mine in the 
world, and from it has come at least one half of the silver 

which we use in. the shape of money and other things.” 
. “Well,” said he, “I have frequently asked, but could 
never learn before why our, mine was called Potosi.” 

“You did not ask at the right quarter,” said I; “the 

young man with the glazed hat could have told you as 
well as I.” I inquired. why the place where the mine 
was bore the name of Esgyrn Hirion or Long, Bones. 
He told me that he did not know, but believed, that the 
bones of a cawr or giant had been found 'there.in ancient 
re _Lasked him if the mine was deep. 

“Very deep,” he replied. . 

a: “Do you like the life of a miner?” said I. 

aft Very much,” said he, “and should like it more, but 
for the noises of the hill.” 

_ “Do you mean the powder blasts?” said I. 

. “Oh no!” said he, “I care nothing for them; I mean 
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the noises ‘made* by the’ spirits ‘of the hill ‘in the mine. 
Sometimes they make such’ noises’ as frighten the ' poor 
fellow who works underground out of his senses.’ Once 
ona time I was working’ by myself very: deep under- | 
ground, in a little chamber to which a very deep shaft _ 
led. I had just taken up my light’to’survey my work, — 
when all of a sudden J heard a dreadful rushing noise, as 
if an! immense quantity of ‘earth had come ‘tumbling © 
down. ‘Oh God!” said'I, and fell’ backwards, letting the 
light fall, which instantly went out.’ IPthought the whole — 
shaft had given way; and’ that I was ‘buried ‘alive. q lay 
for several hours half stupefied, thinking now and’ then 
what a dreadful thing it was to be buried alive.’ At 
length I thought I would get up, go to the mouth of the 
shaft, feel the mould;'with which it was choked up, and 
then come back, lie down, ‘and’ die: “Sol got ‘up vand 
tottered to the mouth of ‘the shaft, put out’ my‘ hand and 
felt—nothing ; all’ was ‘clear. I‘ went ' forward, and — 
presently felt the ladder. Nothing had fallen ; all was 
just the’ same as’when I came dowi! “Twas dteadfilly | 
afraid: that I’should never be able to 'get'up in the dark © 
without breaking my neck; however, I’ tried, and at last, 
with a great ‘deal ‘of’ toil’ ‘ana danger, got toa place 
where other’ men ‘were’ working. The noise’ was caused 
‘by the spirits of the hill‘in the hope’ of dtiving't the miner 
‘out'of his sensés.”° They'very nearly siiécéeded, oe shall 
never forget how’ I felt ‘when “I thought | T was buried — 
alive. If it’ were not for those noises in the hill, ‘the life 
lof a miner would ‘be quite heaven below.” 

We came to@eottage standing ‘under a hillock, “ashi 
the side of which tumbled a” ‘streamlet ‘close’ ‘by the 
northern side of ‘the ‘building. © ‘The door was open; and 
inside were tw6 or three’ females’ and some. ee 
“Have you any enwyn?” said the lad, peeping” ane 

“Oh yes!” said a voi¢e—* digon ! Idigon'!” PresiGlty a 
‘buxom, laughing’ girl brought°out two dishes Of butter- 
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: bate one of which she handed:to me and) the other: to 
the guide. I asked herithe name/of the places» » . 
“ Gwen Frwd+—the ‘Fair Rivulet,)” said she, 

“Who lives here?” 

(fA shepherd.) 

“ Have you any. Finalist rye 

“Nagos!” said she, bursting. into a’ loud: ‘laugh. 
“What should)-we,do with: English here?” After we 
had drunk the buttermilk J) offered the girl:some money, 
butshe drew)! back her’ hand) angrily, and said “We 
don’t take money from tired strangers for two:drops of 
buttermilk; there's plenty within) and: there are'a thou- 
sand ewes on the hill. Farvel!”)iw prone rm 

 Déar me!” thought I to) myself as-I sac away 
* ‘that I-should:once:in my days have:found shepherd life 
something as poets have represented it! hea! 

I saw a mighty mountain ata considerable dea on 
the right, the same I believe which I had noted some 
hours before. I inquired of my guide whether it was 
Plynlimmon. 

“Oh no!” said he, that is Gaverse,; ,Pumlimmon i is to 
the left.” 

“Plynlimmon is a famed hill,” said 1; ue SHBRAFE it is, 
very. high.” 

“Yes!” said . he, eS itiads high : but it ‘is het ‘famed 
because it is high, but because the three grand rivers of 
thé’ world issue’ from its breast, the. H afren, the Rheidol, 
and the’ Giwy.” Has: Re 

Night" was’ now’ coming sabaty on, attended witha 
drizzling rain. ie earch if we: ‘were far’ ‘froin Pont 
. be there” “We: siguiente? our pace. LN fea little time 
| he’ asked me if I was’ going farther thati Pont Erwyd. 
a an “bothd for the bridge of !the'évil’ man” ‘said’ 1; 
«but L ‘daresay I‘ shall’stop at’ Pont’ Etwyd''to- amight 
oe Yow Will do right” said hes“ it is ‘only ‘three’ miles 
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from. Pont Erwyd to the bridge of the evil man, but I 
think we shall have a stormy night.” 

“When I get to Pont Erwyd,” said I, “how far shall I 
be from South Wales ?” 

“From South Wales!” said he; “ you are jin South 
Wales now; you pasnes the Beilin of North Wales a 
quarter of an hour ago.” 

The rain now fell fast, and there was so thick a mist 
that I could only see a few yards before me. We: de- 
scended into a valley, at the bottom of which I heard a 
river roaring. 

“That's the Rheidol,” said sits guide, “ coming from 
Pumlimmon, swollen with rain.” 

Without descending to the river, we turned aside up 
a hill, and, after passing by a few huts, came‘to’a large 
house, which my guide told me was'the inn of Pont: 
Erwyd. 


CHAPTER LXXXII 


Consequential Landlord—Cheek—Darfel Gatherel—Dafydd Nan- 
mor—Sheep Farms—Wholesome Advice—The Old Postman 
—The Plant de Bat—The Robber’s Cavern. 


MY guide went toa side door, and opening it eae 
ceremony went in. I followed and found. myself in a 
spacious and comfortable-looking kitchen: a large fire 
blazed in a huge grate, on one side of which was a settle; 3 
plenty of culinary utensils, both pewter and copper, hung 
around on the. walls, and several goodly rows of hams 
and sides of bacon were suspended from the roof. There 
were several people present, some on the, settle and 
others on chairs in the vicinity of the fire. As I ad- 
vanced, a man arose from a chair and came towards me — 
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He-was about thirty-five years of ‘age, well and strongly 
made, with a fresh complexion, a hawk nose, and a keen 
grey eye. He wore top-boots and breeches, a half jockey 
coat, and had a round cap made of the skin of some 
animal on his head. 

>‘ Servant, sir!”!said he in rather’ a’ sharp tone, and 
surveying*me with something of a supercilious air. 

“Your most obedient humble servant!” said I; “I 
presume you are the landlord of this house.” 

“Landlord!” said he, “landlord! It'is true I receive 
guests sometimes into my house, but I do so solely with 
the view of accommodating them; I do not depend upon 
innkeeping for a livelihood: I hire the principal part of 
the land in this neighbourhood.” . 

“Tf that be the case,” said I; “I had better continue 
my way to the’ Devil's Bridge’; I am not at all tired, and 
I believe it is not very far distant.” 

Qh; as youare’ here,” said the farmer-landlord, “I 
hope you will stay. I should be very sorry if any 
gentleman should leave my house at night after coming 
with an intention of staying, more especially in a night 
like’ this: Martha!” said he, turning to a female 
between thirty and forty—who I subsequently learned 
was the mistress—“ prepare the parlour instantly for this 
gefitleman, and don’t fail to make up a good fire.” 

_ Martha forthwith hurried away, attended by a much 
younger female. 
Till your room is’ prepared, sir,’ said he, “perhaps 
you'will have no objection to sit down before our fire?” 

“Not the ‘least;” said I; “nothing gives me greater 
pleasure than to sit before a kitchen fire. First of all, 
however, I° must settle with my guide, and likewise 
see that he has something to eat and drink.” 

‘Shall I interpret for you?” said the landlord; “the 
lad has not a word of English; ‘I know him well.” 
‘’T have not been under his guidance for the last three 
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hours,” said I, “without knowing that. he cannot aot 
English; but I want no interpreter.” 

“You do not mean to say, sir,” said the lanillord, eels 
a surprised and dissatisfied air, “that you understand, 
Welsh?” 

I made no. answer, but turning to. the par thafilted 
him for his kindness, and giving aim some hii ia asked: 
him if it.was enough. 

“More than. enough; sir,” said. the: iam toy | did not 
expect half as much.. Farewell!” 

He was then. about) to departs but: I prevented biog 
saying : | 
“You must not go till you, have’ pater and drunk. 

What will you have?” [t-nibas 

“ Merely a cup of ale, sir,” said the lad. it 

“ That won’t do,” said I ;.“you shallyhave bread and. 
cheese and as much ale as ees can drink. Pray,”, said I 
to the landlord, “let this young man have some, Reread 
and. cheese and a large quart of ale.” ror 

The landlord looked. at me for a moment, t hen tumn- 
ing to the lad he said ; 

“What dovyou think of that, Shon ? Iti is “some tinte 
since you had a quart of ale to.your own cheek.” 4.) 

“ Cheek,” said I—“cheek!. Is.that a Welsh. ota 
Surely it is an importation from. the dis ans not 
a very genteel one,” 

“Oh come, sir!” said the landioeds “we can) dleeie 
with your criticisms. A pretty, thing indeed for you, 
on the strength of knowing half-a-dozen words of Welsh, 
to. set up for a Welsh critic in the house-ofa person: who 
knows the ancient British language perfectly.” ; oeksia 

“Dear me!” said I, “how fortunate I -aajl a person 
thoroughly versed, in the ancient. British. language. is 
what I have long wished to see. . Pray deg is» the 
meaning of Darfel Gatherel?”.._. ers F0n aReeD st 

ck Oh sir!” said the: landlord, “you must aneriee that 
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question yourself; I don’t pretend to understand gib- 
berish |” 

“ Darfel Gatherel,” Ai I, “is not gibberish; it was the 
name of the great wooden image at Ty Dewi, or Saint 
David's, in’ Pembrokeshire, to which thousands. of 
pilgrims in the days of popery used to repair for the 
purpose of adoring: it, and which at the time of ‘the 
Reformation’ was sent up to London as a. curiosity, 
where it eventually served as firewood to burn the monk 
Forrest upon, who was sentenced to the stake by Henry 
the Eighth for denying his supremacy. What I want 
to know jis, the meaning of the name, which I could 
never get explained, but which you who know the 
ancient British language perfectly can doubtless 
interpret.” 

“Qh; sir;” said the landlord, “ when I said I knew the 
British language perfectly, I perhaps went too far; there 
are, of course, some obsolete terms in the British tongue, 
which I «don’t understand. Dar; Dar--what is it? 
Darmod Cotterel amongst the rest; but to a general 
knowledge of the Welsh language I think I may lay 
some pretensions; were I not well acquainted with 
it, I should not have carried off the prize at various 
eisteddfodau,.as I1.have done. I am a poet, sir—-a 
prydydd.” 

“Tt is singular enough,” said I, “that the only two 
Welsh poets I have seen have been innkeepers—one is 
yourself, the other a person I met in Anglesey. I 
suppose the Muse is fond of cwrw da.” 

“You would fain be pleasant, sir,’ said: the landlord ; 
“but’ I beg leave to inform you that I am not fond 
of pleasantties; and now, as my wife and the servant 
are returned, I will have the pleasure of conducting 
you to the parlour.” 

“Before I go,” said I, “I should like to see my guide 
provided with what I ordered.” I stayed till the lad 
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was accommodated with bread and cheese and a foaming 
tankard of ale, and then bidding him farewell, I followed 
the landlord into the parlour, where I found a fire kindled, 
which, however, smoked exceedingly. I asked my host 
what I could have for supper, and was told that he 
did not know, but that if I would leave the matter 
to him he would send the best he could. As he was 
going away, I said: “So you are a poet? Well, I 
am very glad to hear it, for I have been fond of Welsh 
poetry from my boyhood. What kind of verse do you 
employ in general? Did you ever write an awdl in the 
four-and-twenty measures? What are the themes of 
your songs? The deeds of the ancient heroes of South 
Wales, I suppose, and the hospitality of the great men 
of the neighbourhood who receive you as an honoured 
guest at their tables. I'll bet a guinea that however 
clever a fellow you may be you never sang anything in 
praise of your landlord’s housekeeping equal to what 
Dafydd Nanmor sang in praise of that of ni of Twyn 
four hundred years ago: 


‘For Ryce if hundred thousands plough’d 
The lands around his fair abode ; 
Did vines of thousand vineyards bleed, ' 
Still corn and wine great Ryce would need ; 
If all the earth had bread’s sweet savour, 
And water all had cyder’s flavour, 
Three roaring feasts in Ryce’s hall 
Would swallow earth and ocean all.’ 


Hey ?” 

“ Really, sir,” said the landlord, “I don’t know how to 
reply to you, for the greater part of your discourse is 
utterly unintelligible to me. Perhaps you are a, le 
Welshman than myself; but however that may be, I 
shall take the te of retiring in order to iaiwe orders 
about your supper.” ; 

In about half-an-hour the supper made ie appearance 
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in the shape of some bacon and eggs. On tasting them 
I found them very good, and calling for some ale I 
made a very tolerable supper. After the things had 
been removed I drew near to the fire, but as it still 
smoked, I soon betook myself to the kitchen. My guide 
had taken his departure, but the others whom I had 
left were still there. The landlord was talking in Welsh 
toa man in a rough great-coat, about sheep. Setting 
myself down near the fire, I called for a glass of whiskey 
and water, and then observing that the landlord and his 
friend had suddenly become silent, I said: “Pray go 
on with your discourse ; don’t let me be any hindrance 
to you.” 

“Yes, sir!” said the landlord snappishly, “go on with 
our discourse; for your edification, I suppose?” 

“Well,” said I, “suppose it is for my edification ; surely 
you don’t grudge a stranger a little edification which 
will cost you nothing ?” 

“J. don’t know that, sir,” said the landlord; “I don’t 
know that. Really, sir, the kitchen is not the place fora 
gentleman.” | . 

“Yes, it is,” said I, “provided the parlour smokes. 
Come, come, I am going to have a glass of whiskey and 
water ; perhaps you will take one with me.” 

“Well, sir!” said the landlord, in rather a softened 
tone, “I have no objection to take a glass with you.” 

Two glasses of whiskey and water were presently 
brought, and the landlord and I drank to each other’s 
health. 

“Is this a sheep district?” said I, after a pause of a 
minute or two. 

“Yes, sir,” said the landlord; “it may to a certain 
extent be called a sheep district.” 

“T suppose the Southdown and Norfolk breeds would 
not do for these here parts,” said I, with a regular 
Norfolk whine. 
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“No, sir, I don’t think they would exactly,” said the 
landlord, staring at me. ‘Do you:know anything about 
sheep?” a) See 

“Plenty, plenty,” said 1; “quite as much indeed as 
about Welsh words and poetry.” Then in a yet more 
whining tone than before, I said: “Do you think:that a 
body with money in: his pidalesit could hire'a nice SS 
able sheep farm hereabouts ? ” 

“Qh, sir!” said the landlord ina Fibs anit “you 
have come to look out for a farm, I see;'and to outbid us 
poor Welshmen :)it is on that:account you have lari 
Welsh ; but, sir, I would have you know———’ 

i Conve !” said I, “don’t be afraid; I wouldn’t have all 
the farms in your country, oitovadieutt you would: tie them 
in a string and offer them to me. If:] talked about a 
farm, it was. because: I am in the habit of talking about 
everything, being versed in all matters, do»you see, or 
affecting to be so, which comes much: to the same thing. 
My real business in this neighbourhood ‘is to see the 
Devil’s Bridge and the scenery about iti%»‘ 3 

“Very good, sir,” said the landlord ; “] théugintok sovat 
first. A great many English go to see ithe Devil’s Bridge 
and the scenery near it, though I really don’t know why, 
for there is nothing so very particular in either.: We 
have a bridge here too, quite as good as the Devil’s 
Bridge; and:as for scenery, I’ll back the scenery about 
this house against anything of the kind in the neighbour- 
hood of the Devil’s Bridge. Yet everybody goes to the 
Devil’s Bridge and nobody comes here!” 

“You might easily bring everybody here,” said a ae 
you would but employ your talent. You should ‘cele- 
brate the wonders of your neighbourhood in cowydds, 
and you would soon have plenty of visitors ; but you 
don’t want them, om ay and iol ona ton oF without | 
theme: 6d t ob) dos 

The landlord iokea at me ae a moment, veer caning 
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asip of his whiskey and water he turned to the man ‘with 
whom he had previously been talking and recommenced 
the discourse about sheep. I+make no doubt, however, 
that 1 was! a ‘restraint! upon ‘them: they fredinientiiy 
glanced’ at. me, and ‘soon fell to whispering. At last 
both got, up and left the room, the landlord: finishing 
his glass of whiskey and water before he went away. © 

“So you are going to the Devil’s Bridge, sir!” said an 
elderly man, dressed in a grey coat, with a broad-brimmed 
hat; who sat''on the settle smoking a pipe in» company 
with another elderly man with a leather hat, with whom 
I had heard him discourse sometimes in Welsh, some- 
times in see the Welsh which he spoke: being rather 
broken. 

‘$ Yes,” said 1; *I am going to sai a sight of the 
bridge’and the néighbouring scenery.” 

“Well, sir, I don’t think you will be oe for 
both are wonderful.” 
» Are you a Welshman ?.” said: I. 

“No, sir, I am not; 1 ‘am an Englishman from 


- Durham; which is the best county in England.” 


“So it is,” said. I—“ for some things at any rate. For 
example; where do you find such beef as in Durham?” 

“Ah; where indeed, sir? I have) always said that 

neither the: Devonshire nor the Lincolnshire beef is to 


be named in the:same day with that-of Durham,” 


“Well,” said: 1, “what business do you follow in these 
parts? I suppose you farm?” 

il No,rsiny 1 do not ; I am ‘what: they call a «mining 
eepteded’ f 

»of L suppose seat een said 1, motioning to the 
man in the leather hat,“is not from Durham?” 

“No, sir, he is not; he is from this ‘iaetnapiraig ? 

. “And does he fellows minim Pi loi: 

No, sir, he: ‘does not ; he carties belt the letters.’ 
661s your mine near: this place? ” |! 
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“ Not very, sir; it is nearer the Devil’s Bridge.” 

“Why is the bridge called the Devil’s Bridge?” said I. 

“ Because, sir, tis said that the Devil built it in the old 
time, though that I can hardly believe; for the Devil, do 
ye see, delights in nothing but mischief, and it is not 
likely that such being the case he would have built a 
thing which must have been of wonderful service to 
people by enabling them to pass in safety over a dread- 
ful gulf.” 

“T have heard,” said the old postman with he leather 
hat, “that the Devil had no hand in de work at all, but 
that it was built by a Mynach, or monk, on which 
account de river over which de bridge is built is called 
Afon y Mynach—dat is de Monk’s River.” 

“ Did you ever hear,” said I, “of three creatures who 
lived a long time ago near the Devil’s Bridge, called the 
Plant de Bat?” 

“ Ah, master!” said the old postman, “I do see that 
you have been in these parts before; had you not, you 
would not know of the Plant de Bat.” 

“No,” said I, “I have never been here before; but I 
heard of them when I wasa boy, from a Cumro who 
taught me Welsh, and had lived for some time in these 
parts. Well, what do they say here about the Plant de 
Bat? for he who mentioned them to me could’ give me 
no further information about them than that they were 
horrid creatures who lived in a ose near’ the Devil's 
Bridge several hundred years’ ago.” 

{ Well, master,” said the old postman, ‘thrusting his 
forefinger twice or thrice into the bowl of his pipe, “I 
will tell you what they says here about the Plant de Bat. 
In de old time—two, three hundred year ago—a'man lived 
somewhere about here called Bat or Bartholomew ; this 
- man had three children, two boys and one ‘girl, Diaibiot 
because their father’s name was Bat, were generally 
called ‘Plant de Bat,’ or Bat’s children, Very wicked 
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children they were from their cradle, giving their father 
and mother much trouble and uneasiness; no good in 
any one of them, neither in the boys nor the girl. Now 
the boys, once when they were rambling idly about, 
lighted by chance upon a cave near the Devil’s Bridge. 
Very strange cave it was, with just one little hole at top 
to go in by; so the boys said to one another: ‘ Nice 


_ cave this for thief to live in. Suppose we come here 


when we are a little more big and turn thief ourselves.’ 
Well, they waited till they were a little more big, and 
then leaving their father’s house they came to de cave 
and. turned thief, lying snug there all day and going out 
at night to rob upon the roads. Well, there was soon 
much talk in the country about the robberies which were 
being committed, and people often went out in search of 
de thieves, but all in vain ; and no wonder, for they were 


_ ina cave very hard to light upon, having, as I said before, 


merely one little hole at top to go in by: So Bat’s boys 
went on swimmingly for a long time, lying snug in cave 
by day and going out at night to rob, letting no one 
know where they. were but their sister, who was as bad 
as themselves, and used to come to them and bring them 
food and stay with them for weeks, and sometimes go out 
and rob with them. But as de pitcher which goes often 
to de well comes home broke at last, so it happened with 
Bat’s children. After robbing people-upon the roads by 


_ night many a long year and never being found out; they 


at last met one great gentleman upon the roads by night 
and not only robbed, but killed him, leaving his body all 
cut and gashed near to Devil’s Bridge. That job was the 
ruin of Plant de Bat, for the great gentleman’s friends 
gathered together and hunted after his murderers with 
dogs, and at length came to the cave, and going in, found 


_ it stocked with riches, and the Plant de Bat sitting upon 


the riches, not only the boys but the girl also. So they 


, took out the riches and the Plant de Bat, and the riches 
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they did give to churches and spyttys, and the Plant de 
Bat they did execute, hanging the boys and burning the 
girl) That, master, is what they says in dese bait about 
the Plant de Bat.” 

“Thank you!” said I. “Is thecave set to be beeisiat 

“Oh yes! it is yet to be seen, or part of it, for it is not 
now what it was, having been partly flung open to hinder 
other thieves from nestling in it. \It\is onthe bank’ of 
the river Mynach, just before it joins the Rheidol.. Many 
gest igiells in de summer go to see the Plant de Bat’s 
cave.” 

“ Are you sure,” said I, “that Plant de Bat’ means 
Bat’s children?” 

“JT am not sure, master ; I merely says what I have 
heard other people say. I believe some says ‘that “it 


means ‘the wicked children, or ‘the Devil’s:children.’ | 


And now, master, we may as well have done’ with them, 
for should you question me through the whole night; 
I could tell you nothing more about the Plant de Bati?' 


After a little further discourse, chiefly: about’ sheep — 


and the weather, I retired to the parlour, ‘where’ the 
fire was now burning brightly; seating myself before 
it, 1 remained for a considerable time staring at the 


embers and thinking over the events of the day: At 


length I rang the bell and begged to be shown ‘to my 
chamber, where I soon sank to sleep, lulled ‘by: the 


pattering of rain against the window and the: asta os 


a neighbouring cascade. 


“CHAPTER LXXXUI 


wild ae ae Chasm Jolin Greayes—Durham County— 
© Queen Philippa—The Two Aldens—Welsh Wife—The 
‘Noblest Business—The Welsh and the Salve—The Lad John. 


A RAINY and boisterous night was succeeded by ‘a 
bright:and «beautiful «morning... I)sarose and having 
ordered» breakfast went» forth to. see what kind of 
country I had got into. I found myself amongst wild, 
strange-looking hills;not, however, of any particular 
height. The house, which seemed to ‘front the east, 
stood on’ the side of a hill, on a wide platform abutting 
on a deep and awful chasm, at the bottom of which 
chafed:and: foamed ‘the. Rheidol: . This river enters 
the valley of Pont Erwyd from the ‘north-west, then 
makes a’ variety of snake-like turns,‘and at last bears 
away to the south-east just below the inn. ‘The banks 
are sheer walls, from sixty to:'a hundred feet high, and 
the bed of the river has all the appearance of a volcanic 
rent. A brook, running from’ the south past the inn, 
tumbles into’ the chasm at an angle, and forms the 
cascade: whose: sound had lulled’ me to sleep’ the pre- 
ceding night. * ie | 

»sAftere frrbalcadting I patil my bill, and set out for 
the Devil’s: Bridge without seeing “anything more of 
that remarkable personage in whom were united land- 
lord, farmer, poet, and mighty fine gentleman — the 
master of the house.’ I'‘soon reached the bottom of 
the valley, where are a few houses and ‘the bridge’ from 
which the place takes its name, Pont Erwyd signifying 
the bridge of Erwyd. ‘As’ I was ‘looking over the 


bridge, near!'which are two or three small waterfalls, 


an elderly man in a grey coat, followed by a young 
S 545 
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lad and dog, came down the road which I had myself 
just descended. 

“Good day, sir,” said he, stopping when he came 
upon the bridge. “I suppose you are bound my road?” 

“ Ah,” said I, recognising the old mining captain with 
whoin' I had talked in the kitchen the night before, 
“is it you?,,I am glad to see you. Yes, 1. am bound 
your way, provided you are going to the Devil’s 
Bridge.” . f 

“ Then, sir, we can go together, for Iam muted to 
my mine, which lies only a little way t deine side of the 
Devil’s Bridge.” 

Crossing the bridge of Bua we ditectet our course: 
to the south-east. . 

“What young man» is: that,” said I, “ neta is coer 
behind us?? 

Sihbe young man, sit, 1s my son John wens the Heri 
with him is his dog Joe.” 

“And what may your name’ be, if I ae take the 
liberty of asking ?” . 

“ Greaves, Sir ; Jobe Greaves from the county of 
Durham.” 

“Ah! a capital county rio 4 said I, 

“You like the county, sir? God bless you! id John! 1? 
said, he in a loud voice,turning to the lad,“ ror don’t) 
you offer to carry the gentleman’s knapsack ?” rsil 

“Don’t let: him trouble himself,” said I.’ .“As:d was 
just now saying, a capital county is Durham county)” 

“ You really had, better let the boy carry'your bag, sir”! 

“No,” said I, “I. would, rather .carry. it- myself.»:1) 
question, upon, the whole..whether. there jis a batten 
county, in .England.” port 

“Is it long since your honour v was in! ‘Dushaia cotimty 2” Ve 

“A good long time. . A matter of forty years,” if 

“ Forty years !—why that’s the life of aman, That's! 
longer. than Ihave been, out of the county myself, — 


; scsi a DURHAM COUNTY 547 


I suppose aida honour can’t «remember Hinuichi about 
the county.” ( 

“ Ohi yes, I.can! I remember a good deal.” 

«Please, your'-honour, tell) me what you remember 
about thé county. © It would do me! good to: hear. it.” 

“Well, I. remember it was a very fine county in more 
respects than one. One part of it was full»of big 
hills and mountains, where! there: were mines of coal 
and; lead, with mighty works with ‘tall chimneys spout- 
ing out black smoke, and engines roaring and big 
wheels ‘going found, some turned by steam, and others 
by. what) :they call. forces, that’ is, brooks. of water 
dashing down steep channels. Another part was a 
more level country, with beautiful woods, happy-looking 
farm-houses, well-filled fields and rich, glorious meadows, 
in’ which ; stood Btately; with -brown) sides’ and short 
horns, the Durham ox.’ . 

“ Oh dear, oh dear!” said my companion: “Ah! I see 
your honour knows everything about Durham county. 
Forces? none but one who had been in Durham county 
would have used that. word. I haven’t heard it: for 
five-and:+thirty years. Forces! there was a force close 
to my village. 1 wonder if your honourshas ever been 
in. Durham icity ?” 

» Qh yes! I-have been there.” . 

Does, your, honour semembes eh el about 
Daishact city?” ae Mie fis) 
»“ Ob yes!|1 remember a good deal about it”. 

“Then, your honour, pray tell us what. you remember: 
about it—pray do! perhaps it will do me good.” 

) “Well; then, I) remember that it) was a fine old city 
standing jon aj hill-with’ a river running. under’ it, and 
that it had a fine old church, one of the finest inthe: 
whole of ,Britain; likewise a fine old castle; and) last, 
not least, a capital old inn, where I got a capital dinner 
off roast Durham’ beef, and. a capital glass \of ale; 
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Which I' believewas:the cause of ‘my being ‘ever after 
fond of ale.” iu 

“Dear me! s:Ahy I see your honour tenowaSalldabéut 
Durhamo'city., And now ‘let me oask! one question. 
How-came your honour to Durham city: andcounty ? 
Idon’t' think) your honoursis a wee man iio of 
town'or field.” 

“I amenot; but’ when’ I was’a little: i phat 
through Biackizin county with my mother | mena: soma 
toa place called Scotland.” 

“ Scotland! a queer countty that, your eonibet 12s 

fSo it is,"said Te; “a wes country “I henna saw 
in all-my life.” vobt ) 

Anda _e set of people, your honour,» (9/9) 910: 

So they are,” ‘said I ; “a queerer set of aceite than 
the: Scotch you would sdarttly see in’a summer’s day.” 

“The Durham folks, neither of town'or field, have 
much reason to speak: well of the Scotch; your-honour.” 

I dare say'not,” said L; “very few people have? 1) 

“And yet ithe Durham folks, your honour, 'generally 
contrived to give'them as good’as they brought.) lic» 

“'That they did)’ said I ; “a pretty licking the’ Durham 
folks once gave! the Scots under the’ walls of Durham’ 
city, after the scamps had been plundering the country 
for three weeks—a precious licking they gave ‘them, 
slaying I don’t: ihe how’ many beige - hee taking 
their king prisoner.” Qios mga 

“So they did, your honour, and under thee ‘command 
of a:woman too,” yoy analy 

“Very true;” saidol 3! ‘Queen Philippa.”\> 

“Just? so, your: horiduit The idea that! ‘your: bokiour 
should know! so’ much hs eet “both ar ane: | 
town!” | 

Well,” said’I, “since I have ol you so sikh Maik 
Durham, perhaps you will now tell me ie ccd | 
yourself. « How did you’ come here?” wig? 
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“Thad better begin from the beginning; “your honour. 
I ‘was born: in’ Durham‘county ‘close beside the’ Great 
Force, “whichno ‘doubt your’ honour ‘has seen. \°My 
father was a‘farmer;and had a bitvof a share in‘a mining 
concern’: biwasbroughtiup from my ‘childhood both ‘to 
farming and ‘mining work; but*most to mining, because, 
do ‘you seé, I>took most’ pleasure in*it; being: the more 
noble‘business’of the'two. Shortly after: I had come‘ to 
man’s éstate my’ father died, leaving’ mea decent little 
property; whereupon I forsook ‘farming altogether vand 
gave’ myself up, body, soul, and capital): to’ «mining, 
which at last I thoroughly understand in all its branches. 
Well; your ‘honour; about’ five-and-thirty ‘years ago+ 
that ‘was when I’ wasabout ‘twenty-eight—a cry! went 
through ‘the north country that a great deal of money 
might: be made by opening Wales,. that is, by mining 
in’ Wales in the proper fashion,’ which -meafs!the 
north country fashion, for there is’no other’ fashion ‘of 
mining’ good for much: » There*had long’ been mines" in 
Wales, but they had always been worked in'a poor, weal 
languid “manner, very different from ‘that of thé north 
country..""So a ‘company was formed, at’ theshead: of 
which were'the Alaens, George and Thomas, for opening 
Wales; and! they purchased» certain’ ’ mines! “im these 
districts:which they knew to be productive, and which 
might .bé: made »yet moreso, and~settling down here 
called themselves the Rheidol United. Well; after they 
had| been here’a little time ‘they found themselves? in 
want ofa man ‘to superinténd their concerns, above’ all 
in the smelting department. So they ‘thought? ‘of ‘me, 
who was known to most of the mining ‘géntry ‘inthe 
north country}'and ‘they ‘made'a proposal to me through 
George ‘Aiden; afterwards Sir’ George, to come heré’-and 
superintend. 1 said no at first, for I didn’t likethe idea 
of leaving Durham county to'come to such‘an outlandish 
place as’'Wales; howsomeover, I’ at ‘last: allowed myself 
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to. be overpersuaded by George Alden, afterwards Sir 
George, and here I. came with my wife and family—for I 
must tell your honour I had married! a respectable young 
woman of Durham county, by whom I had two, little 
ones—here I came and did my best for the service:.of 
the Rheidol United. The company was terribly set to 
it for a long time; spending a mint of money and getting 
very poor returns.) To: my certain, knowledge, the! two 
Aldens, George and Tom, spent, between them thirty 
thousand: pounds. .The company, however, persevered, 
chiefly at the instigation of the Aldens, who were in the 
habit of saying, ‘Never say die!’ and at last: got the 
better of all their difficulties and rolled in riches, and had 
the credit of being the first company that. éver opened 
Wales, which they richly deserved, for I will uphold it that 
the Rheidol United, particularly the Aldens, George| and 
Thomas, were the first people who really opened Wales, 
In their service I have been for five-and-thirty years, and 
daresay shall, continue so till I die. I, have, been toler- — 
ably,,comfortable, your honour, though I have hadi my 
griefs, the bitterest of which was the death, of my wife, 
which happened about eight years after 1 came to, this 
country. .I thought I should have gone ‘wild. at, first, 
your honour ; having, however, always plenty to do, I at 
last’ got the better of my affliction. I continued;single — 
till, my, English family grew. up and. left; me, when, 
feeling myself rather lonely, I married a ‘decent; young 
Welshwoman, by whom, I -had one'son,the Jad John 
who. is following behind with his dog Joe, And now 
your honour knows) the whole Stary of John eeraeas) 
miner from the county of Durham.” 
“And a most-entertaining and insane hibit. it 
is,” said I. .“ You have: not told me, however, how you — 
contrived..to pick up Welsh:) I. heard you speaking it 
last night with the postman.” «| orrivgieh 
| “Why, through my, Welsh wife, your honlonirle, With. 


ee 
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out her I don’t think I should ‘ever have picked up the 
Welsh, manner. of discoursing—she is a good kind 
of woman, my Welsh wife, though———” 

“The loss of ee Durham wife: must have been a 
great grief to you,” said I. 

“It. was. the bitterest grief, your honour, as I. said 
before, that I.ever had; my next worst I think was the 
death of a dear friend.” 

_ “Who was that?” said I. 

‘(Who was it, your honour?:'why, the Duke of een 
castle.” 

“Dear me! deft I, “how came you to know bad re 
uM Why; your honour, he lived:at a place not far from 
here, called Hafod, and so 

“Hafod?” said 1; “I have often heard of Hafod and 
its library ; but I) phanohe it belonged to an old Welsh 
family called Johnes.” 

“Well, so,,it did, your honour, but: the family died 
away; and the estate was put up for sale, and: purchased 
by the Duke, who built a-fine house upon: it, which he 
made his chief place of residence—the old: family: house, 
I must tell, your honour, in which the library was, had 
been destroyed by fire... Well, he hadn’t been:Jong settled 
there before he found me out and took. wonderfully to 
me, discoursing; with.me and consulting me:about his 
farming and improvements. Many. is the: pleasant chat 
and discourse I have had with his Grace for hours» and 
hours together, for his Grace’ had not’ a bit of pride, at 
least he never showed any to me, though perhaps 
the reason of that was that we were both north country 


ie 


people. Lord! I would have laid down my life for his 


Grace and have done anything but one which he once 


asked. me to do, . ‘Greaves,’ said the. Duke to me one 


day, ‘I wish you would give up mining and become my 
steward,’ ‘Sorry I can’t oblige your Grace,’ said I, ‘but 


‘give up mining I cannot. _I will at any time give your 
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Grace all the advice I-can about farming “and: such’ like, 
but give up mining I cannot}; because why ?++I conceive 
mining to be the noblest business in’ thé ’versal world? 
Whereupon his Grace laughed, andsaid he dare say 
I was right, and never mentioned the subject again.”= 

“Was his Grace very fond of farming«and improving ?” 

“ Oh yes, your honour!» Likeall thegreat gentry, especi- 
ally the north country gentry, his Graceiwas'wonderfully 
fond of farming and improving ; sand a wonderful deal of 
good he did, reclaiming thousands of acres of land which 
was before good for nothing, and building capital farm- 
houses and offices for his tenants. His«grand feat; how- 
ever, was bringing the Durham bull into this country, which 
formed a capital cross with the Welshcows. Pity that 
he wasn’t equally fortunate with the north’ nab ome 

“Did he try to introduce them into’ Wales?” 

“Yes, but they didn’t answer, as I knew they apolidatl 
Says I to the Duke : ‘It won’t do, your Grace, to ‘bring 
the north country sheep‘here : becausé why? the hills‘are 
too wet and cold for their constitutions’; but his Grace, 
who had. sometimes a» will of’ his own, ‘persisted and 
brought the north ‘country sheep 'to ‘these ‘parts, anid’ it 
turned out as:I said—the sill caught! oo aise Kee 
the wool parted and——” MG! SASS 

“ But,” said I, “you should have told nim avait si 
salve ‘made of bran, ’ butter and oil; you should have 
done that.” © 

“Well, so I:did) your aitdsaintl Vtold him bb the 
salve, and the Duke listened ‘to me, andthe! salve was — 
made by these very hands; but when’ it’ was made, 
what do you think? the foslikh Welsh wouldn’t put it. 
on, saying that it was against their laws ‘and ‘statties 
otal religion to use it, and talked about Devil’s salves and 
the Witch of Endor, and the sin against the Holy Ghost, 
and such like nonsense. So to prevent! a’ regular rebel- 
lion, the, Duke gave up the salve; and ‘the’ poor’ ‘sheep 
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pines: or and died, tilbcat i therewas" not: one 
left” | sl 
at Who Jabldis re estital at elasctt ?'” said I. 
cu of Why, ae great gentleman: from) Lancashire, ‘your 
aie who bought it when:the: Duke died; but he 
doesn’t take the/same-pleasure in*it which the Duke did, 
nor spend soimuch money »about it, the consequence 
being)-that everything: looks:wery different» ftom) what 
it looked inthe. Duke's time. ‘The inn at the Devil’s 
Bridgerand the grounds: look very different from what 
they: looked! im)/the’ Duke’s time, for: you must “know 
that the inmiand the grounds) form part of the: Hafod 
estate; and are\hired from the’ proprietor.” 
» By this time we: had arrived,at.a small village) with 
a) toll-bar;and-sa' small; church: or chapel at some. little 
distance from:the road, which here made aturn nearly 
full south.» The ;toad) was) very good, but» the country 
was: wild andirugged}) there was a deep: vale on the 
right, latethe «bottom of which ‘rolled the Rheidol in 
its cleft, ising beyond which were steep, naked ‘hills, 
bit This village,” said my companion, “is called Ysbytty 
Cynfyniss Down on, the right, past the church, is oa 
strange; bridge;,across: the: ‘Rheidol,; which runs’ there 
through»a-horrid: kind of a place. |The bridge is called 
PontiyrOffeiriad, or the Parson’s Bridge; because in the 
old time the clergyman: passed over it every Sunday 
to do duty in the church here.” 

“Why is this place called Ysbytty Cynfyn?” said I, 
_ “which means the hospital of the first boundary; is 
 therea hospital of the second boundary near here ?” 
“J can’t say anything about boundaries, your honour ; 
all I know is, that there is another Spytty farther on 
_ beyond Hafod called Ysbytty Ystwyth, or the ’Spytty 
upon the Ystwyth. But to return to the matter of 
_ the Minister’s Bridge: I would counsel your honour 
q to go and see that bridge before you leave these parts. 


s* 
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A vast number of’ gentry go to see it in the’summer 
time. It was the bridge which the landlord was 
mentioning ‘last: night, though it scarcely belongs to 
his district, being quite as near the Devil’s*Bridge inn 
as it is to his own, your honour.” 

We went.on discoursing for about ‘half:a orl farthes 
when, stopping by a road which branched off. to the 
hills on. the left, my companion: said ;'o*1 ‘must now 
wish your honour good day, being. obliged to go a 
little way up here to a mining work on a/small bit 
of business; my son, however, and his dog Joe will show 
your honour the way to the Devil’s Bridge, as they 
are bound to a place a little way past it,:: Dhave’now 
but one word to say, which is, that should ever your 
honour please to visit me at» my mine, your honour 
shall receive every facility for inspecting: the works, — 
and moreover have a bellyful: of drink and victuals 
from Jock Greaves, miner from’ the county of Durham,” 

I shook the honest fellow by the hand, and went 
on in company with the lad John and: his' dog ‘as. far 
as the Devil’s Bridge. . John was highly-intelligent lad, — 
spoke Welsh and }English fluently; could read; jas he 
told me, both languages, and ‘had some acquaintance 
with the writings of Twm o’r Nant, as he showed: by 
repeating the following lines of the carter iit keenly 
not the worst which he ever wrote :— raf 


“Twm o’r Nant.mae cant a’m galw, , 
Tomas Edwards yw fy enw.” 


“Tom O Nant is a nickname I’ve got, of 
My name’s Thomas Edwards, I wot.” glen 


CHAPTER LXXXIV 


The Hospice The Two Rivers—The Devil’s Bridge—Pleasant 
Recollections. 


I ARRIVED at the Devil’s Bridge at about eleven o’clock 
ofa fine: but cold day, and took up my quarters at the 
inn, of which I was the sole guest during the whole 
time that I continued there; for the inn, standing in 
a lone; wild district, has very few guests except in 
summer, when it is thronged with tourists, who avail 
themselves of that genial season to view the wonders 
of Wales, of which the region close by is considered 
amongst the principal. 

The inn, or rather hospice—for the sounding name 

‘of hospice is more applicable to it than the common 
one of inn—was built at a great expense by the late 
Duke of Newcastle. It is an immense lofty cottage 
_ with) projecting eaves, and has a fine window to the east 
_ which enlightens a stately staircase anda noble gallery. 
It fronts the north, and stands in the midst of one 
of the ‘most remarkable localities in the world, of which 
it would require a far more vigorous) pen than’ mine 
to convey an adequate idea. 

Far to the west is a tall, strange-looking hill, the 
top: of ‘which bears no: slight resemblance’ to that of 
_ a battlemented castle. This hill, which is believed 
to’ have’ been in ancient times a stronghold of the 
Britons, bears the name of Bryn y Castell, or the hill 
of the! castle: To the north-west are: russet hills, to 
the east two brown paps, whilst» to the south is a 
high, swelling mountain,;, To the north, and just below 
_ the hospice, is a profound hollow with all the appearance 


of the crater of an extinct volcano; at the bottom 
; , 555 
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of this hollow the waters of two rivers unite; those 
of the Rheidol from the north, and those of the Afon 
y Mynach, or the Monks’ River, from the south-east. 
The Rheidol, falling’ over a rocky precipice at the 
northern side of the hollow, forms..a_ cataract. very 
pleasant to look upon from the middle upper window 
of the inn. Those of the Mynach which pass under 
the celebrated Devil's Bridge «are» not: visible; ‘though 
they generally make themselves. heard.» The waters 
of both, after uniting; flow away* through a romantic 
glen towards the west: The: sides of the hollow, and 
indeed» of most of the ravines in! the neighbourhood, 
which are numerous, are beautifully clad with woods: 
Penetrate now into: the hollow ‘above’ which ‘the 
hospice stands. You descend by successive flights 
of steps, some of which are very slippery and’ insecure. 
On. your right is the Monks’: River, roaring down its 
dingle in five successive falls, to join its brother the: 
Rheidol. Each of the falls has its own peculiar basin, 
one'or two of which are said to be of awful: depth. 
The length which these falls with their basins occupy is 
about: five hundred feet. On’ the: side of the ‘basin 
of the last: butvone is the cave; or the siterof the cave, 
said to have: been occupied in old timesiby the Wicked 
Children—the mysterious Plant de Bat—two ‘brothers 
and a sister, robbers and murderers; At present it is 
nearly: open on every side, having, it: is: ‘said, «been 
destroyed ‘to prevent *its being “thesshaunt: of other 
evil» people. | There is a tradition in the) country that 
the fall at one time tumbled over its mouth.» This 
tradition, however, is evidently without foundation} as 
from the nature of the ground: the river could *never 
have run» but in its present channel. Ofvall the falls; 
the fifth or last is the: most considerable; you view it 
froma kind: of den, to which the last flight lof ‘steps; 
the! ruggedest: and: ‘most dangerous’ of all,:‘has» brought 
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you. Your position here is a wild:one.' The fall; which 
is split) into’ two, is’ thundering» beside’ yous: foam; 
foam, foam is‘flying all about you ; the basin or cauldron 
is boiling frightfully below you; hirsute rocks are'frown- 
ing terribly’ above you, and: above’ them’ forest trees, 
dank “ands wet «with ospray and | mist; are Benes 
drops*in:showets from their boughs. 

But‘where is:the bridge, the celebrated bridge of the 
Evil Man? From ‘the bottom of the first flight of steps 
leading ‘down into’'the hollow “you see a modern-looking 
bridge; ‘bestriding»a deep) chasm or cleft'to:the ‘south: 
east; near ‘the’ top ‘ofthe dingle of the Monks’ River ; ‘over 
it lies the road to Pont: Erwyd. : That, however, is not 
the Devil’s Bridge; but about twenty feet ‘below’ that 
bridge, and completely overhung “by it, don’t -you'see’a 
shadowy, “spectral ‘object, something ‘like a’ bow, ‘which 
likéwise ’bestridesthe: chasm? You ‘do!>: Well, that 
shadowy, spectral object is the celebrated Devil’s Bridge; 
or, asthe timorous peasants of the locality call it; the 
Pont'y Gwr Drwg. It issnow merely preserved as an 
object of curiosity, the bridge above being alone used ‘for 
transit,’and is quite inaccessible except to birds: and “the 
climbing wicked boys of the neighbourhood; who some: 
timés ‘at’ the risk of their lives:contrive to-get uponvit 
from the frightfully steep northern bank, and snatch‘a 
fearful joy, as, whilst lying on their’ bellies, they: poke 
their heads over its sides worn) by age, without \parapet 

- to prevent them from falling:into the horrid gulf below: 
- But from the steps in the hollow the view of the Devil’s 
_ Bridge, and likewise of the cleft, is very slight and un- 
satisfactory. To view it properly, and the wonders con. 
nected with it, you must pass over the bridge above it, 
and descend a precipitous dingle on the eastern side till 
you come to a small platform in a crag. Below you now 
isa frightful cavity, at the bottom of which the waters of 
_ the Monks’ River, which comes tumbling from a glen to 
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the east, whirl, boil, and hiss in a horrid’ pot or cauldron, 
called in the language of the country Twll yn y graig, or 
the hole in the rock, in a manner truly tremendous. ~On 
your right is a slit, probably caused by volcanic ‘force, 
through which the waters after whirling in the cauldron 
eventually escape. The slit is wonderfully narrow, con- 
sidering its altitude which is very great—considerably 
upwards of a hundred feet.’ Nearly above you, crossing 
the slit, which is partially wrapt in darkness, is the far- 
famed bridge, the Bridge of the Evil Man, a work which, 
though crumbling and darkly grey, does much honour to 
the hand which built it; whether it was the hand of Satan 
or of a monkish architect ; for the arch is.chaste and 
beautiful, far superior in every respect, except in safety 
and utility, to the one above it, which from this place 
you have not the mortification of seeing. . Gaze on these 
objects, namely, the horrid seething pot or cauldron, the 
gloomy volcanic slit, and the spectral, shadowy Devil’s 
Bridge for about three minutes, allowing a minute to 
each, then scramble up the bank and repair to, your inn, 
and have no more sight-seeing that: day, for you: have 
seen enough. And if pleasant recollections do not haunt 
you through) life of the noble falls, and the, beautiful 
wooded dingles to the west of the bridge of) the Evil 
’ One, and awful and mysterious ones of the. monks’ 
boiling cauldron, the) long, savage, shadowy «cleft, and 
the grey, crumbling, spectral, bridge, I say boldly that 
you must be a very unpoetical person indeed.) - 


- CHAPTER LXXxv 


Dinner at ‘the Hospice—Evening Gossip—A Day of Rain—A 
' Scanty Flock—The Bridge of the Minister—Legs in Danger. 


I. DINED in: a parlour of the inn commanding an ex- 
cellent view of the:-hollow and the Rheidol fall. Shortly 
after I, had -dined, a fierce storm of rain and wind came 
on. It lasted:for an hour, and then-everything: again 
became calm; «Just before evening was closing in’I took 
a stroll to\a village which'stands alittle way to the west 
of the inn. It consists only of a few ruinous edifices, and 
is chiefly inhabited by miners and their families. | I saw 
no) men, but, plenty of women and: children. Séeing a 
_ knot of women: and girls chatting I) went up and ad- 
_ dressed them. | Some of the girls were very good-looking; 
- none. of the party had any English; all of them were 
| very civil. I. first talked to them about: religion, and 
_ found that, without a single exception, they were Calvin- 
| istic- Methodists, I next talked to them about the Plant 
dé: Bat.. They laughed heartily-at the first mention of 
their name, but seemed to know very little about their 
history. After,some twenty minutes’ discourse I bade 
them good-night and returned to my inn. 
The night was very cold; the people of the house, 
however, made up for me.a roaring fire of turf, and I felt 
very comfortable. About ten o'clock I went to bed, 
intending next morning to.go and see’ Plynlimmon, 
_ which’ I had left! behind me on ‘entering Cardiganshire. 
- When:the: morning came, however, I saw at once that:I 
_ shad entered upon ia day by! no means»adaptéed for ex- 
cursions of any considerable length, for it rained terribly ; 
_ but this gave me very little concern; my time was my 
own, and I said to myself: If I can’t go to-day I can 
550 
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perhaps go to-morrow.” After breakfast I passed some 
hours in a manner by no means disagreeable, sometimes 
meditating before my turf fire, with my eyes fixed upon it, 
and sometimes sitting by the window, with my eyes fixed 
upon the cascade of the Rheidol, which was every 
moment becoming more magnificent...At length about 
twelve o'clock, fearing that if I stayed within I should 
lose my appetite for dinner, which) has always been one 
of the greatest of my enjoyments, I determined to goand 
see the Minister’s Bridge which my ‘friend the old mining 
captain had spoken tc’me ‘about.’ I knew that'I should 
get a wetting by doing so, for the weather still ‘continued 
very bad, but I-don’t care much fora wetting provided I 
have a good roof, a good or and arr fate) a oa 
myself to afterwards. 

So I set out.) As I paisa over tte! biedal rf ete 
Mynach River I’ looked down over the ‘eastern! -balus- 
trade. The Bridge of the Evil One, which is just below 
it; was quite invisible. \I could: see, however, the “pot:or 
crochan distinctly enough, and a horrible ‘sight it pre: 
sented. »The waters were whirling rownd ‘ina manner to 
describe which any ‘word but frenzied would be utterly 
powerless.: Half-an-hour’s walking -brought ‘me to’ the 
little village through which-I had passed-the day before: 
Going’ up» toa’ house: I: knocked «at the’ déor, and°'a 
middle-aged man opening it, Ivasked ‘him ‘the way toithe 
Bridge of ‘the Ministers: He pointed: tosthe'little chapel 
to the west, and said that the way lay past itxadding“that 
he would go with me himself, ashe: wanted’ to: go" chee 
hills\on the other side:to see his'sheepii' “9m B01 on: 

We got presently | intocdiscourse.°/ He at? Gisd ‘talked | 
broken English, but soon began to speak ‘his native lan-+ 
guage. liasked him if ne cae belonged'to we 
Methodists. | bh i IOS VAR TO Bore 

“It is notia chapel,” aie 183 “it isa cha atel3 ne 

“Do many come'to it?” said I. : ise | baa yn Wo 
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so“ Not many, sir, for the Methodists are very powerful 
here. . Not more than forty or fifty come.” 
+» “Do you belong tothe Church? ” said I. 

>I. do, sir—thank God!” 

“You may well ‘be thankful,” said I, “for itis a great 
_ privilege'to belong to the Church of England.” 
Eby “Itlis so, sir,” said the man, “though few, alas! think 
box! eesti 
I found hima highly-intelligent person. On my talking 
to: him’ about the name of the place, he» said: that: some 
called it Spytty Cynfyn, and others Spytty' Cynwyl, and 
that both Cynwyl and Cynfyn were the names of people, 
toone or other of which the place was) dedicated, and 
that, like the place farther on called Spytty Ystwyth, it 
_was in the old time a hospital or inn for the convenience 
ofthe pilgrims going to the siya monastery of Ystrad 
Blur: or Strata Florida. 
Passing through a field or two we came to the side of 

a very deep ravine, down which there was a zigzag 
path leading to the bridge. The path was very steep, 
and, owing to the rain, exceedingly slippery. For 
some. way it ‘led vhrougii a grove of) dwarf oaks, by 
grasping the branches of which I was enabled: to sup- 
port myself tolerably well; nearly at the bottom, how- 
ever, where the path was most precipitous, ‘the: trees 
ceased altogether. Fearing to trust my legs, I 
determined to slide down, and put my resolution. in 
practice, arriving at a little shelf close by the bridge 
without’ any accident. The man, accustomed ‘to the 
path, went ‘down in’ the usual’ manner. The bridge 
consisted of a couple of planks and a sie flung over 
aichasm about ten feet wide, on the’ farther side’ of 
which was a precipice’ with a path at least’ quite as 
_steep'as the one down which I had come, and without 
any trees or shrubs by which those who used’ it might 
support’ themselves. “The torrent rolled about nine 
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feet» below the: bridge; its channel was tortuous; on 
the south-east side of the bridge was a cauldron, like 
that on which I) had looked down from the bridge over 
the river of the monks. The man’ passed® over’ the 
bridge and I'followed him ; on the other side we stopped 
and turned’ round. The river was rushing and surging, 
the pot was boiling: and roaring, and'everything looked 
wild and savage; but the locality, for awfulness and 
mysterious gloom,:could ‘not ‘compare with’ thation the 
east ‘side ‘of: the Devil’s| Bridge, nor ‘for fem and 
grandeur with that on ese west. 

“Here: you ‘see, sir,” ‘said’ the man, tye Bridge: of 
the Offeiriad,) called ‘so, itis ‘said, because the popes 
used to’*pass over it in the old time; and here you 
have ‘the: Rheidol, which, though not: so smooth ‘nor 
so well off for banks ‘as the: Hafren andthe Gwy;' gets 
to the sea before either of them, and, as ‘the pennill 
says, is quite as much entitled to honour:— 


hate Hafren a Wy yn hyfryd eu wédd 
A Rheidol vawr ei anrhydedd.” 


Good seine sir, that. I wish mee would put it a 
Saesneg.” 

“T am bv ig I shall make a) poor haat) " it” i joe 
1; “however, I will do my:best :— 


now pleasantly do Wide along the Seven and the Wye; ch 
But Rheidol’s rough, and yet he’s s held by all in honour high’ re 


« Veo! good a. that, sin! shoves not SO. asd 
as|the pennill.Cymraeg.. Ha, I do’ see that: you know 
the two languages|and are one poet... And now, sir, 
I, must leave: you, and .go, to the, hills, to my.-sheep, 
who: I, am... afraid’: will. be: suffering in this. dreadful 
weather. However, before I) go, I, should sii to, see 
you safe over the! bridge”? | (|, ndowiis 

I, shook. him) by the;-hand, and cstteoute myx stone 
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over the bridge, began clambering up the bank on my 
knees. 

“You will spoil: your trousers, sir!” cried the man 
from the other side. 

“JT don’t care if I do,” said I, “provided I save my 
legs, which are in some danger in this place, as well 
as my neck, which is of less consequence.” 

I hurried back amidst rain and wind to my friendly 
hospice, where, jafter drying my wet clothes as well 
as I could, I made an excellent dinner on fowl and 
bacon! Dinner ‘over, 1 took up a newspaper which was 
brought me, and read an article about the Russian war, 
which did not seem to be going on much to the 
advantage of the allies. Soon flinging the paper aside, 
I stuck my feet on the stove, one on each side of the 
turf fire, and, listened to. the noises, without... The 
bellowing of the wind down the; mountain passes and 
the roaring of the Rheidol fall at the north:side of the 
valley, and the rushing of the five cascades of the river 
Mynach,. were truly awful. Perhaps I ought not. to 
have. said. the five cascades of the Mynach, but. the 
Mynach cascade, for now ts five cascades had become 
one, extending from the chasm over which hung the 
bridge of Satan to the bottom of the valley. 

_ After ay time I fell into a fit of musing. I thought 
of the, Plant. de Bat; I thought-of the: spitties or 
hospitals connected with. the great monastery of Ystrad 
Flur_ or. Strata Florida; I. thought of, the remarkable 
bridge close by, built a a clever monk of that place 
to: facilitate the coming of pilgrims with their votive 
offerings from the. north to his convent; I thought of 
«the, convent built in the time of our Henry the Second 
by. Ryce ab. Gruffyd, prince of South Wales; and 
lastly, I thought. of a wonderful man who was aide 
in its, -precin ts, the greatest genius, which Wales, and 
perhaps Britain, ever produced, on whose account, and, 
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not because of old it had been a magnificent building, 
and the most celebrated place of popish pilgrimage 
in Wales, I had long ago determined ‘to visit it on my 
journey, a man of whose life and works the coer ieaged 
is a brief account. 


CHAPTER LXXXVI ©) 


Birth and Early. Years of Ab Gwilym — Morfudd— Relic of 
Druidism—The Men of. Glamorgan—Legend of Ab Gwilym 
—Ab Gwilym as a Writer—Wonderful Variety—Objects of 
. Nature — —Gruffydd Gryg. 


DaFyvpp AB GWILYM was born about the’ yeat 1320, 
at.a place called Bro Gynnin in the county of Cardigan. 
Though born in’ wedlock he was’ not conceived legiti- 
mately. His mother being discovered by her parents 
to be pregnant, was turned out of doors by ‘them, 
whereupon she went to her lover, who ‘married’ her, 
though in so doing he acted contrary to the advice — 
of his relations. After a little time, however, a general 
reconciliation took place. The patents of | NAS “Gwilym, 
though highly connected, do not appear to” have 
possessed much property. The boy was educated by 
his mother’s brother Llewelyn ab Gwilym Fychan, 
a chief of Cardiganshire; but his principal patron in 
after life was Ifor, a cousin of his father, sutnatied 
Hael, or the bountiful, a chieftain of Glamiorganshire. 
This person received him within his house, made’ ‘him 
his steward and tutor to his daughter. With this’ young 
lady Ab’ Gwilym speedily fell in love, and the damsel 
returned his passion. Ifor, however, not approving 
of the connection, sent his daughter to Anglesey, and 
eventually causéd her to take the veil in a ‘nunnery of 
that island. Dafydd. pursued her, but ‘not’ being’ able 


i 


LXXXVI.] RELIC OF DRUIDISM 565 


to obtain an’ interview, he returned to his patron, who 
gave hima kind:reception. Under: Ifor’s: roof he culti- 
vated poetty with great assiduity and wonderful success. 
Whilst very young, being taunted with the circumstances 
of his birth by aibrother bard called Rhys Meigan, he 
retorted in an ode so venomously bitter that his ad- 
versaty, after hearing it, fell down and expired. Shortly 
after this event he: was made head bard of Glamorgan 
by ‘universal acclamation. 

“After a stay of'some time with Ifor, he returned to 
his native county and lived at Bro Gynnin. Here he 
fell in love with a young lady of birth called Dyddgu, 
who did not favour his addresses. He did not break his 
heart, however,on her account; but speedily bestowed it 
on! the: fair Morfudd, whom he first’ saw at Rhosyr in 
Anglesey, to:which place both had gone ona religious 
account. The: lady after some demur consented to be- 
come ‘his ‘wife.’ Her parents refusing to sanction the 
union, their’ hands were joined beneath the greenwood 
tree by one Madawg Benfras, a bard, and a great friend 
of Ab Gwilym. “The joining of people’s hands by bards, 
which’ was probably a relic of Druidism, had long been 
practised in Wales; and marriages of this kind were gener- 
ally considered valid, and seldom set aside. The eccle- 
siastical law, however, did not recognise these poetical 
marriages, and the parents of Morfudd by appealing 
to the law soon severed the union. After confining the 
lady for a short time, they bestowed her hand in lega: 
fashion upon®a chieftain’ of the neighbourhood, very 
rich but rather old, and with a hump on his back, on 
which-account! he: was’ nicknamed: bow-back, or’ little 
hump-back. -Morfudd; however, who’ passed her time 
in rather a dull manner with this’ person, which would 
not have been the case had she done her’ duty: by 
endeavouring to make the: poor man comfortable, and 
by visiting:the sick and: needy around her, was soon 
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induced by the bard to elope with him. ' Theslovers fled 
to Glamorgan, where Ifor Hael, not much to his own 
credit; received them with open arms, ‘probably forget- 
ting how he had immured his owm daughter in a convent, 
rather than. bestow her on Ab’ Gwilym. (Having a 
hunting-lodge: in a forest: on the banks’ of ‘the Jovely 
Taf, he allotted it to the fugitives: as a) residence: 
Ecclesiastical, law, however, as strong in Wild) Wales 
as in other parts of Europe, soon’ followed them into 
Glamorgan, and, very properly, separated: them: The 
lady was restored to her husband, and Ab Gwilym fined 
to.a very high amount. Not being able to pay the fine, 
he was cast into prison ; but then the men of Glamorgan 
arose to a man, swearing that their head» bard should 
not remain in prison. “Then pay his fine !”. said’ the 
ecclesiastical, law, or rather the ecclesiastical lawyer. 
“So we,will!” said the men of Glamorgan, and so they 
did. Every man put’ his hand into his pocket ; the 
amount was soon raised, the fine paid, and the bard set 
free. 

‘Ab Gwilym did not forget this kindiiess of the men “of 
Glamorgan, and, to requite it, wrote an address: to the 
sun, in which he’ requests that luminary to. visit 
Glamorgan, to bless it, and to keep it from harm. The 
piece concludes with some noble lines somewhat to this 
effect :-— Bet 


“Tf every strand oppression strong’ 
Should) arm against the son of song, 
The weary wight would find, I ween, 
A welcome in Glamorgan green.” en 
Some time after his release he meditated a second 
elopement with Morfudd, and even induced her:to con- 
sent to go off with him. A friend, to whom he disclosed . 
what he was thinking of doing, asking him whether he 
would, venture a second time to take sucha step, “I 
will,” said the bard, “in the name of God and: ‘the men. 
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of Glamorgan.”»» No second elopement, however, took 
place, the bard probably thinking, as has been well 
observed, that neither’God nor the men of Glamorgan 
would help him a second time out of such anaffair. He 
did not attain to any advanced age, but died when 
about) sixty, some twenty years before the rising of 
‘Glendower.:: Some time «before his death his mind 
fortunately took a:decidedly religious turn. 

He is said to have been eminently handsome in his 
youth, tall, slender, with yellow hair falling in ringlets 
down his shoulders. He is likewise said to ‘have been a 
great libertine. The following story is told of him :— 

“In a-certain neighbourhood he had a°great’) many 
mistresses, some married and others not. Once upon'a 
time; in the month of June he’ made/a secret; appoint- 
ment with each of his’ lady-loves; the place andhour 
of-meeting being the same forall; each was to meet 
him at-the same: hour beneath a ‘mighty oak which 
stood in the midst of a forest glade: Some time before 
the appointed hour he went, and climbing up the oak, 
hid: himself amidst the dense foliage of its boughs. 
When the hour arrived he observed ‘all the nymphs 
tripping to the place of appointment; all came,’ to 
the: number of twenty-four—not' one stayed away. 
For some time they remained beneath the oak'staring ‘at 
each other. At length an explanation ensued, and it 
appeared that they had all come to meet Ab Gwilym: 
»:“*QOh; the’ treacherous monster!’ cried they with one 
accord ; ‘only let him show himself and we will tear 
him to pieces.’ : 

1» Will you?’ said Ab Gwilym from the oak ; ‘here 
_ Lam; let her who has been most wanton with me make 
the first attack upon me!’ 

“The females remained for some time speechless; all 
of a sudden,}however, their anger kindled, not against 
the bard; but against each other. From harsh and 
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taunting words they soon came to actions: hair was 
torn off, faces: were scratched, blood flowed from cheek 
and. nose, Whilst the tumult was at: its: fiercest: Ab 
Gwilym slipped away.” 

The writer merely repeats this. story, and he: edits 
it as concisely as’ possible, in order to: have)an oppor- 
tunity of saying that he does not believe one:particle of 
it. If he believed -it, he! would forthwith burn the most 
cherished volume of the small-collection of books» from 
which he derives delight, and recreation; namely, ‘that 
which contains the songs! of Abi Gwilym, for he would 
have nothing ‘in his possession belonging to;such a heart- 
less scoundrel as. Ab Gwilym must have been had he got 
up the scene above described. Any common man who 
would expose-to each other and the world a number of 
hapless, trusting females who! had favoured him ‘with 
their affections, and from the top of a tree would feast 
his eyes. upon their agonies of shame and rage,’ would 
deserve to’ be—emasculated. ._Had- Ab Gwilym ‘been 
so dead; to every feeling of gratitude and honour: ias*to 
play the part which: the story makes him: play, he would 
have deserved not only to be emasculated, but to /bé 
scourged, with harp-strings in every market-town in 
Wales, and to be dismissed from the service of the Muse: 
But the writer repeats that he does not believe one tittle 
ef the story, though Ab Gwilym’s' biographer, ithe 
learned and celebrated William Owen, not: only: seems 
to. believe, it, but. rather chuckles -over it. It jis ‘the 
opinion of the writer that the story is of Italian origin; 
and that it formed part of one of the many rascally 
novels brought over to England after the marriage’ of 
Lionel, Duke of,.Clarence, the third sonof Edward:thé 
Third, with Violante, daugntns of Galeazzo,: ea: of 
Milanss! 5 .o00 lea 

Dafydd, Ab Guilin has been in me ‘chsideréd 
asa songster who never employed)-his ‘muse:on any 
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subjectosave that. of love, and«there can) be; no’ doubt 
thatisby far:;the greater number of \ his! pieces: are 
devoted more or:less: to’ thesubject of love: But) to 
consider*him merely in the light of «an» amatory ’poet 
would’ be-wrong.’ He has: written poems -of wonderful 
‘(power on’ almost»every conceivable subject.'! Ab Gwilym 
has beem styled the Welsh Ovid, and with great ‘justice, 
‘but not’ merely because like the: Roman he -wrote:admir- 
ably-on love: The: Roman was not»merely an amatory 
poet: let the shade of Pythagoras; say whether the poet 
‘who embodied in immortal:verse the oldest, the: most 
wonderful;:and-at the same time the most humane, ofall 
‘philosophy was:a mere amatory poet. Let the shade of 
‘blind: Homer be called up to say whether the bard who 
——— the tremendous line— 


“ Surgit ad. hos clypei dominus septemplicis Ajax”— 


équal to any save one of ‘his own, was ‘a’ mere°amatory 
songster? ‘Yet,diversified as the genius of the Roman was, 
‘theré was no species of poetry in which he shone in which 
‘the Welshman may not be said to display equal’ merit. 
“Ab Gwilym; then, has been fairly styled the Welsh Ovid. 
But. he’ was something more—and here ‘let’ there ‘be no 
‘sneérs about: Welsh: the Welsh are ‘equal in’ genius, 
‘intellect and learning ‘to any people* under the ‘sun, and 
‘speak a language older ‘than’ Greek, and’ which is one of 
‘the’ immediate’ parents’ of the Greek.» He was some- 
‘thing’ more'than the Welsh Ovid: he was’ the Welsh 
‘Horace; and wrote light, agreeable, sportive pieces, 
‘equal to'any things of the kind composed’ by Horace 
in‘his best’ moods; ‘But he was something more: ‘he 
_ was the Welsh Martial, and wrote pieces equal ‘in 
‘pungency to those of the great Roman epigrammatist, 
‘=perhaps more than equal, for we never heard’ that 
any of Martial’s epigrams ‘killed’ anybody, ‘whereas 
_ Ab° Gwilym’s piece of vituperation’ on Rhys Meigan= 
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pity that poets should be'so virulent—caused the Welsh- 
man to fall: down dead. But he was yet something 
more: he could, if he pleased, be a Tyrteeus; he was’ no 
fighter—where was there ever a poet that was'?—but. he 
wrote an ode on a sword, the only warlike piece that he 
ever/wrote, the best poem on the subject. ever written in 
any language. : Finally, he was something more: he was 
what not one of the great Latin poets was, a Christian ; 
that (is, in his latter days, when he: began to feel the 
vanity of all human: pursuits, when his nerves began to 
be unstrung, his hair to fall off, and ‘his teeth to drop 
out, and he then composed sacred pieces entitling him 
to rank with-—-we were going to say Cadmon'; had we 
done so we should have: done wrong ; no uninspired poet 
ever handled sacred subjects like ‘the grand Saxon Skald 
—but which entitle him to be called a great religious 

poet, inferior to none but the protégé of Hilda, © 
Before ceasing to speak of Ab Gwilym, it will be neces- 
sary to;state that his amatory. pieces, which constitute 
more than one-half of his. productions, must be divided 
into,two classes:|the purely amatory and. those ‘only 
partly devoted to love. His poems to Dyddgu/and the 
daughter of Ifor Hael are productions very different 
from, those addressed to Morfudd, ‘There can be no 
doubt that'he had, a.sincere affection for the two first; 
there, is no levity in the cowydds which. he addressed to 
them, and he’ seldom. introduces. any other objects) than 
those’ of his love. But) in his cowydds| addressed’ to 
Morfudd_.is there no levity? Is Morfudd ever promi- 
nent? His. cowydds to that woman abound’ with 
humorous levity, and for the most part have far less to 
do with her than with natural objects—the snow, the mist, 
the trees of the forest, the birds of the air, and the fishes 
of the: stream.His. first piece to Morfudd is: full. of 
levity quite inconsistent with true love. It states how, 
after seeing her for the first time at Rhosyr in Anglesey, 
{ 
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and falling in, love with her, he sends her a! present of 
wine by the hands. of a servant, which present she refuses, 
casting the wine contemptuously over the head. of the 
valet... This commencement promises. little in the way 
of true passion, so that we are not disappointed when 
we reada little farther on that the. bard is dead and 
buried, all.on, account of love, and; that -Morfudd makes 
a pilgrimage to Mynyw to seek for pardon for. killing 
him, nor when. we find him begging the popish image to 
convey|.a message to her. Then presently we almost 
lose sight. of /Morfudd amidst, birds, animals and trees, 
and we are not sorry that we do; for though Ab Gwilym 
is mighty in humour, great in describing the emotions 
of love and the beauties of the lovely, he is greatest of 
all in describing objects of nature ; indeed in describing 
them he has no equal, and the writer has no hesitation 
in saying that in many of his cowydds in which he 
describes various objects of nature, by which he sends 
messages to Morfudd, he shows facieclt a far greater 
poet than Ovid appears in any one of his Meta- 


-morphoses. There are many poets who attempt to 


describe natural objects without being intimately ac- 
quainted with them, but Ab Gwilym was not one of 
these. No one was better acquainted with nature; he 
was a sttoller, and there is every probability that more 
the greater part of the summer he had no other roof 
than the foliage, and. that the voices of birds and animals 
were more familiar to his ears than’ was the voice of 
man. -During the summer months, indeed, in the early 
part of his life, he was, if we may oe him, generally 
lying perdue in the woodland or mountain recesses near 
the habitation. of his. mistress, before. or after her 
marriage, awaiting her secret visits, made whenever she 
could escape the vigilance of her parents, or the watchful 
jealousy of her husband, and duting her absence he had 


- nothing better to do than to observe objects of nature 
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and describe them. His ode to the’Fox, one ‘of the 
most admirable of his pieces, was en taba on one’ of 
these occasions. i 
Want of space prevents the writer from’ apie as 
much as he could wish about the genius of this worder- 
ful. man, the greatest of his country’s ‘songsters, ‘well 
caleutatet by nature to do honour to the most polished 
age and the most widely-spoken language.’ ~'The bards 
his contemporaries, and those who succeeded ‘him “for 
several hundred years, were perfectly convinced ‘of ‘his 
superiority, not only over themselves, but ‘overall “the 
poets of the past; and one, and a mighty one, old Iolo 
the bard of Glendower, went so far as'to insinuiate’that 
after Ab Gwilym it would be we little avail for’ Reet one to 
make verses— 10S) 


“ ed Ile mae'r eang dangneff, yi 
Ac aed y gerdd gydag ef.” 

“To Heaven’s high peace let him depart, 
And with him go the minstrel art.” ; 


He was buried at Ystrad Flur, a a. yew, tree. was 
planted, over his grave, to which Gruffydd Gryg, a brother 
bard, who was at one time his enemy, but. eventually 
became one of the most ardent. of his admirers, ad- 
dressed an ode, of part of which. the following _ isa 
paraphrase :— 


“Thou noble tree, who shelt’rest kind ; 
The dead, man’s house from;winter’s winds tora 
May lightnings never lay thee low ; 
Nor archer cut from thee his bow, 
Nor Crispin peel thee pegs to frame; & atlata bes 
But may thou ever bloom the same, 1 
A noble'tree the grave to guard © Lert 
Of Cambria’s most illustrious bard'’" 5 - 


. CHAPTER LXXXVII 
Start for Plynlimmon—Plynlimmon’s Celebrity—Troed Rhiw Goch. 


THE morning: of the fifth of November looked rather 
threatening. As, however, it did not rain, I determined 
to set off for Plynlimmon, and, returning at night to the 
inn, resume my journey to the south on the following 
day.i; On looking into a pocket almanac I) found ‘it was 
Sunday. This very much disconcerted me, and «I 
thought atifirst of giving up my expedition. Eventually, 
however, I :determined to go, for I reflected that I 
should be doing no harm, and that I might acknowledge 
the sacredness of the day by attending morning service 
atthe little Church of England chapel which lay in my 
wary Keb 

The mountain of Plynlimmon to ishich I was bound 
is ‘the third in Wales for altitude, being only inferior to 
Snowdon and Cadair Idris. Its proper name is Pum, or 
Pump, Lumon, signifying the five points, because towards 
the upper, part it is divided into five hills or points: 
Plynlimmon is.a celebrated hill on many accounts, It 
has been:the iscene of many remarkable events, In the 
tenth’ century a dreadful battle was fought on one of its 
spurs, between the Danes and the Welsh, in which the 
former sustained a bloody overthrow; and in 1401 a con- 
flict took place in one of its valleys between the Welsh, 
under Glendower, andthe Flemings of Pembrokeshire, 
_ who, exasperated at having their homesteads plundered 
and burned by the chieftain who was the mortal enemy 
of their race, assembled in considerable numbers and 
drove Glendower and his forces before them to Plyn- 


_ limmon, where, the Welshmen standing at bay, a contest 
578 
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ensued, in which, though eventually worsted, the 
Flemings were at one time all but victorious. What, 
however, has more than anything else contributed to the 
celebrity of the hill is-the circumstance of its giving 
birth to three rivers, the first of which, the Severn, is 
the principal stream in Britain; the second, the Wye, 
the most lovely river, probably, which the world can 
boast of; and the third; the ‘Rheidol, entitled: to high 
honour from its boldness and impetuosity, and the re- 
markable banks between which it flows in its very short’ 
course, for there are’ scarcely twenty miles between. the 
ffynnon or source of the Rheidol and: the aber ‘or’ pies 
where it disembogues itself into the sea. 

I started about ten o’clock on my expedition; after 
making, of course, a very hearty breakfast.' Scarcely 
had I crossed the Devil’s Bridge when a shower of hail 
and rain came on. As, however, it came down ‘nearly 
perpendicularly, I put up my umbrella and laughed. 
The shower pelted away till I had nearly reached Spytty 
Cynwyl, when it suddenly left off and the day became 
tolerably fine. On arriving at the Spytty, I’was'sorry to. 
find: that there would be no service till three in the after- 
‘noon.’ As waiting till that time was out of the question, 
I. pushed forward on my expedition. Leaving Pont 
Erwyd at’ some distance on my left, I went duly north 
till I.came to a place amongst. hills wherethe ‘road was 
crossed by an angry-looking rivulet, the same, I ‘believe, 
which‘enters the Rheidol near Pont Erwyd, and ‘which: 
is called the Castle River. I was just: going ‘to pull off’ 
my boots and stockings in order to wade through, when. 
I perceived'a pole and a rail laid over the stream atia 
little distance above where I was. ‘This’ rustic bridge: 
enabled me to cross without running the danger of  get-. 
ting a regular sousing, for these mountain streams, even’ 
when not reaching so high as the knee, occasionally 
sweep the wader off his legs, as I know by my own ex-! 
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perience, From a lad burlicen I presently ate I learmed 
| that the place'where I crossed the water was) called, Troed. 
| rhiw goch, or the Foot of the Red Slope. 


About twenty minutes’ walk from hence brought me 


to Castell Dyffryn, an inn about’six miles distant from 
| the Devil’s: Bridge, and situated near.a spur. of the Plyn- 
_limmon range. Here I engaged a man to show me.the 


sources of the rivers. andthe’ other ,wonders of /the 


| mountain.) He was. a ‘tall, athletic fellow, dressed in 


brown coat, ‘round. buff hat, corduroy trousers, linen 


leggings and highlows, and, though a Cumro, had much 


more the!appearance of a native of Tipperary' than,.a 


| Welshman. ::He \was a, kind of ‘shepherd’ to| the people 


of the house, who, like many others in South, Wales, 


| followed farming and inn-keeping at the same time. 


CHAPTER LXXXVII 


: The Guide—The (hiss Plynlimmon—A eos Patly_sSotifed 


..|)fof the: Rheidol—Sourceiof the Severn—Pennillion—Old Times 
and New—The Corpse Candle—Supper. 


LEAVING the i inn, my guide and myself | began to bong 
a, steep hill just behind it. When we'were about half- 
way up I asked my companion, who spoke very fair 
English, why the place was called the Castle. } 
“Because, sir,” said he, “there was a castle here j in | the 
old time.” 
~“Whereabouts' was it? » said I. 
. Yonder,” said the man, standing still and pointing to 


the ‘right. Don't’ you see yonder brown spot in the 


ane ‘There the castle stood.” 
“«But are there no remains of it ?” said I. yon can see 
nothing but a brown spot, J ratty hh 


576 \ WIED sidtanigsctinn is sicaaaagl 


“There are none, sir; but there*a castle ‘once’ stood, 
and from it the place we came from had’its mame, and 
likewise the river that runs down to Pont oe , 

“ And who lived i said I. qin 

‘“T don’t know, sir,” said the man; “but: I suppose 
they were grand people; or they would not ean lived? in 
a‘castle.” 

After ascending the hill and passing over its £09) we 
went down its western’ side and soon’came to'a ‘black; 
frightful bog between two hills. Beyond the bog and at 
some distance to’ the west of the’two hills rose a brown 
mountain, not abruptly, but gradually; andlooking more 
like what the Welsh call a rhiw, or eat than.a arn | 
or mountain. 

“ That, sir)”'said my guide, “is the grand Plyrilimmon” 

“Jt does not look much of a hill,” said I. 

“We are on very high ground, sir, or it would look — 
much higher. I question, upon the whole, whether there 
is a higher hill in the world. God bless Pumlummon 
Mawr!” said he, looking with reverence towards the 
hill.) “TI am‘sure I: have a right to say so, foromany is 
thé good crown I have got by showing gentlefolks: like 
yourself to the top of him.” 

“You talk of Plynlimmon Mawr, or the great. Plyn- 
lymmon,”, said 1; “where are the small ones?” _ 

“Yonder they are,” said the guide, pointing to two hills 
towards the north; “one is Plynlimmon Canol,. and 
the other Pi aiiedniad ‘Bach—the middle and the small 
Plynlimmon.” é 

“Pumlummon,” said I, “means five summits. You have 
pointed out only three ; now, where are the other two?” 

“ Those two hills Which we have just. passed make up 
the five. However, I will tell your worship that there is } 
a sixth summit. . Don’t you see that small hill connected 
with the big Pumlummon, on the right ?” oe 


; B fud * girdle 
“T see it very clearly,” said I. 
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oi Well, your worship, that’s called Bryn y Llo—the:Hill 
of the Calf, or the ites eee which makes the 
ii summitio! I 

#°Very good,” sail Iy “and ineididothy satisfactory. N ow 
let us ascend the Big Pumlummon.” 

In about a quarter ofan hour-we reached the summit 
of the hill, where’ stood a' large ‘carn “or heap’of stones. ; 


Oy got'upon the top and ‘looked around me: 


“A! mountainous! wilderness é€xtended'‘on “every bee a 


) wes of russet: coloured: hills; with: here and there a 


ta 


blackyicragey summiti: No'signs of life ‘or ‘cultivation 
were ito be discovered} and the eye might’search’ in vain 
for'a grové‘or even'asingle tree: “The scene’ would have 
been cheerless in the extreme had not a bright sun 
opines up'the landscape. 
“'Thisidoes not'seem to be a’ country of much: society? 
said ‘to my guide. ) 2.8) DBI 
‘SIt is not, sir. © Thé nearest! house is thes inn’ we came 

fscoony oral ‘is now: 'thtee’ miles» behind: us| Straight 
before’ you: there is not one for at least‘ ten, and ‘on ‘either 
sideittis an “anialwch to'a vast distance. °“Plunlummon 
is not a sociable ‘country; sir; nothing to ‘be found in it, 
but‘here' and there a few sheep or’a shepherd” » 

ac Now,”’said ‘I, descenditig sah the carn, “ we wes 
proceed to the Sotitces: Of the rivers.” 

tesbhe ffynnon: of the Rheidol is not fat’ on said! the 
guide:; “itisGust 'below’the hill” 

biWeedescénded’ the’ western ‘side of the! hill ‘for ‘some . 
way ; ;atlength)coming to avery craggy ‘and precipi- 
tous®” place; my guide ‘stopped, ign eee hee his 
finger into‘the valley: below, ‘said’: 

o,# There) sir: af pets look eee you can see the’ sotitce! “of 


: the Rheidol” 12 


b'Tooked down, ae ‘saw’ far below what t appeited to 
be part: ‘of a small sheet of! water.’ ISCHT SS 


“ And that is the source of the Rhéidol ?” said Ty 
oe T 
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“Yes, sir,” said my guide; “that is the ace of the 
Rheidol.” 

“Well,” said I; “is there no setting toitivmn 

“Oh yes! but the path, sir, as you See, | is rather. steep 
and dangerous.” ) 

“ Never mind,” said I... “ Let us try it.’ . 

“ Isn’t seeing the fountain sufficient for you, sir? ” 

“ By no means,’ said I. “It is not only necessary for 
me to-see the sources of the rivers, but to drink of them, 
in order that in after times I) may be able to harangue 
about them with)a tone of confidence,and authority.” 

“ Then follow me, sir; but please to take care; for this 
path is more fit for a aie or shepherds than apatien 
folk.” 

And a truly bad path I found it.; so, bad’ real that 
before. I had descended twenty ae I,almost repented 
having ventured. I had a capital guide, however,) who. . 
went before and told me where to plant my steps. There 
was one particularly bad. part, being little better,than.a 
sheer precipice,;but.even here I got down in ‘safety with! 
the assistance of my guide, and; a, minute afterwards: 
found myself at the source of the Rheidol, 

The source of the Rheidol|is.a small, bean a nke, 
about,.a quarter of a mile in length, It is overhung ’on 
the east and north by frightful crags, from which it is fed 
by a number of small rills, The water is, of the deepest 
blue, and of very considerable depth. The banks, except 
to the north and east, slope gently .down,'and are. clad 
with soft and beautiful moss., The river, of which it:is 
the head, enrerges at. the south-western side, and brawls 
away in the shape of a.considerable brook, amidst moss, 
and.rushes down a wild glen tending to the; south: To 
the west the prospect is bounded, at a slight distance, by: 
high, swelling, ground, . If.few rivers havea more. wild 
and wondrous channel than the Rheidol, fewer still have’ 
a more beautiful.and romantic source. jst} boAe 


{ 
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After yh ba down and dvinking freely of the lake I 
said : 

“ Now, where are we to go "a next?” 

“ The nearest ffynnon to that of the Rheidol, sir, is 
the ffynnon of the Severn.” 

‘“Very well,” said I; “let us now) go. and see the 
ffynnon of the Severn ! » 

I followed my guide over a hill to the north-west into 
a’ valley, at the farther. end of which I -saw a brook 
streaming apparently to the south, where was an outlet. 

“ That brook,” said the guide, “is the young Severn.” 
The brook. came from round the side of a very lofty 
rock, singularly variegated, black and, white, the northern 
summit, presenting something of the appearance: of the 
head of a horse. Passing round this crag we came'to a 
fountain surrounded with rushes, out of which the brook, 
now exceedingly small, came murmuring. | 

“The crag above,” said my guide, ‘is called ‘Crag y 
Cefyl, or the Rock of the Horse, and this spring at its 
foot is generally called the ffynnon of the Hafren. 
However, drink not of it, master; forthe ffynnon of the 
Hafren is higher up the nant. Follow me, and I will 
presently, show you the real ffynnon of the Hafren.” 

I followed him up a narrow and very steep dingle. 
Presently we came to some beautiful little pools of water 
in the turf, which was here remarkably green. 
| “These are very pretty pools, an’t they, master?” said 


‘my companion... “ Now, if I was a false guide I might 


bid you stoop and drink, saying that these were the 
sources of the Severn); but I.am a true cyfarwydd, and 
therefore tell you not to drink, for these pools are not the 
sources of the Hafren, no more than the spring below. 
The ffynnon of the Severn is higher up the nant. Don’t 
fret, however, but follow me, and we shall be there in a 
minute.” j 

Sol did as he Pade me, following Hist ite iréiting 
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higher up the nant. Just at the top he haltediand said : 
“ Now, master, I have conducted you to the source of the 
Severn. I have considered the matter deeply; and have 
come to the conclusion that here, and hereionly, is the 
true source. Therefore stoop down and drink, in’ full 
confidence that you are ee) ib of the “ae 
Severn.” 

The source of the Severn‘is a little are of vente some 
twenty inches long, six wide, and about three deep. ' It 
is covered at the bottom with small stones, from between 
which the water gushes up. It is on the: left-hand’ side 
of the nant, as you ascend, close by the'very top. An 
unsightly heap of black turf-earth stands right above it 
to the north. Turf-heaps, both large and! a are’ in 
abundance in the vicinity. 

After taking possession of the Severn’ iy sere at 
its source, rather a shabby source for'so noble’a stream, 
I said, “ Now let us go to the fountaim of the Wye.” 

“A quarter of an hour will take us to it, res isiapln de 
said the guide, leading: the way. LSID 

The source of ‘the Wye, which isa little pool,’ not 
much larger. than that which constitutes the’ fountain of 
the Severn, stands near the top of a grassy hill’ which 
forms part of the Great Plynlimmon, ‘The ‘stream after 
leaving \its source runs’ down the hill towards the east, 
and then takes a turn to the south.’ The ‘fountains of 
the Severn and the Wye.are in ¢lose proximity to each 
other. That'of the Rheidol stands somewhat apart from 
both, as if; proud: of its own: beauty, it disdained the 
other two for their homeliness.: All ae are contained 
within the compass of a mile. > nh 4 Potormion 

v And now, I suppose, sir, that! our FES) is aaitieg we 
we may go back to where we came from,” said my guide, — 
as I stood on the grassy hill after drinking pi - 
the fountain of the Wye. 

“We may,” said I ;/“ but before we do I ‘must | eat’ 
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some lines made’ by a‘man who visited these sources, and 
experienced the hospitality of a chieftain in this neigh- 
bourhood four hundred years ago.” Then taking off my 
hat, i lifted up my voice and sang :— 


us apa high Plynlimmon’ s vere side 

_ Three streams in three directions glide ; 
To thousands at their mouths who tarry 
Honey, gold and mead they carry. 

‘Flow also from Plynlimmon high » 
Three streams of generosity ; 

+; ¥he first, a.noble stream indeed, 

._Like rills of Mona) runs with Micsae 
The second bears from vineyards thick 
Wine to the feeble and the sick ; 

“The third, till time shall be’no more! 
iwi ee with ia shall’ silver pour.” 
if “Ni ice: Pseilione sir, -]), daresay,” said my, guide; 
: provided’, a. person ‘could. understand ithem; » What's 
meant -by.all this mead, wine, gold, and: silver ?” 
of Why,” ssaid..1,.“ the bard» meant: to» say that Ply: 
limmon, by means.of its three channels; sénds blessings 
and wealth :in three different directions to, distant: places, 
and, that the person whom he.came to visit; and who lived 
on Plynlimmon, distributed his bounty, in three different 
ways, giving- mead to, thousands at his banquets, wine 
from the vineyards of Gascony to the sick and feeble.of 
the, neighbourhood, and! gold. and; silver to those: wha 
were willing to be tipped; amongst whom ‘no.doubt was 
himself; as’ poets hare: never) been’ ‘above; ceretgin ‘a 
present.” reais 
no{Nete Shove asking: ons one, ‘your; nt oie there’sa 
prydydd. in this, neighbourhood’ who ‘will heversloseid 
shilling for want of asking for: it, » Now; sir, have the 
kindness\ to: tell,’ me: the name ofsthe mani vali aie 
those pennillion.” Yond 
1 “ Lewis:Glyn Cothi,” said. 1; ‘at ‘least, it was: tie who 
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made the pennillion from which those verses are trans- 
lated.” 

“ And what was the name of the gentleman whom he 
came to visit ?” 

“His name,” said I, “was Dafydd ab Thomas Vychan.” 

“ And where did he live ?” 

“ Why, I believe, he lived at the castle, which you told 
me once stood on the spot which you pointed out as we 
came up. At any. rate, he lived somewhere upon 
Plynlimmon.” 

“T wish there was some rich gentleman at. present 
living on Plynlimmon,” said my guide; “one of that 
sort is much wanted.” 

“You can’t have everything at the same time,” said I ; 
“formerly you had a chieftain who gave away wine and 
mead, and occasionally a bit of gold or silver, but then . 
no travellers and tourists came to see the wonders of the 
hills, for at that time nobody cared anything about hills ; 
at present you have no chieftain, but plenty of. visitors, 
who come to see the hills and the sources, and’ scatter 
plenty of gold about the neighbourhood.” f 

We now bent our steps homeward, bearing ‘slightly to 
the north, going over hills and dales covered with’ gorse 
and ling.» My guide walked with a calm ‘and ‘deliberate 
gait, yet I had considerable difficulty in keeping up with 
him. ‘There was, however, nothing surprising in’ this; 
he was’a shepherd walking on his own hill, and having 
first-rate wind, and knowing: every ‘inch of the ground, 
made'great way without seeming to be in the slightest 
hurry: I would not advise a road-walker, even if he bea 
first-rate one, to attempt to compete with a shepherd on 
hisown, or indeed any hill; should he cle so, the conceit 
would soon be taken out: of him. 

After:a little time we saw a rivulet running: from 
the west. {3 

“This: ffrwd,” said my guide, “is called tDrerusigh Ib 


E 


- 
4 
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here ‘divides. shire’ Trefaldwyn from Cardiganshire, one 
in North and the other in South Wales.” 

Shortly afterwards we came to a hillock of rather a 
singular shape. 
|.* This place, sir,” said he, “is called Eisteddfa.” 

“Why is it called so?” said I. “ Eisteddfa means the 
place! where people sit down.” 

“It does so,” said the guide, “and: it is called the 
place of sitting because three men from different 


_ quartets of the world once met here, and one proposed 


that they should sit down.” 
, ‘And did they ?” said I. 
“They did, sir; and when they had sat down they 
told each other their histories.” 
“JT should be glad to know what their histories were,” 
said I. 
“T can’t exactly tell you what they were, but I have 


hheatd say that.there was a great deal in them about 


the Tylwyth-Teg or fairies.” 
“ Do- you believe in; fairies?” said I. 

“J do, sir; but they;are very seldom. seen, and when 
they are they do'no harm to anybody., I. only wish 


there werei,as few corpse-candles|as there are Tylwith 


Teg, and, that they did as little harm.” 
“They foreshow people’s deaths, don’t they 2? said I, 
“They do, sir ; but that’s not, all the harm they do. 


‘They, are very dangerous for anybody to meet with... If 
they come bump up against you when you are walking 


carelessly it’s generally all over with you in this world. 


Tb give .you,.an..example:. A man. returning. from 
market) from.Llan, Eglos to Llan ,Curig, not. far. from 


Plynlimmon, was. struck down dead. as a. horse .not 


Jong \ago by..a corpse-candle.. It. was a rainy, windy 


night, and the.wind and. rain were blowing. in his’ face, 
so that he could. not see it, or get out of its way..And 
yet the candle was not abroad on,.purpose to. kill) the 
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man... The business that it was about was to !prognosti! 
cate the death of a woman who livedonear ‘the spot,/and 
whose: husband dealt in :wool—poor ‘thing! she: was 
dead and buried in less than a fortnighto Ah, master, 
I wish’ that» corpse-candles were«as few’ ue as Lage 
dangerous as the Tylwith Teg ‘or fairies.” 

We returned to the inn, where I «settled: with the 
honest fellow; adding a trifle’ to what I had agreed 
to give: him: Then sitting down,I called°forva large 
measure of ale, and invited him to ‘partake of -it:):Hie 
accepted my offer with many thanks and'*bows, ‘and 
as we sat and drank our ale we hada igreat»deéal of 
discourse! about! the .places we was seis ape ae 
being finished, I got up and said: 190lte 1388 

MY, must now be off for the Devil’ s Bridge! {Prounter | 

Whereupon he also arose, and barr me his hand, 
said : 2 PT MKS 

s Bareilly master ; i shall never forget ane Were 
all the gentlefolks who come hete to” see! thé” sources 
like you, we should indeed’ feel’ no wantin ‘thesé ‘hills 
of! such’a gentleman as is'spoken ‘of in the pennillion.” 
/'The sun wasgoing down as 7 left the inni® Ire. 
crossed the streamlet by means’ of the poleand’rail. 
The water was running ‘with much less ’violeneé than 
in the morning, and: was) ‘considerably “lower | The 
everiing was‘calm ‘and beautifully ‘cool}* with a’ slight 
tendéncy ‘to frost. 1 walked along witha bounding 
and ‘elastic step,'and’ never Pcie to have felt more 
-happy’and cheerful. ) NG 2 er yleeolor 

I’ reached’ the hospice at About’ six! e'ctock, awibrib 
moon’ shining upon ‘me, and founda! ‘capital ‘supper 
ee me, ‘which’ I enjoyed éxceeditigly, mnling 

» How ‘one’ enjoys one’s supper’ at one’s enn oafter a 
good’ day’s walk; provided’ one’ has the! proud “and | 
laldriows ‘conscioustiess’ of” being” sen ‘€0° Pay ‘one’s | 
yeckoning’ on thé morrow fs 20" slbasxodd aby 

{ 


- CHAPTER LXXXIX 


A Morning Vien tiated Ychdryd—The Monument—F, airy-look- 
' _ ing Place—Edward Lhuyd. 


THE morning’ of the sixth was bright and glorious. 
| As I looked from’ the’ window of the upper sitting- 
_ room of the hospice the scene which presented itself was 
wild and beautiful toa degree. The oak-covered tops 
of the’ volcanic crater were gilded with the brightest 
sunshine, whilst! the eastern sides remained in dark 
shade and the gap or’ narrow entrance to the north 
in shadow ‘yet’ darker, in the midst of ‘which shone 
the ‘silver of the Rheidol cataract. Should I live a 
hundred years I shall never forget the wild fantastic 
beauty of that morning scene, 

‘TP left''the friendly hospice at about nine o’clock’ to 
pursué my southern journey. By this time the morning 
had lost much of its beauty, and the dull grey sky 
characteristic of November began to prevail. The way 
lay up’ a hill'to the south-east ; on my left was a glen 
down which the river of the ‘Monk rolled with noise 
aga’ foam. ‘The country soon became naked and dreary, 
and continuéd so for some miles. At length, coming 
to the top’ of a hill; saw a park before me, turban 
which the road led after passing under a stately ‘gate- 
way. is had | reached the confines of the domain of 
Hafod. 

Hafod Vchdryd, or the summer mansion of 'Uchtryd, 
has from time’ immemorial been’ the name ofa dwelling 

on’ the side of a hill above‘ the Ystwyth, looking to 

the east. At) first it was a'summer boothie or hunting 

lodge to’ Welsh chieftains, ‘but subsequently expanded 

into the roomy, comfortable dwelling of oe squires, 
685 
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where hospitality was much practised and bards and 
harpers liberally encouraged. Whilst belonging to an 
ancient family of the name of Johnes, several members 
of which made no inconsiderable figure in literature, it 
was celebrated, far and wide, for its library, in which was 
to be found, amongst other treasures, a large collection 
of Welsh manuscripts on various subjects — history, 
medicine, poetry and romance. The house, however, 
and the library were both destroyed in a dreadful fire 
which broke out. This fire is generally called the 
great fire of Hafod, and some of those who witnessed 
it have been heard to say that its violence was so 
great that burning rafters mixed with flaming books 
were hurled high above the summits of the hills., The loss 
of the house was a matter of triviality compared with that 
of the library. The house was soon rebuilt, and probably, 
pheenix-like, looked all the better for having been. burnt, 
but the library could never be restored. On the ex- 
tinction of the family, the last hope of which, an angelic 
girl, faded away in the year 1811, the domain became 
the property of the. late Duke of Newcastle, a kind 
and philanthrophic nobleman, and a great friend of 
agriculture, who held it for many years, and consider- 
ably improved it. After his decease it was purchased 
by the head of an ancient Lancashire family, who used 
the modern house as a summer residence, as the Wel 
chieftains had used the wooden boothie of old, 

I went to a kind of lodge, where I had been told 
that. I should find somebody, who would admit me to 
the church, which stood within the grounds and con- 
tained a monument which I was very desirous of seeing, 
partly from its being considered one of the masterpieces 
of the great Chantrey, and partly because it was a 
memorial to the lovely child, the last scion of the old 
family who had possessed the domain. A good-looking 
young woman, the only person whom I saw, on my 
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telling my errand, forthwith took a key and conducted 
me to the church. The church was a neat edifice with 
rather a modern look. It exhibited nothing remarkable 
without, and only one thing remarkable within, namely, 
the monument, which was indeed worthy of: notice, 
and which, had Chantrey executed nothing else, might 
well have entitled him to be considered, what the world 
has -long pronounced him, the prince of | British 
sculptors. 

This monument, which is of the purest marble, is 
placed on the eastern side of the church, below a 
window of stained glass, and represents a truly affect- 
ing scene: a lady and gentleman are standing over a 
dying girl of angelic beauty, who is extended on a 
couch, and. from. whose hand. a volume, the Book of 
Life, is falling..| The lady is weeping. 

Beneath is the following inscription— 


To the Memory of 
MARY 
The only child of THoMAs and JANE JOHNES 
Who died in 1811 
After a few days’ sickness 
This monument is dedicated 
By her parents. 


An inscription worthy, by its simplicity and pathos, to 
stand below such a monument. 3 

__ After presenting a trifle to the woman, who, to my 
great surprise, could not speak a word of English, I 
left the, church, and descended. the side of the hill, 
near the top of which it stands. The scenery was ex- 
ceedingly beautiful. .Below. me was ,a, bright green 
valley, at the bottom of which the Ystwyth ran. brawl- 
ing, now hid amongst groves, now showing a, long 
stretch of water, Beyond the river to the east was a 
noble mountain, richly wooded, , The Ystwyth, after a 
circuitous. course, joins. the Rheidol near the strand 
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of the Irish Channel, which the united rivers enter ‘at 
a place called Aber Ystwyth, where ‘stands. a’ lovely 
town of the same name, which sprang up under the 
protection of a baronial castle, still proud and command- 
ing even in its ruins, built by Strongbow, the conqueror 
of the great western isle. Near the lower part’ of the 
valley the road tended to the south, up and down 
through woods and bowers, the scenery still ever in- 
creasing in beauty. At length, after passing through 
a gate and turning round a sharp corner, I suddenly 
beheld Hafod on my right hand, to the west at a 
little distance above’ me, on a rising ground, with a 
noble range of mountains behind it. . 

A truly fairy place it looked, beautiful but Papitestig 


in the building of which three styles of' architecture 


seemed to have been ‘employed. At the southern end 
was a Gothic tower; at the northern an Indian pagoda ; 


the middle part had much the appearance of a Grecian 


villa. The walls were of resplendent whiteness, and 
the windows, which were numerous, shone with beautiful 
gilding. Such was modern Hafod, a strange contrast, 
no doubt, to the hunting lodge of old. 

After gazing at this house of eccentric taste for about 
a quarter of an hour, sometimes with admiration, some- 
times with a strong disposition to laugh, I followed the 
road, which led past the house in’ nearly a southerly 
direction.’ ‘Presently the valley became more! narrow, 
and continued narrowing till there was little more room 
than was required for the road and ‘the river, which ran 
deep below it ‘on the left-hand side. Presently I came 


to a gate, the boundary in the direction ’ in wele Twas: 


€} 


going of the Hafod domain. 

Here, when about to leave Hafod, I’ shall site? a 
few lines to a remarkable man whose name should be 
ever associated with the place! ‘Edward’ Lhuyd was 
born in the vicinity of Hafod about the period of’ the’ 
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Restoration. His father was a clergyman, who after 
giving him’an excellent education at home sent him 
to Oxford, at which seat of learning he obtained an 
honourable degree, officiated for several years as tutor, 
and was eventually made custodiary of the Ashmolean 
Museum. From his early youth he devoted himself 
with indefatigable zeal to the acquisition of learning. 
He was fond of natural history and British antiquities, 
but his favourite pursuit, andithat in which he principally 
distinguished himself, was the study of the Celtic dialects ; 
and it is but doing justice to his memory to say, that 
he was not only the best Celtic scholar of his time, 
but that no one has arisen since worthy to be considered 
his equal in Celtic erudition. Partly at the expense 
of the university, partly at that of various powerful 
individuals who patronized him, he travelled through 
Ireland, the Western Highlands, Wales, Cornwall and 
Armorica, for the purpose of collecting Celtic manu- 
scripts. He was particularly successful in Ireland and 
Wales. Several of the most precious Irish manuscripts | 
in Oxford, and also in the Chandos Library, were of 
Lhuyd’s collection, and to him the old hall at Hafod 
was chiefly indebted for its treasures of ancient British 
literature. Shortly after returning to Oxford from his 
Celtic wanderings he sat down to the composition of 
a “grand, work in three parts, under the title of 
Archeologia Britannica, which he had long projected. 

The first was to be devoted to the Celtic dialects ; the 
second to British Antiquities, and the third to the 
natural history of the British Isles. He only lived to 

complete” the first part. It contains various Celtic 
grammars and vocabularies, to each of which there is 
a preface written by Lhuyd in the particular dialect 
to which the ‘vocabulary or grammar is devoted, Of 
all these prefaces the one to the Irish is the most 
curious and remarkable. The first part of the 
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Archeologia was published at Oxford in.1707, two 
years before the death of the author. Of. his corre- 
spondence, which was very extensive, several, letters 
have been published, all of them relating to philology, 
antiquities, and natural history, 


CHAPTER XC 
An Adventure—Spytty Ystwyth—Wormwood. 


SHORTLY after leaving the grounds of Hafod I came 
to a bridge over the Ystwyth. I crossed it, and was 
advancing along the road which led apparently to the 
south-east, when I came to a company of people who 
seemed to be loitering about. It consisted entirely of 
young men and women, the former with crimson favours, 
the latter in the garb of old Wales, blue tunics and 
sharp crowned hats. Going up to one of the young 
- women, I said, “Peth yw? what’s the matter!” 

“Priodas (a. marriage),” she replied, after looking at 
me attentively. I then asked her the name of the 
bridge, whereupon she gave a broad grin, and, after 
some little time replied: “Pont y Groes (the bridge 
of the cross).” I was about to ask her some other 
question when she turned away with a, loud chuckle, 
and said something to another wench near her, who, 
grinning yet more uncouthly, said something - toa 
third, who grinned too, and lifting up. her hands and 
spreading her fingers wide, said: “ Dyn oddi, dir. y 
Gogledd—a man from the north country, hee, hee!” 
Forthwith there was a general shout,. the wenches 
crying : “A man from the north country, hee, chee!” 
and the fellows crying: “ ‘A man from ‘the north 
country, hoo, hoo!” 

“Ts this the way you treat strangers in ‘the south?” 
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said I. But I had scarcely uttered the words when 
with redoubled shouts the company exclaimed: “ There’s 
Cumraeg! there’s pretty Cumraeg. Go back, David, 
to shire Fon! That Cumraeg won't pass here.” 

Finding they disliked my Welsh I had recourse to 
my own language, “Really,” said I in English, “such 
conduct is unaccountable. What do you mean?” But 
this only made matters worse, for the shouts grew 
louder still} and every one cried: “ There’s' pretty 
English! Well, if I couldn’t speak better English than 
that I’d never speak English at all. No, David); if you 
must speak at all, stick to Cumraeg.”. Then forthwith 
all the company set. themselves in violent motion, the 
women rushing up to. me with their palms and fingers 
spread out in my face, without touching me, however, 
as they wheeled round me at about a yard’s distance, 
crying: ‘A man from the north country, hee, hee!” 
and the fellows acting just in the same way, rushing up 
with their hands spread out, and then wheeling round 
me with cries of “A man from the north country, hoo, 
hoo!” I was so enraged that I. made for a héap: of 
stones by the road-side, intending to take some up and 
fling them at the company. Reflecting, however, that 
I had but one pair of hands and the company at least 
forty, and that by such an attempt at revenge I should 
only make myself ridiculous, | gave up my. intention, 
and. continued my journey at a rapid pace, pursued for 
a long way by “hee, hee,” and “hoo, hoo,” and» “Go 
back, David, to your ont in Anglesey, you are ‘not 
wanted here.” 

I began to descend a hill forming the eastern © side of 
an immense: valley, at the bottom of ‘which rolled the 
river. Beyond the valley to the west was an enormous 
hill, on the top of which was a most singular-looking 
crag; ‘seemingly’ leaning in the direction’ of the south. 
On the right-hand side of the road were immense works 
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of some kind in full play and activity, for engines were 
clanging and puffs of smoke were ascending ‘from tall 
chimneys. On inquiring of a boy the name of the works 
I was told that they were called the works of: Level 
Vawr, or the Great Level, a mining establishment; but 
when I asked him the name of the hill with the singular 
peak, on the other side of the valley, he shook his head 
and said he did not know. Near the top‘of the hill I 
came to a village consisting of'a few ‘cottages and a 
shabby - looking! church, A rivulet ‘descending from 
some crags to the east crosses the road, which leads 
through the place, and tumbling down the valley, joins 
the Ystwyth at the bottom. Seeing’a woman standing 
at the door, I inquired the name of the village. 

“Spytty Ystwyth,” she replied, but she, no more than 
the boy down below, could tell me the name’ of’ the 
strange-looking hill across the valley. ‘This second 
Spytty or monastic hospital, which I had come ‘to, 
looked’ in every respect an inferior place to the first. 
Whatever its former state might have been, nothing 
but dirt and wretchedness were now visible. Having 
reached the top of the hill I entered upon a wild moory 
region. Presently I crossed a little bridge over a rivulet, 
and seeing a small house on the shutter‘of which was 
painted “cwrw,” I went in, sat down on an old chair, 
which I found|vacant, and said in’ English to’‘an ‘old 
woman who sat knitting by the window.: “Bring mea 
pint of ale!” 1 YBW QHO! 3 

“Dim Saesneg!” said the oldcwomant) bive@l gldad 

“T told you to bring me a pint of aloe ; —_ I ye her 
in her own language. 

“You, shall, have it. immediately, sit,” Seid ban and 
going to.a cask, she filled a jug with ale, and wh > - cae 
it to me resumed her seat and knitting. 

“It is not very bad ale,” said I, after I ed tasted 
sti tt ; {ao tit TCX, 


xc.) “WORMWOOD 593 


“Tt ought to be very good,” said the old woman, “for 
I brewed it myself.” 

“The goodness of ale,” said I, “does not so much 
depend on who brews it as on what it is brewed of. 
Now there is something in this ale which ought not to 
be. What is it made of?” 

“ Malt and hop.” 

“Tt +tastes -very bitter,”» said I. “Is there no 
chwerwlys* in it?” > 

“J: do not know what chwerwlys is,” said the old 
woman. 

“It is what the Saxons call wormwood,” said I. 

“Oh, wermod. No, there is no wermod in my beer, 
at least not much.” 

“Oh, then there is some ; I thought there was. Why 
do you put such stuff into your ale?” 

“We are glad to put it in sometimes when hops are 
dear, as they are this year. Moreover, wermod is not 
bad ‘stuff, and some folks like the taste better than that 
of hops.” 

‘Well, I don’t. RWeRE: the ale is drinkable. What 
am I to give you for the pint ?” 

“You are to give me a groat.” 
© ©That is a great deal,” said I, “fora groat I ought 
to have a pint of alé made of the best malt and hops.” 
etna! give you the best I can afford. One must live 
by” what one sells. I do not’find that easy work.” 
“Ts this house your own?” — 
“Oh nol'T pay rent for it, and not a cheap one.” 
“Have you a husband ?” 
x “1 had, but he is dead.” 
"Have you any children?” 
*«T had three, but they are dead too, and buried with 
my husband at the saonastery. % 


* Bitter root. 
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“Where is the monastery ?” 

“ A good way farther on, at the strath hewdiha Rhyd 
Fendigaid.” 

“ What is the name of the little river by the house?” 

“ Avon Marchnad (Market River).” 

“ Why is it called Avon Marchnad ?” 

“Truly, gentleman, I cannot tell you.” : 

I went on sipping my ale and finding fault with its 
bitterness till I had finished it, when ‘getting up I gave 
the old lady her groat, bade her farewell, and departed. 


CHAPTER XCie 


Pont y Rhyd Fendigaid — Strata Florida — The: Yew-Tree — 
Idolatry—The Teivi—The Llostlydan. 


AND now for the resting-place of Dafydd Ab Gwilym! ! 


After wandering for some miles towards the south over 


a bleak moory country I came to a place called Fair 


Rhos, a miserable village, consisting of a few half-ruined | 
cottages, situated on the top of a, hill. From the hill 


I looked down on a wide valley of a russet colour, along 
which a river ran towards the south. The whole scene 
was cheerless. , Sullen hills were all around, _Descend- 
ing the hill I entered. a large village divided into two 


by the river, which here runs from east, to west,, but 
presently makes a turn. There was much, mire in, the - 


street; immense swine lay in the mire, who turned. up 
their snouts at me as I passed.. Women i in Welsh hats 
stood in the mire, along with men without. any hats 
at all, but with short pipes in their mouths ; 5 ‘they were 


talking together; as I passed, however, they _ held their 


tongues, the women leering contemptuously at me, the 


men glaring sullenly at me, and -causing tobacco smoke 


xc} STRATA FLORIDA 595 


to curl in my face; on my taking off my hat, however 
and inquiring the way to the Monachlog, everybody 
was civil.enough, and twenty voices told me the way 
to. the Monastery. JI asked the name of the river: 

“ The Teivi, sir: the Teivi.” 

“The name of the bridge ?” 

‘: Foie mn Rhyd Fendigaid—the Bridge of the Blessed 
. Ford, sir,” 

I. crossed’ the Bridge of the Blessed Ford, and 
presently leaving the main road, I turned to the east 
by a dung-hill, up a narrow lane parallel with the river. 
After proceeding a mile up the lane, amidst trees 
and. copses, and crossing a little brook, which runs 
into the Teivi, out of which I drank, I saw before 
me in the midst of a field, in which were tombstones 
and broken ruins, a rustic-looking church; a farm- 
house stood near it, in the garden of which stood the 
framework. of a large gateway. I crossed over, into 
the churchyard, ascended a green mound, and looked 
about me. ‘I was now in the very midst of the Monach- 
log Ystrad) Flur, the celebrated monastery of Strata 
Florida, to which in old times Popish pilgrims from 
all parts of the world repaired. The scene was solemn 
and impressive: on the north side of the river a large 
bulky hill looked down upon the ruins and the church, 
and. on the south side, some way behind the farm-house, 
was another which did the same. Rugged mountains 
formed the background of the valley to the east, down 
“from. which, came murmuring the fleet but shallow Teivi. 
Such. is the scenery, which surrounds what remains of 
Strata Florida: those, scanty broken ruins. compose 
_ all which remains of that celebrated monastery, in which 
kings, saints and mitred abbots were buried, and in 
which, or in whose precincts, was buried Dafydd Ab 
Gwilym, the. greatest genius of the Cimbric, race and 
_ one of the first poets of the world. 
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After standing for:some time on the ‘mound I 
descended, and went up to the church. ~I found the 
door fastened, but obtained 'through'a window a tolerable 
view of the interior, which presented an: appearance 
of the greatest simplicity. I then ‘strolled about the 
churchyard looking at the tombstones, which were 
humble enough and for the: most part modern. I 
would give something, said I, to know whereabouts’ in: 
this neighbourhood Ab Gwilym lies. That, however, 
is.a secret that no one can reveal to me. At length 
Icame to a yew-tree which stood just’ by the’ northern 
wall, which is at a slight distance from the Teivi. 
It was one of two trées, both of the same species, which 
stood in the churchyard, and appeared to be the oldest 
of the ‘two. ‘Who knows, said I, but this is’ the tree 
that was planted over Ab Gwilym’s grave, ‘and ‘to 
which Gruffydd Gryg wrote anode? I looked at it 
attentively, and thought that there was just a possibility 
of its being the identical tree. If it ‘was, ‘however, 
the ‘benison of Gruffydd ‘Gryg had not had exactly 
the ‘effect which he intended, for’ either’ lightning’ or 
the force of wind had ‘splitten off a‘ considerable’ part 
of the head and trunk, so that’ though one” part of 
it looked strong and blooming, the’ other was white 
and spectral. Nevertheless, ‘relying on the’ possibility 
of its being the sacred tree, I°behaved just as I ‘should 
have done had'I been quite certain of ‘the fact.’ Taking 
off my hat I knelt down and kissed its root, repeating 
lines from Gruffydd Gryg, with which’ I blended’ some of 
my own in order to’accommodate’ what I a) to: Paper 
circumstances : — Ol) ae ad Sy 


» *Oitreé of: yew, which/her@dispy; his eines eunnt) 
By Ystrad,Flur’s blest monastry,,§.. .) 5) (i4u;) 
Beneath thee lies, by cold Death bound, Be eats 
The tongue for sweetness, once renown’. se «ail 
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Better for thee thy boughs to wave, 

Though scath’d, above Ab Gwilym’s- grave, 

Than stand in pristine glory drest 

Where some ignobler bard doth rest ; 

I’d rather hear a taunting rhyme | 

From one who'll live through endless time, 
| Than hear my-praises chanted loud 

By poets of the. vulgar crowd.” 


I had left the; churchyard, and. was standing. near 


a kind, of. garden, at some. little distance from the 


farm > house, gazing about. me and, meditating, when 
a’ man, came, up’ attended. by a large, dog., He 
had) rather.,a youthful look, was’ of the. middle | size, 
and dark complexioned. |. He was respectably. dressed, 
except that upon his head he wore a common hairy cap; 

“ Good evening,” said I to him in Welsh, 

“Good, evening, gentleman,’ said he in. the same 
language, . 

“Have you naich English ?” said I. 

“Very little ; I.can only, speak a few words.” 

“ Are you the farmer?” 

“Yes! I farm the greater part of the Strath.” 

“T suppose the land is very goad here: 

« “Why do you,suppose so ?,” 

“Because the monks built their house here in. the 
old time, and the monks never built their houses except 
on good land.” 

“Well, I must say the lands: is aang inaacd I, do not 


think there is any so good in Shire Aberteifi.” 


“J suppose you are susptiscl to see me here}, I 
came to see the old: Monachlog.” 
_, “Yes, gentleman ;, I.saw you looking about ee 
. “Am I welcome to.see itaf, ) bi 
“Croesaw !. gwr boneddig, ctoesaw ! many, many 
meheaniee to you, gentleman!” ’ 
“Do many people come to see the Toapniten: Pt 
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Farmer—Yes! many gentlefolks come to see it in 
the summer time. 

Myself.—\t is a poor place now. 

Farmer.—Very poor, I wonder any gentlefolks come 
to look at it. 

Myself—Ilt was a wonderful place once; you merely 
see the ruins of it now. It was pulled down at the 
Reformation. 

Farmer.—Why was it pulled down then? 

Myself—Because it was a house of idolatry to which 
people used to resort by hundreds to worship images- 
Had you lived at that time you would have ‘seen people 
down on their knees before stocks and stones, worship- 
ping them, kissing them, and repeating pennillion to 
them. | 

Farmer.—What fools! How thankful I am: that 
I live in wiser days. If such things were going on 
in the old Monachlog it was high time to pull it 
down. 

Myself—What kind of a rent do you pay for your 
land? 

Farmer.—Oh, rather a stiffish one. 

Myself— Two pounds an acre? 

Farmer—Two pound an acre! I wish P paid no 
more! 

Myself —Well, I think that would be quite saves 
In the time of the old monastery you might have had 
the land at two shillings an acre. 

Farmer—Might I? Then those couldn’t have been 
such bad times, after all. 

Myself—t| beg your pardon! They were horrible 
times—times’ in which there’ were monks “and: friars 
and graven images, which people kissed /and’ wor- 
shipped and sang pennillion to. Better pay three 
pounds an acre and live on crusts and water in the 
present enlightened days than pay two shillings an ‘acre 
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and sit down to beef and ale three times a day in the 
old superstitious times. 

Farmer.—W ell, | scarcely know what to say to that. 

Myself—What do you call that high hill on the 
other side of the river? 

Farmer—I call that hill Bunk Pen Bannedd. 

Myself—ts the source of the Teivi far from here? 

Farmer.—The head of the Teivi is about two miles 
from here high up in the hills. 

Myself—What kind of place is the head of the Teivi? 

Farmer.—The head of the Teivi is a small lake about 
fifty yards long and twenty across. 

' Myself—Where does the Teivi run to? 

Farmer—The Teivi runs to the sea, which it enters 
at a place which the Cumri call Aber Teivi and the 
Saxons Cardigan. 

Myself—Don't you call Cardiganshire Shire Aber 
Teivi? 

Farmer —We do. 

Myself—Are there many gleisiaid in the Teivi? 

Farmer.—Plenty, and salmons too—that is, farther 
down. The best place for salmon and gleisiaid is a 
place,a great way down the stream, called Dinas Emlyn. 
~ Myself—Do you know an animal called Llostlydan? 

Farmer—No, I do not know that beast. 

Myself—rThere used to be many inthe Teivi. 

_ Harmer—W hat kind of beast is the Llostlydan ? 

— Myself. —A beast with a broad tail, on which account 
the old Cumri did call him Llostlydan. Clever beast he 
was ; made himself house of wood in middle of the river, 
with two doors, so’ that when hunter came upon him 
he might have good chance of escape. Hunter often after 
him, because he had skin good to make hat. 

_ Farmer.—Ha, I wish ue ceule catch that beast now 
in 1 Teivi. f . 

Myself.—Why so? 
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Farmer.—Because I want hat. Would panes my- 
self hat of his skin. 

Myself—Oh, you could not make yourself a ‘hat even 
if you had the skin. 

Farmer—Why not? Shot coney in Bunk *Pen 
Banedd; made myself cap of his skin. So why not 
make hat of skin of broadtail, should I catch him in 
Teivi? 

Myself—How far is it to tiéaikon? 

Farmer—’Tis ten miles from here, and si eer hom 
the Rhyd Fendigaid. 

Myself—Must I go back te Rhyd Fendigaid: to get 
to Tregaron? 

Farmer.—You must. 

Myself—Then I must be going, for the night is coming 
down. Farewell! 

Farmer.—Farvel, Saxon gentleman ! 


CHAPTER XCII 


Nocturnal Journey—Maes y Lynn—The Figure—Earl of Leicester 
—Twm Shone Catti—The Farmer and Bull—Tom and the 
Farmer—The Cave—The Threat—Tom a ‘Justice—The Big 
Wigs—Tregaron. 


IT was dusk by the time I had ‘regained the high-toad 
by the village of the Rhyd Fendigaid. 

As I was yet eight miles from Tregaron, the place 
where I intended to pass the night, I put on my best pace. 
Ina little time I reached ‘a bridge over:a stream which 
seemed to carry a considerable tribute to the Teivi. 

“What is the name of this bridge?” said I to a man 
riding in a cart, whom I met almost immediately’ after a 
had crossed the bridge. : 

“Pont Vleer, ” methought he said, but as his voice was _ 
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husky: ee seedititines very much like: that ‘of a person 
somewhat the worse for liquor, I am by no means 
acne 
“lt was now’ very dusk, and by the time I had advanced 
about a mile farther dark night settled. down,: which 
compelledime torabate my pace a little, more especially 
as the road was by no means first-rate.. I had come, to 
the best-of my computation; about’ four miles from the 
Rhyd Fendigaid when the moon began partly to show 
itself, and presently by its glimmer I:saw some little way 
off.on my right hand what appeared to be a large sheet 
of water. I: went on, and in about a minute saw two: or 
three houses:on: the left; which stood nearly opposite to 
the object which: I -had deemed to be water, and which 
now appeared to be about fifty yards distant ina field 
which: was! separated from the road bya slight. hedge. 
Going |:up»:to the» principal: house: I) «knocked, anda 
woman making her appearance:at the door, I ‘said: 
| “dobeg pardon for peciom: you, but:I wish to maid 
the name‘of this place.” 
lef oe aly elgg Field -of the baie ” said: the 
woman.: 
ond: sit is the name of the lakei?” said: I. 
“<T- donot ‘know,’ said:she ; “butiithe place where it 
stands is called Maes Llyn, as I said before.” 
vo isi the lake deep?” said I. 
ol a isaidshe: 
“How deep?” said I. 
on Overcthe tops of the: houses,” she replied, 
oott Any fish in the lake? ” 
» Olvyes !:plenty.” 
8 What fish ?” 
of Ohythere are llysowen; and the fish we' call ysgetten,’ ? 
“Eels and tench,” said I; “ anything else?” 
‘Sittdneda) not /Iktiow, ” isaid: the woman) ‘folks say! that 
there used to be queer beast in the lake, water-cow used 
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to come out at night and eat people’s clover in the 
fields.” 

“Pooh,” said IJ, “that was merely some person’s’ cow 
or horse, turned out at night to fill its belly at) other 
folks’ expense.” 

“Perhaps: so,” said the woman; “have you anymore 
questions to ask?” df 

“Only one,’ said 1; ‘how far is it to. Tregaron?)” 

“About three miles : are you going there?” 

“Yes, Iam going to Tregaron.” 

“Pity that you did not come a little time ago,” said 
the woman; “you might then have» had pleasant 
company on your way; pleasant man ‘stopped here: to 
light his pipe ; he too going to Tregaron.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” said I ; “I am never happier than 
when keeping my own company.” Bidding: the:;woman 
good night, I went on. The moon now shone; tolerably 
bright, so that I could see my way, and I sped on at a 
great rate. I had proceeded nearly half a mile, when I 
thought I heard steps in advance, and: presently saw a 
figure at some little distance before me.» Theyindividual, 
probably hearing the noise of my approach, soon. turned 
round and stood still. As I) drew near I distinguished 
a stout burly figure of a man, st scat re 
with a short pipe in his mouth. 

“Ah, is it you?” said the figure, in English, teas 
the pipe out of his mouth; “ good evening, lam glad to 
see you.” Then shaking some burning embers out/of his 
pipe, he put it into his pocket, and trudged on beside me. 

“Why are you glad to see me?” said’ I, slackening 
* my Paget “T am a stranger to you; at. ery: rate,’ you 
are to me.” eri’ : 

“Always: glad to see gga ay: oot aa said thes 
figure ; “always glad to see him.” 
~ “ How do you know that I am an English pe AN 22 
said I. . 9 ot hoey oygds 
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“Oh, I know Englishman at first sight ; no one like 
him in the whole world.” 

“ Have you seen many English Hendin? * said I: 

“Oh yes, have seen plenty when I have been up in 
London.” 

“ Have you been much in London?” 

“Oh yes; when I was a drover was up in London 
every ere 2 

“And were you much in the society of E nglish 
gentlemen when you were there?” 

“Oh yes; a great deal.” 

“Whereabouts in London did you chiefly meet them ? ” 

“Whereabouts? Oh, in Smithfield.” 

‘“Dearme!” said Tip‘ seoney She that was rather a 
place for butchers than abuiletedh.! 

“Great place for gentlemen; I assure you,” said’ the 
figure; “met there the finest’ gentleman I ever saw in 
my life; very grand, but kind and affable, like every 
true gentleman. Talked to me a great deal about 
Anglesey runts, and Welsh legs of mutton, and at 
parting shook me by the hand, and asked me to look in 
upon him, if I was ever down in his parts, and see his 
sheep and taste his ale.” ; 

“Do you know who he was?” said I. 

“Oh yes ; know all about him ; Earl of Leicester, from 
county of Norfolk ; fine old man a very much 
like him—speak. just in same way.” 

“Have you given up the business of drover long?” 
said I. 

“Oh yes ; given him up a long time, ever since domm’d 
railroad came into fashion.” 

“ And what do you do now?” said I. 

“Oh, not’ much; live upon my means; picked up a 
little property, a few sticks, just enough for old crow to 
build him nest with—sometimes, however, undertake a 
little job for neighbouring people and get a little money. 
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Cando everything»in ismall way, iff necessaty ;'/Build 
little bridge, if asked j—Jack of all. Trades—live ard 
comfortably?” a 

“And where do youlive 2” 992" 9¥ 

“Oh, not very far from Tregaron.” 

“And what kind<of place isi Tregaron?” «: shi 

“Oh, verye good place ; not -quité so big as) LaGiton 
but very good place.” Aipom yievs 

“Whatiis it famed for? ? said J55 bit 


“Oh, famed for met good ham’ host ham.at Tregaron 


in all Shire Cardigan.” | 18 By WY 
‘Famed: for anlything élse A? bro.) ni tuedsorsn VW 
“Oh yes! famed for’: great:i:man, cleverc vin: i fel wm 
Shone Catti,;who was born there.” | lon is5G 
“Dear me!” said I'3\“ when did:he livendii hudson 
of Oh;long sininwe: morerthan two hundred ee 
|“ And what became of hin?” said Db; wasihe hung ?” 
“Hung, nod, only stupid: thief hung: “Iwm- Shone 


clever thief;:died richsman, ae om — ‘peace and | 


mayor.of Brecon.” nun yseskonA 
i“ Mettyo singiilass? saids Tyo ‘that they should makes a 
thief mayor of)/Brecon.”) so seni crag 


“Oh Twm Shone Catti very different: ibis itt 
thieves; funny fellow;:and «so: goodénatured that vévery- 
body Hiveth him-—-so' they: made: him» magistrate, ’ fot, 
however; before he hadi become: very: Bisse) man marry: 
ing great lady who fell inlove with him.” ssqe -mil 1, 

“Ah, ah;”, said: 1; ‘that’s-the wayoof: nes wed He 
became rich, so they made him a magistrate; had»ihe 
remained, poor: they» would: have hung hinidn spite of all 


his fun and good-nature. Well,)can’t : pegs! mesome 


of the things he didP?ke “ ¢ von vy ob tedw baA” 


s “Ohvyes, can telliyou Pilecsaheeh hits day. initime/of fair 


Tom Shone,Catti goes into ironmonger’s shop<in; Llan! 
doveryss 5‘ ‘Master,’ says he; *Irwant to buysa good large 
iron: pai tdhee pot; pleasé.to:show me some, ;Sotheanan 

¢ { 
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brings-out’ three: orofourbigsiron porridge pots, the very 
best he has. Tom: takes up: onesand: turns it round, 
‘This look very good porridge pot, said he; {I think ‘it 
will suit-me? |Then:he turns it round:and round again, 
and at‘lastJifts itabove his head andipeeks into it: ‘ Ha, 
ha,’ says he’;:‘this won't do ;/ lisee one hole Here.) What 
meani you:by wanting,to selbarticle like this to stranger?’ 
Saysithe manj There be no:hole' in it.’ Buti there is, 
says’ Tom, holding itup and peeking intoit again ; ‘ I see 
the thole quite plains: Take it:and look intoit yourself.’ 
So the manstakes the pot, and having held it up and 
peeked in,‘ As IDbhope to: be saved, says he,‘ I can see no 
hole”: ‘Says Tom; ‘Good man, ‘if: yousput your head in, 
you will find: that there is a-hole.’ >So the man’ tries ‘to 
putin his head; but having some difficulty, Tom lends him 
a helping hand: by: jamming the pot: quite down’ over! the 
man’s face, then whisking up’ the other pots “Tom: leaves 
the shop, saying! asihe goes, ‘Friend, I suppose youinow 
see that there is: a> fits 4 inthe pot, vir ia has how:could 
wn have got your head inside?”” 

“Nery good,” said I; “can you tell us’ smneting more 
about Twm: Shone Catti @Y”: 

Qh yes; ‘can tell you ales about Hi :BHe ain 
de Newton, just one mile beyond the bridge at Brecon, 
had one very fine: bull,-but ‘witha very-short ‘tail. ©: Says 
Tom tovhimself: ‘By 'God’s nails and-blood; ‘I will steal 
the farmert’s bull, and then sell it to-himvifor other bullin 
open’ market place’orThen Tom makes:one fine tail; just 
for all the world such<a tail as the bullought: to have had, 
then goes ‘by night'to the farmer’s:stall! at Newton; steals 
away the: bull;and then sticks to the! bull's short stump 
the fine: bull’s'tail:which he himself had made. ‘The next 
market day he’ takes the bull to the: marketplace’ at 
Brecon, and’calls out § ‘‘ Very! fine: bull this, who will buy 
my: fine ‘bull?’)< Quothy the farmer: who:-stoddonigh: at 
hand, ‘That very much like my ‘bull; which’ thiefi stole 
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tother night; I think I can swear to him.’ Says Tom, 
‘What do you mean? This bull is not your bull, but 
mine.’ Says the farmer, ‘I could swear that this is my 
bull but for the tail. The tail of my bull was short, but 
the tail of this is long. I would fain know whether the 
tail of this be real tail or not.’ ‘You would?’ says Tom ; 
‘well, so you shall.’ Thereupon he whips out big knifeand 
cuts off the bull’s tail, some little way above where the 
false tail was joined on. ‘Ha; ha,’ said Tom, as the bull’s 
stump of tail bled, and the bit of tail bled too to which 
the false tail was stuck, and the bull kicked’and bellowed. 
‘What say you now? Is it a true tail or no? ’ ‘By my 
faith!’ says the farmer, ‘I see that the-tail is a true tail, 
and that the bull is not mine. I beg pardon for thinking 
that he was.’ ‘Begging pardon,’ says Tom, ‘is all very 
well ; but will you buy the bull?’ ‘No,’ said the farmer; 
‘I should be loth to buy.a bull with tail cut off close to 
the rump. ‘Ha, says Tom; ‘who made me cut off the 
tail but yourself? Did you not force me to’ ‘do so in 
order to clear my character? Now as you made me cut 
off my bull’s tail, I will make you buy my bull. without 
his tail.’ ‘Yes, yes,’ cried the mob; ‘as he forced you to 
cutioff the tail,do you now force him to buy the bull 
without the tail” Says the farmer, ‘What do you ask 
for the bull?’ Says Tom: ‘I ask for him ten pound.’ 
Says the farmer, ‘I will give you eight.’ ‘No, says Tom; 
‘you shall give me ten, or I will have you up before the 
justice.’’ ‘That is right, cried the mob. ‘If he won't pay 
you ten pound, have him up: before the justice’ There- 
upon the farmer, becoming frightened, pulled out the ten 
pounds/and gave it for his own bull to Tom Shone Catti, 
who wished him joy of his bargain. As the farmer was 
driving the bull away he said to Tom: ‘Won't you give” 
me the tail?’ ‘No, said Tom; ‘I shall keepit against 
the time I steal another bull with a shoud tail ; * and 
thereupon he runs off,” ae i faeuaih * 
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“ A clever fellow,” said I; “though it was rather cruel 
in him to cut off the poor bull’s tail... Now, perhaps, you 
will tell me how he came to marry the rich lady ?” 

“Oh yes; I will tell you. One day as he was wander- 
ing about, dressed quite like a gentleman, he heard.a cry, 
and found one very fine lady in the hands of one high- 
wayman, who would have robbed and. murdered | her. 
Tom kills the highwayman and conducts the lady home 
to her house and her husband, for she.was a married lady. 
Out of gratitude to Tom for, the service he has done, the 
gentleman and lady invite him to stay with them. The 
gentleman, who is a great gentleman, fond of his bottle 
and hunting, takes mightily to Tom for his funny sayings, 
and because Tom’s a good hand at a glass when at table, 
and a good hand at a leap when in field; the lady, also 
takes, very much to Tom, because he one domm’d_ hand- 
some: fellow, with, plenty of wit and what they call 
boetry—for, Tom, amongst other things, was no bad boet, 
and ‘could treat.a lady to pennillion about her face and 
her ancle, and the tip of her ear. At last Tom goes 
away upon his wanderings, not, however, before he has 
got one promise from. the lady, that if ever she becomes 
disengaged she will become his wife. Well, after some 
time,.the lady’s\ husband dies.and leaves her. all his 
property; so that all of a sudden she. finds herself one 
great independent lady, mistress of the whole of Strath 
Feen, one fair and, pleasant valley far away there over 
the Eastern hills, by the Towey, on the borders of 
Shire Car. Tom,as soon as he hears the news of all 
this, sets ‘off for Strath Feen and asks the lady to perform 
her word ; but the lady, who. finds herself one great and 
independent lady, and moreover does not quite like the 
idea of marrying one thief, for she had learnt. who.Tom 
was, does hum and hah, and at length begs to. be excused, 
because she has changed her mind.. Tom. begs and en. 
treats, but, quite in vain, till at last she tells him to go 
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away and not trouble her any more. ‘Tom goes away, 
but does not yet lose hope. | He takes up ‘his/quarters in 
one strange little cave, nearly at the top of orie wild hill; 
very much like sugar loaf, which does’ rise“ above the 
Towey, just within Shire Car. -I ‘have’ séen ‘the’ ‘cave 
myself, which is still called Ystafell Twm°Shone’ Catty: 
Very queer cave it is, in strange situation; steep rock 
just above it, Towey River roaring below. There Tom 
takes up his quarters, and from there he often sallies 
forth, in hope of having interview with fair “lady and 
making her alter her mind, but she will have nothing to ‘do 


with him, and at last shuts herself up in her house’ and’ will 


not go out. Well, Tom nearly loses all hope; he; however; 
determines to make one last effort ; so’oné mornitig he goes 
to the house and stands before the door, ‘éntreating with 
one loud and lamentable voice that the lady will’sée him 
once more, because he is come’ 'to bid’ her ‘one’ eternal 
farewell, being about to set off for’ the’ wars in’ the 
kingdom of France. Well, the lady who hears’ ‘all he 
says relents one little, and showing’ herself at* the 
window, before which are very strong iron bars, \/she 
says: ‘Here’ Iam!‘ whatever you havé'to say, say. 
it ‘quickly and go your way.’ Says Tom?) *I-am 
come to bid you one eternal farewelly and have but 
one last slight request’ to’ make, which’ is* that you 
vouchsafe to'stretch out of the window your lily-white 
hand, that I may impress one’ last burning’ ‘kiss'@f Jove 
on the saine.”’ ‘Well, the lady hesitates one ‘little:-time } 
at last, having oné woman’s heart, she'thinks’she may 
grant him this last’ little request, and. stretching “her 
hand through the’ bars, she says: ©Well\ there’s’ my 
hand, kiss it-once and begone,’ Forthwith Tomy seizing 
her wrist with his left hand, says: ‘ T‘have got’ you now; 
atid' will never let you go ell you swear to’ become my 
wife” © ‘Never,’ said the lady, ‘will I’ become “the! wife 
of one ennceelaeid strives’ with all “her ‘might! to! pull’ her 
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hand free, but cannot, for the left hand of Tom is more 
strong than the right’ of other man.’ Thereupon Tom 
with his right hand draws forth his sword, and: with one 
dreadful shout does’ exclaim,—‘ Now will you ‘swear to 
become my wife, for if you don’t, by God’s blood and 
nails, I will‘this moment smite off your hand with this 
sword)’ Then the lady being very much. frightened, 
and having one sneaking kindness for Tom, who though 
he looked very fierce looked also’ very handsome, said, 
— Well, well!a promise is'a promise; I promised to 
become! your wife, and so I will; I swear I: will ; by all 
I hold holy I swear; so let go my hand; which you 
have almost pulled: off, and come in and welcome!’ 
So Tom lets go'her hand, and the lady opens-her door, 
andbefore night they were married, and in less than 
one month Tom; being now very rich: and Lord of 
Ystrad 'Feen, was made justice: of the peace and chair- 
man at quarter session.” 

“ And what'kind of justice of the peace did Tom make?” 
» “Ow,'the very best justice of the: peace that there 
ever ‘was. He made the old saying good: you must 
set one thief ‘to catch one thief. He had not: been 
a‘justice three year before there was not a thief in Shire 
Brecon nor in Shire Car} for they also made him justice 
of ‘Carmarthenshire, and a child might walk through 
the country quite safe with a purse’ of gold in its hand. 
He said that as he himself could not havea finger in 
the pie, he would take care nobody else: should. And 
yet he was not one bloody justice either ; never hanged 
thief without giving him a chance to reform; but when 
he found him quite hardened he would say: ‘Hang up 
dé rogue!’ Oh, Tom was not a very hard man, and had 
one’ grateful heart for any old kindness which had been 
shown him. One day as Tom sation de bench with 
other ‘big wigs, Tom the biggést wig of the lot,a man 
was ‘brought up ‘charged with stealing one’ bullock. 
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Tom no sooner cast eye on the man than he re- 
membered him quite well. Many years before Tom 
had stole a pair of oxen, which he wished to get through 
the town of Brecon, but did not dare to drive them 
through, for at that very time there was one warrant 
out against Tom at Brecon for something he had’ done. 
So Tom stands with his oxen on the road, scratching 
his head and not knowing what to do. At length there 
comes a man along the road, making towards Brecon, 
to whom Tom says: ‘Honest man, I want these two 
oxen to be driven to such and such a public-house two 
miles beyond Brecon; I would drive them myself only 
I have business to do elsewhere of more importance. 
Now if you will drive them for me there and wait till 
I come, which will not be long, I will give you a groat.’ 
Says the man ; ‘I will drive them there for nothing, for 
as my way lies past that same public-house I can easily 
afford to do so” So Tom leaves the oxen with the 
man, and by rough and roundabout road makes for the 
public-house beyond Brecon, where he finds the man 
waiting with the oxen, who hands them over to him and 
goes on his way. Now, in the man brought up before 
him and the other big wigs on the bench for stealing the 
bullock, Tom does recognise the man who had done 
him that same good turn. Well! the evidence” was 
heard against the man, and it soon appeared quite clear 
that the man did really steal the bullock. Says the 
other big wigs to Tom: ‘The fact has. been proved 
quite clear. What have we now to do but to adshudge 
at once that the domm/’d thief be hung?’ But Tom, 
who remembered that the man had once done him one 
good turn, had made up his mind to save the man. 
So says he to the other big wigs: ‘My very worthy 
esteemed friends and coadshutors, I do perfectly agree 
with you that the fact has been proved clear enough, 
but with respect to de man, I should be very much. 
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grieved should he be hung for this one fact, for I did 
know him long time ago, and did find him to be one 
domm’d honest man in one transaction which I had 
with him. So my wordy and esteemed friends and 
coadshutors I should esteem it one great favour if you 
would adshudge that the man should be let off this one 
time. If, however, you deem it inexpedient to let the 
man off, then of course the man must be hung, for I 
shall not presume to set my opinions and judgments 
- against your opinions and judgments, which are far 
better than my own.’ Then the other big wigs did 
look very big and solemn, and did shake their heads 
and did whisper to one another that they were afraid 
the matter could not be done. At last, however, they 
did come to the conclusion that as Tom had said that 
he had known the fellow once to be one domm’d honest 
man, and as they had a great regard for Tom, who was 
one domm’d good magistrate and highly respectable 
gentleman with whom they were going to dine the next 
day—for Tom I must tell you was in the habit of 
giving the very best dinners in all Shire Brecon—it: 
might not be incompatible with the performance of 
their duty to let the man off this one time, seeing as 
how the poor fellow had probably merely made one 
slight little mistake. Well: to make the matter short, 
the man was let off with only a slight reprimand, and 
left the court. Scarcely, however, had he gone twenty 
yards, when Tom was after him, and tapping him on 
the shoulder said: ‘Honest friend, a word with you!’ 
Then the man turning round Tom said: ‘Do you know 
me, pray?’ ‘I think I do, your honour,’ said the man. 
_ ‘I think your honour was one of the big wigs, who were 
just now so kind as to let me off” ‘I was so,’ said 
Tom; ‘and it is well for you that I was the biggest 
of those big wigs before whom you stood placed, other- 
wise to a certainty you would have been hung up on 
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high; but. did you ever see me before’ this: affair?’ 
‘No, your honour,’ said the man, ‘I don’t remember 
ever ‘to: have seen: your honour before” Says Tom); 
‘Don’t you remember one long time ago driving a 
pair of oxen through Brecon for aman who ‘stood 
scratching his head on the road?’ ‘Oh yes,’ says the 
man; ‘Iodo remember that well enough.’ ‘Well,’ said 
Tom); ‘I was that:man. I had stolen ‘that pair of 
oxen, and I dared not drive them through Brecon: 
You drove them for me; and for doing me that good 
turn I have this day saved your life... ] was thief then 
but.am now big wig. Iam Twm Shone Catti.. Now 
lookee! I have saved your life this one time, but I can 
never save it again. Should you ever be brought up 
before me again, though but for stealing one kid, I will 
hang you as highas ever Haman was hung. ‘One word 
more; here are five pieces of gold. Take them . employ 
them well, and reform as I have done, and perhaps in 
time you may become one big’ wig, like’ myself.’ Well: 
the man took the money, and laid it out to the best 
advantage, and became at last so highly’ respectable 
a character that they made him a constable. And now, 
my gentleman, we are close upon Tregaron.” 5) 

After descending a hill we came to what looked:a snail 
suburb, and: presently crossed a bridge over the stream, the 
waters of which sparkled merrily) in the beams of the 
moon which was now shining bright over some lofty hills 
to the south-east. Beyond the bridge was aismall market+ 
place, on the right-hand side of which stood an ancient 
looking. church. The place upon the whole put> me 
very much in mind of an Andalusian village overhung by 
its-sierra,, “Where is the inn?” said 1 to myicompanion. 
i Yonder it be ;” said he pointing to a large house at the 
farther end of the market-place. “Very good inn that— 
Talbot Arms—where they are always glad to see English — 
gentlemans.” Then touching his hat, and politely waving 
his hand, he turned on one side, and I saw him no more, | 


CHAPTER XCIII 


‘Tregaron ‘Church—The Minister—Good Morning—Tom Shone’s 
Disguises—Tom and the Lady—Klim and Catti. 


I EXPERIENCED very good entertainment at the Tregaron 
Inn, had an excellent supper.and a very comfortable bed. 
I arose at about eight. in the morning... The day was 
dull.and misty... After breakfast, according to my. usual 
fashion, I took a, stroll to see about... The. town, which 
is very small, stands in a valley, near some wild, hills 
called the Berwyn, like the range to the south of Llan- 
gollen, The stream, which. runs, through it) and; which 
falls.into the Teivi,atia little distance from, the town, is 
called the Brennig,. probably because it descends! from 
the Berwyn hills. .. These southern Berwyns: form aivery 
extensive mountain, region, extending: into Brecon, and 
Carmarthenshire, and contain within, them, as I, long 
subsequently .found, some of the, wildest solitudes. and 
most romantic scenery in Wales. High up amidst them, 
at about five miles from. Tregaron, is a deep, broad; lake 
which constitutes. the source of the Towy, a very beautiful 
stream, which after many turnings and receiving the 
‘waters of numerous small streams discharges itself into 
A Sane Bay. | , 

_ Idid not. fail to pay..a.visit to Tregaron church, It 
is an antique building with a‘stone tower. °The door 
being open, as the door of a church always should be, 'I 
entered,, and, was kindly shown by. the clerk, whom, I 
met in the-aisle, alliabout the sacred edifice.: «There was 
hot much to beseen.:*“Amongst’ the: monuments was''a 
stone tablet to John Herbert, who died 1690. The clerk 
told me that. the, name of the clergyman, of; ‘Tregaron 


was Hughes; he-said that he was an excellent, charitable 
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man, who preached the Gospel, and gave himself great 
trouble in educating the children of the poor, He 
certainly seemed to have succeeded in teaching them 
good manners: as I was leaving the church, I met a 
number of little boys belonging to the church school : no 
sooner did they see me than they drew themselves up in 
a rank on one side, and as I passed took off their caps 
and simultaneously shouted, “ Good-morning !” 

And now something with respect to the celebrated 
hero of Tregaron, Tom Shone Catti, concerning whom I 
picked up a good deal during my short stay there, and of 
whom I subsequently read something in printed books.* 

According’ to the tradition of the country, he was the 
illegitimate son of Sir John Wynn of Gwedir, by one 
Catherine Jones of Tregaron, and was born at a place 
called Fynnon Lidiart, close by Tregaron, towards the 
conclusion of the sixteenth century. He was baptised 
by the name of Thomas Jones, but was generally called 
Tom Shone Catti, that is Tom Jones, son of Catti or 
Catherine. His mother, who was a person of some little 
education, brought him up, and taught him ‘to read and 
write. His life, till his eighteenth year, was much like 
other peasant boys ; he kept crows, drove bullocks, and 
learned to plough and harrow, but always showed a dis- | 


st wet onpst others a kind of novel called ‘‘ The Advbnbtes of Twm Shon 
Catty, a Wild Wag of Wales.” It possesses considerable literary merit, the 
language being pure, and many of the descriptions graphic. By far the 
greater part of it, however, would serve for the life of any young Welsh 
peasant, quite as well as for that of Twm Shon Catti. Its grand fault is 
endeavouring to invest Twm Shon with a character of honesty, and to make 
his exploits appear rather those of a wild young waggish fellow than of a 
robber. This was committing a great mistake. When people take up the 
liyes of bad characters the more rogueries and villainies they find, the better 
they are pleased, and they are very much disappointed and consider them- 
selves defrauded by any attempt to apologise for the actions of the heroes. 
If the thieves should chance to have reformed, the respectable readers wish 
(to hear nothing of their reformation till just at the close of the book, when 
they are very happy to have done with them for ever. vi 
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position to roguery and mischief. Between eighteen and 
nineteen, in order to free himself and his mother from 
poverty which they had long endured, he adopted the 
profession of a thief, and: soon became celebrated through 
the whole of Wales for the cleverness and adroitness 
which he exercised in his calling ; qualities in which he 
appears to have trusted much more than in strength and 
daring, though well endowed with both. His disguises 
were innumerable, and all impenetrable ; sometimes he 
would appear as an ancient crone; sometimes asia 
begging cripple; sometimes as a broken soldier, 
Though by no means scrupulous as to what he stole, 
he was particularly addicted to horse and cattle stealing, 
and was no less successful in altering the appearance of 
animals than his own, as he would frequently sell cattle 
to the very, persons from whom he had stolen them, 
after they had been subjected to such a metamorphosis, 
by means of dyes and the scissors; that recognition was 
quite impossible. Various attempts. were made to ap- 
prehend him, but all without success; he was never at 
home to people who particularly wanted him, or if at 
home he looked anything but the’ person they came in 
quest of. Once)a strong and resolute man, a farmer, 
who conceived, and very justly, that Tom had abstracted 
a bullock from his stall, came to Tregaron well armed in 
order to seize him. Riding up tothe door of Tom’s 
mother, he saw an aged and miserable-looking object, 
with a beggar’s staff and wallet, sitting on a stone bench 
beside the door. “Does Tom Shone Catti live here?” 
said the farmer. “Oh yes, he lives here,’ replied the 
beggar. “Is he at home?” “Oh yes, he is at home.” 
“Will you, hold) my horse whilst I go in and speak to 
him?” “Oh yes, I will hold your horse.” Thereupon 
the man dismounted, took a brace of pistols out: of his 
holsters, gave the cripple his horse’s bridle and likewise 
his whip, and entered the house boldly. |No sooner was 
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he inside than the beggar, or rather Tom. Shone Catti, 
for it was he, jumped on the horse’s back,,and rode away 
to the farmer’s house which was some ten: miles distant, 
altering his dress and appearance as’ he rode along, 
having various articles of disguise in his’ wallet. Arriv- 
ing at the house he told the farmer’s wife that’ her 
husband was in the greatest: trouble, and: wanted: fifty 
pounds, which she was to send by him, and that he came 
mounted on her husband’s horse, and brought: his whip, 
that she might know he was authorised to receive the 
money. The wife, seeing the horse and the whip, delivered 
the’ money ‘to Tom. without hesitation, who >forth- 
with made the best of his way to London, where hesold 
the horse, and made himself merry with the price, and 
with what he got from: the farmer’s wife, not returning 
to Wales for several months. Though Tomwas known 
by everybody to be \a: thief, he appears to have lived on 
very good terms with the generality of his neighbours, 
both rich and poor... The poor he conciliated by being 
very free of the’ money which he acquired by theft: and 
robbery, and with the rich he ingratiated himself by 
humorous ‘jesting, at» which he was: a proficient, and 
by being able to:sing a good song.’» At length, being an 
extremely good-looking young fellow, he’ induced a 
wealthy lady to promise’ to: marry him. This lady is 
represented by some as a widow, and by others asa 
virgin heiress. After some time, however, she refused 
to perform her. promise and barred her doors against 
him.» Tom retired to’'a cave onthe side ofa steep 
wild hill near the lady’s house, to’ which he frequently 
repaired, and at last, having induced her to stretch her 
hand: to him through the! window bars, under the: pre- 
tence that he wished to imprint a parting! kiss upon it, 
he won her’ by seizing her hand and threatening to cut 
it off unless: she performed her. promise. Then;!«as 
everything at the time at which he lived could bevdoné — 
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by means of money, he soon obtained for himself a 
general pardon, and likewise a commission as justice 
of the peace, which he held to the time of his death, to 
the satisfaction of everybody except thieves and ill-doers, 
against whom. he waged incessant war, and with whom 
he was admirably qualified to cope, from the knowledge 
he possessed of their ways and habits, from having 
passed so many years of his life in the exercise of the 
thieving trade. “In his youth’ he’ was much ‘addicted ‘to 
poetry, arid’a great’‘many pennillion of his composition, 
chiefly on his own‘ thievish ‘exploits, are yet recited by 
the inhabitants of certain ' districts of the shires of 
Brecon, Carmarthen, and Cardigan. 

~Suchis'the' history or rather the outline of the history 
of'Twm Shone Catti. Concerning the actions attributed 
to him, it is necessary to say that the greater part consist 
of myths)which’ are told of particular individuals of 
every country, from the Indian Ocean to the Atlantic : 
for example, the story of cutting off the bull’s. tail is not 
only told of him but of the Irish thief Delany, and is 
to''be' found in the “ Lives’ of Irish Rogues’ and 
Rappareés ;” certain tricks |related of him in the printed 
tale bearing his name are almost identical with various 
rogueries related’ in the story-book of Klim the Russian 
tobber,* and ‘the ‘most? poetical ‘part of Tom Shone’s 
history, namely, that’ in which he’threatens to ‘cut off 
the hand of the reluctant bride unless she performs her 
promise, is, in’ all probability, an offshoot of ‘the grand 
myth ‘ofthe’ severed hand,” which in: various ways 
figures ‘in the stories of most’ nations, and’ which is 
turned to'considerable account in the tale of the above- 
imentioned: Russian worthy Klim. 

deat ‘Sper emilied ‘Skazka O Klimkie. Moscow, 1829, 
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CHAPTER XCIV 


Llan Ddewi Brefi—Pelagian Heresy—Hu Gadarn—God of Agri- 
culture—The Silver Cup—Rude Tablet. 


IT was about. eleven o’clock in the morning when I 
started from: Tregaron; the sky was still cloudy and 
heavy. .I took the road, to Lampeter, distant about 
eight miles, intending, however, to go much farther ere 
I stopped for the night... The road lay nearly south-west. 
I passed by Aber Coed, a homestead near the bottom 
of a dingle down which runs a brook into the, Teivi, 
which flows here close by, the road; then by Aber 
Carvan,, where, another brook disembogues. .. Aber, as 
perhaps the reader already knows, is a disemboguement, 
and wherever a place commences with Aber there to 
a certainty does a river flow into the sea, or a brook 
or rivulet. into a river. I next. passed through Nant 
Derven,, and in about, three-quarters of an hour after 
leaving Tregaron reached a place of old renown, called 
Llan Ddewi Brefi. 

Llan Ddewi) Brefi is a small village siknatedd vat, the 
entrance of a gorge leading up to some. lofty, hills which 
rise to the east-and belong to the same mountain range 
as those near Tregaron. A brook flowing, from the 
hills murmurs through it and at length finds its. way 
into. the Teivi.. An ancient church stands: on)a little 
rising ground, just below the hills; multitudes of rooks 
inhabit its steeple and fill throughout the day) the, air 
with their cawing. The place wears a remarkable air 
of solitude, but presents nothing of gloom and horror, 
and seems just the kind of spot in which some quiet 
pensive man, fatigued but not soured by the turmoil 


of the world, might settle down, enjoy a few innocent) 
618 


CHAP: XCIV.] LLAN DDEWI BREFI 619 


pleasures, make his peace ‘with God, and then compose 
himself to his long sleep. 

It is not without reason that: Llan Ddewi Brefi has 
been called a) place of old renown. In the fifth century, 
one of the most remarkable ecclesiastical convocations 
which the world has-ever seen was held in this secluded 
spot... It was for the purpose of refuting certain doctrines 
which had for some time past caused much agitation in 
the Church, and which originated with one Morgan, a 
native of North Wales, who left his country ‘at an early 
age and repaired to Italy, where having adopted the 
appellation of Pelagius, which is a Latin translation of his 
own name Morgan, which signifies “by the seashore,” he 
soon became noted: as a) theological writer. . It.is not 
necessary to enter into any detailed exposition of his 
opinions ; it will, however, be as well to state that one 
of the points which he was chiefly anxious to: inculcate 
was that it is: possible for a man to lead a life entirely 
free from’ sin by obeying: the dictates of his own reason 
without any assistance from the grace of God—a dogma 
certainly to the! last: degree delusive: and dangerous. 
When the convocation met: there were a great) many 
sermons’ preached by various learned and eloquent 
divines, but nothing was produced which was pronounced 
by the general voice a satisfactory answer to’ the 
doctrines of the heresiarch. At) length it: was resolved 
to send for Dewi, a celebrated: teacher of theology at 
Mynyw in Pembrokeshire, who from) motives. of 
humility had not appeared inthe assembly. | Messengers 
therefore were’ despatched to Dewi, who, after repeated 
entreaties, was induced to repair to the place of meeting; 
where after three days’ labour in a cell he produced 
a treatise in writing in which the’ tenets of Morgan 
were so triumphantly overthrown that the convocation 
unanimously adopted it and sett it into the world with a 
testimony of approbation as an antidote to the heresy, 
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and so great was its efficacy that from that moment the 
doctrines of Morgan fell gradually into disrepute.* 

Dewi shortly afterwards: became ‘primate’ of Wales, 
being appointed ‘to the see of: Minevai or Mynyw, which 
from that time was called. Ty Ddewi or David’s House, 
amname which it still retains amongst the Cumry, though 
at presenticalled by the: Saxons Saint \David’s... About 
five'centuries after his death the crown of canonization 
having been awarded to Dewi, various churches were 
dedicated’ ‘to. him, amongst which was that now: called 
Llan’ Ddewi Brefi,: which was built’ above the’ cell in 
which the goodman composed his celebrated treatise: 

If this secluded: gorge ‘or valley is connected’ with 
a remarkable historical event it: is: also associated with 
one of the wildest \tales) of mythology.’ Here ‘accord= 
ing) to: old) tradition died one of the humped oxen of 
the team of Hu Gadarn.\ Distracted: at having Jost ‘its 
comrade, which ‘perished from the dreadful efforts: which 
it made along with the others in drawing: the afanc 
hen or old crocodile from the lake of lakes, it: fled away, 
from its: master, and-wandered,about, till coming to the 
glen:now called that of) Lian: Ddewi Brefi, it fell down 
and perished after:excessive bellowing, from»which noise 
the place probably derived its name of Brefi; for’ Bref in 
Cumbric signifiesa mighty bellowing or lowing. Horns 
of enormous size, said to have belonged to this humped. 
ox or bison, were for many ages preserved in the church; 
. Many’will exclaim who was Hu'Gadarn? Hu Gadarn 
insthe Gwlad yr Haf or summer country, a certain region 
of ithe East, perhaps the’ Crimea, which seems: to bea 
modification: of \Cumria, taught’ the Cumry the arts! of 
civilised life, to: build: comfortable: houses, to» sow grain 
and iréap, to tame the buffalo and the: bison,-and turn 
their: mighty strength to profitable account, to ‘construct 
pein with wicker andthe skins of: animals, to: drain 

5 * Hanes Crefydd Yn Nghymri | 9 Omi ies) 
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pools and morasses; to: cut down forests, cultivate the 
vine and encourage’ bees, make wine and mead, frame 
lutes and fifes and play upon them, compose rhymes and 
verses, fuse minerals and form them into various instru- 
ments and weapons, and: to move-in masses against their 
enemies, and finally when the summer country became 
over- -populated led an immense multitude of his country- 
men across many lands to Britain, a country of forests, 
in which bears, wolves, and. bisons wandered, and, of 
morasses and eae full of dreadful efyne or crocodiles, 
a country inhabited only by a few savage Gauls, but 
which shortly after the arrival of Hu and his people 
became a smiling region, forests being thinned, bears and 
wolves hunted down, efync annihilated, bulls and bisons 
tamed, corn planted and pleasant cottages erected. . 
After his death he was worshipped as the God of | agri- 
culture and war by the Cumry and the Gauls. The 
Germans paid him divine honours under the name. of 
Heus, from which name the province of Hesse in which 
there was a mighty temple devoted to. him, derived its 
appellation. . The Scandinavians Wee hence him under 
the name of Odin and Gautr, the latter word a modifica- 
tion of Cadarn or mighty. The wild Finns feared him 
as.a ‘wizard and honoured him as a musician under the 
name of Wainoemoinen, and it is very probable that he 
was the wondrous being whom the Greeks termed 
Odysses.” Till a late period the word Hu amongst the 
Cumry was frequently used to express God—Gwir Hu, 
God knows, being .a. common saying... Many Welsh 
poets have called the: Creator by the name of, the 
creature, amongst, others Iolo, Goch in, his; ode, to the 
ploughman :— 
“The mighty Hu who lives for ever, Ari 
Of mead and wine to'men the giver, iad 


ee | The emperor of land: and isea;! 1: horrisioy ba 
‘of4 .,). And ofall things that living be 
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Did hold a plough: with his: good hand, 
Soon as the deluge left the land, 

To show to men both strong and weak, 
The haughty-hearted and the meek, 
Of all the arts the heaven below 

The noblest is to guide the plough.” 


~So much for Hu Gadarn or Hu the Mighty, whose 
name puts one strangely in mind of the Al Kader Hu 
or the Almighty He of the Arabians. 

I went to see the church. The inside was very rude 
and plain—a rough table covered with a faded cloth 
served for an altar—on the right-hand side was a 
venerable-looking chest. 

“What is there in that box ?” said I to the old sexton 
who attended ime. 

“The treasure of the church, sir,” he replied in a 
feeble quaking voice. 

“Dear me!” said I, “what does the treasure consist 
of ?” 

“You shall see, sir,’ said he, and drawing a large key 
out of his pocket he unlocked the chest and taking out 
a cup of silver he put it into my hand saying : Seo nis 
is the treasure of the church, sir!” 

I looked at the cup. It was tolerably large and of 
very chaste workmanship, Graven upon it were _the 
following words :— 


“ Poculum Eclesie De LKXN fee Broke nna a 


“Do you always keep this cup in that chest?” said I. 

“Ves, sir! we have kept ‘it there since the cup was 
given to us by de godly Queen Elizabeth.” 

I said nothing, but I thought to myself:—*1, wshiegs 
how long a cup like this would have been safe in’a crazy 
chest in a country church.in England.” 

I kissed the sacred relic. of old times with reverence, 
and returned it to the old sexton. 

“What became of 'the horns of Hu Gada bull?” 


ee Oe 
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said I, after he had locked the cup again in its dilapi- 
dated coffer. 

“They did dwindle away, sir, till they came to 
nothing.” 

“Did you ever see any part of them?” said I. 

“Oh no, sir; I did mever see any part of them, but one 
very old man who is buried here did tell me shortly 
before he died that he had seen one very old man who 
- had seen of dem one little tip.” 

“Who was the old man who said that to you?” said I 

“J willshow you his monument, sir,” then taking ' me 
into’ a dusky pew he pointed’ to a small rude tablet 
against the church wall and’ said —“That is his monu- 
ment, sir.” 

The tablet bore the following inscription, and below 
a a tise ert on death not worth transcribing :— 

‘ . Cometh i am 
‘THOMAS JONES © : 
Diveadat o'r Draws Llwyn yn y Plwyfhwn: 


Bu farw Chwefror 6 fed 1830 
Yn 92 oed. 
To the memory of 
_ THOMAS JONES 
Of Traws Llwyn (across the Grove) in Gan 
a who died _iphaat the sixth, 1830. 
: ' Aged 92, 


‘Atte copying the inscription I presented the old man 
with a trifle and went my way. 


CHAPTER XCV 


i fri 


Lampeter—The Monk Austin—The Three Publicans—The Tomb- 
stone—Sudden Chater Pale Catholic—The Bridge 
of Twrch. 


THE country between Llan, Ddewi and ‘Laaipelek pre- 
sented nothing, remarkable, and I met on. the. road 
nothing worthy of being. recorded. '.On', arriving .at 
Lampeter I took a slight refreshment at the’ inn, and 
then went to see the college which stands. a little way 
to the north of the town.» It was founded. by. Bishop 
Burgess in the year 1820, for the education of youths in- 
tended for the ministry.of the Church of England. It 
is a neat: quadrate edifice with a courtyard jin which 
stands a large stone basin. From: the courtyard you 
enter a spacious dining-hall, over the door of which 
hangs a well-executed: portrait of the good bishop. 
From the hall you ascend by a handsome staircase to 
the library, a large and lightsome + room, well stored with 
books in various languages. The aan curiosity is a 
manuscript Codex containing a Latin synopsis of 
Scripture which once belonged to the monks of Barigor 
Is Coed. It bears marks of blood with which it was 
sprinkled when the monks were massacred by the 
heathen Saxons, at the instigation of Austin the Pope’s 
missionary in Britain. The number of students seldom 
exceeds forty. 

It might be about half-past two in the afternoon when 
I left Lampeter. I passed over a bridge, taking the 
road to Llandovery which, however, I had no intention 


of attempting to reach that night, as it was considerably 
624 
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| has. deft beggarly..Cardigan, some way behind \-you. 
| Gome,: your ‘honour, come and: have a pint; this: is 
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'upwards.of twenty miles distant. The road lay, seem- 
| ingly, due east. After walking, vety briskly for aboutian 


hour I, came to a very small hamlet consisting of not 


_ more than six or seven houses;,of these three seemed to 


be public-houses, as they »bore large flaming signs. 


Seeing three rather shabby-looking fellows standing 


chatting with their hands) in their: pockets, I stopped 
and} jinquired; in’ English ‘the name of the place. 
“Pen- something,” said one of them, who’ hada 


red. face and a large. carbuncle on his nose, which 
served to, distinguish’ him. from) his companions, who 


though they had both very rubicund faces: had no 
carbuncles. 
“Tt seems rather a small place to maintain three 


| public-houses,” said» I ;.“ How do’ the publicans manage 
to live?” 


“Oh, tolerably well; sir ;-we get bread and: cheese and 


have a groat in our pockets. No great reason to com- 
_ plain ; have we, neighbours?” 


“No! no Brest reason to complain,” said the: other 


| tworc) 


“Dear, sab 2 said L;.“.are:you the publicans ?” 


Wc! “We are, sir,’ anid, the man with the carbuncle on 
his nose, “and shall be each) of us glad to treat you:to 
| a pint in his)own house in order to welcome \you to 
Shire Car—shan’t we, neighbours?” . 

__. “Yes, in truth we shall,’ said the other two. 


Ie 


“ By Shite, Car,’ said I, “1 Buposs you mean’ Shire 
P Cardizani? ” 

“Shire Cardigan!” said the man; “no: indeed ;| by 
Shire. Caris meant Carmarthenshire... Your honour 


my house,” said he, pointing to one of the: buildings. 
>, “ But,” said I, “ l-suppose if I drink at your expense 


_ you will expect to drink at mine?” 


dns 
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“ Why, we-can’t say that'we shall have any objection, 
your honour; I think we will: arrange the matter in 
this way; we: will) go into my house, where we ‘will 
each of us treat» your honour with a pint, and for each 
pint we Box your honour wee your honour shall treat 
us with one,” 

“Do you mean each?” aie I. Me ) 

“Why, yes! your honour, for a pint arhoriget three 
would be rather a short allowance.” 

“Then it would» come:'to: this,” said 1, “I should 
receive ‘three ‘pints from Ser three, and you aa 
would: receive nine from me.” 

“Just so, your honour, I see your honour is a dcinte 
reckoner.” 

iL ied how much three times three ‘pies ” said I, 
“Well, thank you, kindly, but ; must ideelinte your 
offer;:I1.am bound ‘on a journey.” 

“Where are you bound to, master ?” 

“To Llandovery, but if I’ can find an inn a few with 
fartheron I shall:stop there for the night.” 

“Then you will put up at the ‘Pump Saint, master + 
well, you can have your three pints here and ‘your three 
pipes too, and yet get easily there by seven. ‘Come in, 
master, come in! If you take my advice you will think 
of your pint and ae ied and let all the rest eed ts 
the devil.” 

“ Thank you,’ — Ti“ibut Lican’t weeape your invita- 
tion, I must be off;” and in spite of yet more Seelene 
solicitations I went on. 

I had not gone ‘far' when I came to a point Weliere 
the road: parted into two; just at©the ‘point ‘were a 
house and premises belonging ‘apparently-to a stoné- 
mason, as‘a great many ‘pieces:of half-cut granite were 
standing’ about,'and not:a few tombstones. I stopped 
and looked at one» of the latter.” It swas ‘to. the 
memory of somebody’ who died at ‘théage’ of sixty- 
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six, and at the bottom bore the following. bit of 
poetry :=. 


© “Ti ddaear o ddaear ystyria mewn braw, 
Mai daear i ddaear yn fuan a ddaw ; 
A ddaear mewn ddaear raid aros bob darn 
Nes daear o ddaear gyfrodir i farn,” 


“Thou earth from earth reflect with anxious mind 
That earth to earth must quickly be consigned, 
And earth in earth must lie entranced enthralled 
Till earth from earth fo judgment shall be called.” 


What AinBicting opinions there are) in this, world,” 
said 1, after I had copied ‘the quatrain and. translated 
it...“ The publican yonder tells me to, think of my pint 


and pipe and let everything else go-to the’ devil, and 


the tombstone here tells me to reflect. with, dread—a 
much finer expression.. by-the-bye | than, reflect }with 


anxious mind, as I have got it—that ina very little 


time I'must die, and lie in the ground till I am called 
to. judgment... Now, which is most right, the tombstone 
or) the publican? . Why, I should. say, the tombstone 
decidedly. The publican is too sweeping when he tells 


you to think of your pint and pipe and nothing else. 


A’ pint and. pipe are good .things. I, don’t smoke my: 
self, but I, daresay a pipe is a good thing for them who 
like it, but there are certainly things worth. being thought 
of in this world besides'a pint and pipe—hills and. dales, 


woods and rivers, for example—death.and judgment too 


are worthy now and then of very serious thought... So 
it won’t do to go with the publican, the whole, hog. 
But with respect to the tombstone, it) is quite safe and 
right to go with it its whole, length. .It tells you, to 
think of death and judgment—and assuredly we ought 


_ to think of them. It does not, however, tell you, to 


think of nothing but death and judgment and. to,eschew 
every innocent pleasure within your reach. If it did it 
would be a png quite as sweeping in what it says 
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as the publican, who tells you to think of your pint and 
pipe and let everything else go to the devil. The wisest 
course evidently is to blend the whole of the philosophy 
of the tombstone with a portion of the philosophy of 
the publican and: something more, to enjoy one’s pint 
and pipe and othet innocent pleasures;*and to think 
every now and then of death and judgment—that is 
what I intend to do, and indeed is what IT have done 
for the last thirty years.” | 

I went on—desolate hills rose in the east, the way I 
was going, but on’ the south ‘were ‘beautiful ‘hillocks 
adorned with trees and hedge-rows.' I was’ soon 
amongst the desolate ‘hills; which then looked more 
desolate than they did at a distance. They were’ of 
a wretched russet colour, and exhibited no other signs 
of life and ‘cultivation than here and there a miserable 
field and’ vile-looking hovel ; and if ‘there ‘was- here 
nothing to cheer the eye there was also ‘nothing’ ‘'to 
cheer the ear. There were no songs of birds, no. voices 
of rills;\ the only sound I heard was: the’ pki of a 
wletchied bullock from a’ far-off ‘slope. ' . 

I went on slowly ‘and heavily';at length’ 1 got to 
the top of this: wretched range—then what'a sudden 
change! Beautiful hills in ithe far east,'a fair valley 
below me, and groves and’ woods on anchlistad of the 
road which led down ‘to it. (The sight filled my veins 
with fresh life, and I descended this side of the hill as 
merrily as I had'come up the other side despondingly. 
About half-way down the hill I came'to’a small village. 
Seeing a public-house I went up to it, and’ inquited in 
English of some people within the name of the village. 

“Dolwen,” said’ a dark- i yanmies Preis: of about 
four-and- “twenty. 

“ And what is the name of the valley >” dai I obaiets 

“ Dolwen,” was the answer, the’ niaeh is’ —" after 
the village.” 1 8:04 DH ONE 

\ 
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“You mean that the village is named after the valley,” 


| said: I, “for Dolsién means fair valley.” 


“It may be 50,” said the young fellow, “we don’t 


| know much hére.” 


)) Then after a: moment’s:pause he are 
“Are you going much farther?” 
“ Only as far as the ‘Pump Saint.” 
“Have you any business there?” said he. 
“No,” I replied, “I am travelling the country, and 


| shall. only put up there for the night” 


“You had better stay here,’ said the young fellow. 
“You will be better accommodated here than at the 
‘Pump Saint’ ro rt 
» “Wery: likely,” said:' I; “but I have resolved to go 
there, and when I once make: a resolution I never 
alter ,it,” 

Then bidding chim sae evening I Hach Had'I 


formed no resolution at all about stopping at the ‘Pump 


Saint, I certainly should not have stayed in this house, 
which had all the appearance ofa trampers’ hostelry, 
and.though Iam very fond: of the conversation of 


_ trampers, who -are!!the. only people from whom» you 


can learn anything, I would much rather have the 
benefit’ of it abroad tham in their own lairs. A’ little 


farther down’ I meta woman coming» up the’ ascent. 


She was tolerably respectably dressed, seemed ‘about 
five-and-thirty, and was rather good-looking. She 
walked somewhat slowly,: which was probably’ more 
owing to a large ‘bundle which she bore in her hand 


| than: to her path being: up-hill. 


“Good evening,” said I, stopping. 
“ Good evening, your honour,” said she, stopping and 


_ slightly panting. 


Do you come from fab? ” said I. 
“Not very far, your honour, bat erate far enough for 
a poor feeble woman.” | 
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“Are you Welsh ?” said I. 

“Och no! your honour; I am Mary Bahe from 
Dunmanway in the Leslee of Ireland.” 

“ And what are you doing here?” said I. 

“Och sure! I am travelling the one with’ soft 
goods.” 

“ Are you going far?” said: I. 

“Merely to the village a little farther up, your 
honour.” 

“JT am going farther,” said I, “Iam thinking of pass- 
ing the night at the ‘Pump Saint’” 

“ Well, then, I would just advise your honour to do 
no such thing, but to turn back with me to the village 
above, where there is an illigant’ inn where*your honour 
will be well accommodated.” 

“Qh, I saw that as I came past,” said I; “I don’t 
think there is much accommodation there,” 

“Oh, your honour is clane mistaken ; there is eye 
an illigant fire and an illigant bed too.” 

“Is there only one bed ?” said. I. 

.“ Oh, yes, there are two beds, one for the accommoda-* 

tion of the panne of the house and the other ie that of 

the visitors.” 
“And do the visitors sleep together then?” said TL. 

“Qh yes! unless they wish to be unsociable. » Those 
who are not disposed to be sociable pies ‘in the 
chimney-corners.” 

“ Ah,” said I, “I:see it is'a very agreeable inn ; how~’ 
ever, I shall go on to the ‘Pump Saint.” 

“TI am sorry for it, your honour, for your: hehour! s 
sake ; your honour won’t be half so ‘litem served at 
the.‘ ee Saint’ as there above.” a DOC) 

“Of what religion are you?” said I. a0 ot | 

“Oh, I’m a Catholic, just like your honour, for if Ta am 
not clane mistaken, your honour is an Irishman.” 

“Who is your spiritual director?” said) Ii o'005) 009 S 
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“Why, then, it is » Pathos Toban, your honour, 
whom of course your honour knows.” 

“Oh yes!” said I;'\“when you next’ see him present 
my respects to him.” ’ 
| “What name shall I mention, your honour ?” 
“.Shorsha) Borroo,” said: I. 
> “Oh, then Iwas right in taking your honour for an 
Irishman. None but a -raal Paddy bears that name: A 
credit to your honour is your name,'for it is a famous 
name,* and‘a.credit to your name is your honour, for it 
is arneat-man without a bend you’ are. God bless»your 
honour and. good night!) and may you: find dacent 
quarters in the ‘Pump Saint.’” 

Leaving, Mary Bane I) proceeded:on my way.: The 
evening was rather fine but, twilight:was:coming rapidly 
‘on. I reached the bottom. of| the valley and:soon: over- 
took a young '‘man.dressed something like a groom. We 
entered into conversation. He spoke Welsh and a little 
‘English. His Welsh I. had great difficulty in under- 
‘standing, as it was widely different from that which | 
had been accustomed. to. . He asked me where I was 
going to; I replied to the “ Pump mainte and then 
inquired ; ie he was in service. 

“Tam,” said he. 

“With whom do you live?” said I. 

“With Mr Johnes of Dol Cothi,” he answered. 

Struck by the word Cothi, I asked if Dol Cothi was 
ever called Glyn Cothi. 

~ “Qh yes;” said he, “frequently.” 

. “How odd,’ thought I to myself, “that I should have 
stumbled all of a sudden upon the country of my old 
friend Lewis ‘Glyn Cothi, the greatest poet after Ab 
_ Gwilym: of all Wales!” 
/ “Ts Cothi a river?” said I to my companion. 


_ The good gentlewoman was probably thinking, of the. celebrated king 
Brian’ Boromhe slap at the battle of Clontarf. 
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“It is,” said he. 

Presently we came to a bridge over a small river. 

“Is this river the Cothi?” said I. 

“No,” said he, “this is the Twrchs the bridgei is called’ 
Pont y Twrch.” 

“The bridge of Twrch or the how said I to myself; 
“there is'a bridge of the same name’in the Scottish 
Highlands, ‘not far from the pass of the Trossachs. T 
wonder whether it'has'its name from the same cause as 
this, namely, from passing over a river called the Twrch' 
or Torck, which word: in Gaelic signifies boar or hog 
even as it does in Welsh.” It had now become nearly 
dark. After proceeding some way farther I asked ‘the’ 
groom if we were far from the inn of the“ Pump Saint.” 

“Close by,” said he, and presently pointing to a large’ 
building on the right-hand side he said: »“ This is the’ 
inn of the‘ Pump Saint,’ sir) Nos Da’chi!” ; 


CHAPTER XCVI_ i 


ss Bop Saint”—Pleasant Residence—The Watery Coom=- 
Philological Fact—Evening Service: iEAaae Ba 


I ENTERED. the inn of the “ Pump. Saint.?) ily was a 
comfortable . old- fashioned place,|,with..a very large 
kitchen and a rather small parlour... The people were 
kind and attentive, and:,soon. set -before me in the 
parlour a homely, but savoury ‘supper,;and a foaming 
tankard of ale... After supper I) went into |the kitchen; 
and sitting. down with, the. good folks.in an immensé 
chimney-corner, listened to them) .talking).in their 
Carmaithenshire dialect till it was time, to jgo ‘to: rest, 
when I was conducted to a large chamber where I found 
an excellent and clean bed awaiting. me, in.which I 


\ 
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enjoyed a refreshing’ sleep, occasionally visited by dreams 
in which some of the scenes of the preceding day again 
appeared before ‘me, but’ in an indistinct and” misty 
manner. 

_ Awaking in the very depth of the night I thought I 
‘heard the’ murmuring of acriver; I listened/and soon 
found that I had not been deceived. “I wonder whether 
that/river is the Cothi,” -said: I, “the stream of the im- 
mortal Lewis. I will suppose that it is”—-and rendered 
quite happy by the idea, I soon fell asleep again... 
Larose about eight and went out to :look about me. 
The village consists of little: more than half-a-dozen 
houses. The» name- “Pump Saint”: signifies)‘ Five 
Saints.”. Why: the place is calledo'so I) know :not. 
Perhaps thé name originally belonged to some) chapel 
which stood either where the village now stands or in 
the neighbourhood: The'inn ‘is a good’ specimen of an 
ancient Welsh hostelry.» Its: gable is to the road ‘and its 
front to a little space-on one side of the way. Atia 
little distance up the road is a blacksmith’s shop. The 
country around is interesting: on the north-west) isa 
fine wooded hill—to the south a valley’ through which 
flows the Cothi, a fair river, the one whose murmur had 
come so pleasingly upon my ear in the depth of night. 

« After breakfast I departed for Llandovery.) Presently 
I came toa lodge ‘onthe left-hand beside an ornamental 
gate at the bottom of an avenue leading seemingly to a 
gentleman’s seat; On inquiringof.a woman,'who sat at 
the'door of the lodge, to whom the grounds belonged, ‘she 
said to Mr Johnes, and that if 1: pleased Iiwas welcome 
to'see them. I went in and advanced along the avenue, 
which consisted of very noble oaks; onthe right was\a 
vale in which a beautiful brook was running north and 
south. Beyond the vale to the east were’ fine wooded 
hills. I thought’ I shad never,.seen amore ‘pleasing 
locality, though I saw it to great’ disadvantage, the day 
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being dull, and the season the latter fall. Presently, on 
the avenue making a slight turn, 1 saw the house, a 
plain but comfortable gentleman’s seat with wings. It 
looked to the south down the dale. “With what satis- 
faction I could live in that house,” said I to myself, “if 
backed by a couple of thousands a-year. With what: 
gravity could I sign a warrant in its library, and with 
what dreamy comfort translate an ode of Lewis Glyn 
Cothi, my tankard of rich ale beside me. I wonder 
whether the proprietor is fond of the old bard and keeps 
good ale. Were I an Irishman instead of a Norfolk 
man I-would go in and ask him.” 

Returning to the road I proceeded on my journey. 
I passed over Pont y Rhanedd or the bridge of the 
Rhanedd, a small river flowing through a dale, then by 
Clas Hywel, a lofty: mountain which appeared to have 
three heads. After walking for some miles I came to 
where the road divided into two... By a sign-post I saw 
that both led to Llandovery, one by Porth y Rhyd and 
the other by Llanwrda. The distance by the first. was 
six: miles and a half, by the latter eight and a» half. 
Feeling quite the reverse of tired I chose the longest 
road, namely the one by Llanwrda, along which I sped 
at a great rate. 

In°a little time I forint myself in the hens of a | 
romantic winding dell, overhung with treés.of various | 
kinds, which a tall man whom I. met) told! me was | 
called Cwm Dwr Llanwrda, or the Watery Coom of | 
Llanwrda; and well might it be called the Watery 
Coom, for there were several bridges in it, two within | 
a few hundred yards of each other. The same man 
told:me that the war was going on very’ badly, that our | 
soldiers were suffering much, and that the snow was | 
two feet deep at:Sebastopol. | 

Passing through Llanwrda, a pretty ee writ a | 
singular -looking. church, close to which stood an | 
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enormous yew, I entered a valley which I learned was 
_ the valley of the Towey. I directed my course to the 
_ north, having the river on my right, which runs towards 
_ the south in a spacious bed, which, however, except in 
_ times of flood, it scarcely half fills. Beautiful hills were 
on. either side, partly cultivated, partly covered) with 
wood, and here and there dotted with farm-houses 
and gentlemen’s seats ; green pastures which descended 
nearly to the river occupying in general the lower parts. 
After journeying about four miles amid this kind of 
scenery I came to a noble suspension bridge, and cross- 
ing it found myself in about a quarter of an hour at 
Llandovery. 

It was about half-past two when I arrived. I put up 
at the Castle Inn and forthwith ordered dinner, which 
was served up between four and five. During dinner I 
was waited upon by a strange old fellow who spoke 
Welsh and English with equal fluency. 

“What countryman are you?” said I. 

“ An Englishman,” he replied. 

“From what part of England?” 

“From Herefordshire.” 

“Have you been long here?” 

_“QOh yes/, upwards of twenty years.” 
“ How came you to learn Welsh?” 
_“QOh, I took to it and soon picked it up.” 

“Can you read it?” said I. 
aot Salta 

“Can you read English ?” 

« Yes, I can ; that is, a little.” 

“Why didn’t you try to learn to read Welsh?” 
| ‘Well, I did; but Icould make no hand of it.) It’s 
_ one thing to speak Welsh and another to read it.” 

“J can read Welsh much better: than I can speak 
it,” said, I. 

“Ah, you are a Stee faethe: fea find 
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it easier to learn to read a foreign lingo than to speak 
it, but it’s quite the contrary with we poor folks.” 

“One of the most profound truths ever. uttered 
connected with language,” said Ito myself. \sIasked — 
him if there were many Church of England people in 
Llandovery. 

“A good many,” he replied. 

“Do you belong to the Church ?” said I. 

‘SV esdor” 

“If this were Sunday I would ‘go to eirlinatal said we 

“Oh, if you wish to go to'church you can*go to-night. 
This is Wednesday, and ‘there will be peaicii at. half. 
past six. If you like I will come for you.” (io 

“Pray do,” Fh I ; “I should like above’ all thing to 


go.” 

Dinner over I sat before'the fire stedstanai dodine, 
occasionally sipping a glass of whiskey-and-water. *A 
little after six the old fellow made his appearance with 
a kind of Spanish hat on his head; We'set’out; the 
night was very dark ; we went down ‘a long street Seem- 
ingly in the direction of the west. “ How many ¢hurches 
are there in Llandovery?” said I to my companion. 

“Only one, but you are not goifig to Llandovery — 
Church, but to that of Llanfair, in which our ee man 
does duty once or twice a week.” 10 

“Ts it far?” said I. | 100d MO 

“Oh no; just out of the town, only a few steps farther.” 

We ered to pass over a bridge and began to’ascend 
a rising ground. Several poopie: were going in the same 
direction. 

“ There,” said the old man, “follow ish thst) and 
a little farther up you will come to = sss which 
stands on the right hand.” 2kON it paid ono 

He then left me: I went: with the! rest sie soon | 
came to the church. I went in and was at once®con-— 
ducted: by an old man, who I: believe ‘was the sexton, to | 
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a large pew close against the southern thal “The inside 
of ‘the’ church was dimly lighted; it was long and 
narrow, and the walls were pained with a yellow colour. 
The pulpit stood against the northern wall near the 
altar, and almost opposite to the pew in which I sat. 
After a little time the service commenced; it was'in 
Welsh. When the litanies were concluded the clergy- 
man, who appeared to be a middle-aged man, and who 
had rather a fine voice, began to preach. His sermon 
was from’ the rroth Psalm: “Am hynny hoffais dy 
gorchymynion yn mwy nag aur:” “Therefore have I 
loved thy commandments more than gold.” The sermon, 
_ which was extempore, was delivered with great earnest- 
ness, and I make no doubt was a very excellent one, 
but owing to its being in South Welsh I did not derive 
so much benefit from it as I otherwise might have done. 
When it was over a great many got up and went away. 
Observing, however, that not a few remained, I deter- 
mined upon remaining too. When everything was 
quiet the clergyman, descending from the pulpit, repaired 
to the vestry, and having taken off his gown went into 
a pew, and standing up began a discourse, from which I 
learned that there was to be a sacrament on the ensuing 
Sabbath. He spoke with much fervency, enlarging 
upon the high importance of the holy communion, and 
exhorting people to come to it in a fit state of mind. 
When he had finished a man in a neighbouring pew got 
up’ arid spoke about his own unworthiness, saying this 
and’ that’ about himself, his sins of commission and 
omission, and dwelling particularly on his uncharitable- 
ness and the malicious pleasure which he took’ in the 
misfortunes of his neighbours. The clergyman listened 
attentively, sometimes saying “ Ah!” and the congrega- 
tion also listened attentively, a voice here and there 
frequently’ saying “Ah” When.the man had concluded 

the clergyman again spoke, making observations on 
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what he had heard, and hoping that the rest would be 
visited with the same contrite spirit as their friend. 
Then there was a hymn and we went away. 

The moon was shining on high and cast its bilvery 
light on the tower, the church, some fine trees which 
surrounded it; and the cong: gation going home ; a few 
of the better dressed were talking to each other in 
English, but with an accent and pronunciation which 
rendered the discourse almost unintelligible to. my. ears. 

I found my way back to my inn and went to bed, 
after musing awhile on the concluding scene of which 
I had been witness in the church. 


CHAPTER XCVII 


Llandovery — Griffith ap Nicholas — Powerful Enemies — Last 
Words—Llandovery Church—Rees Pritchard—The Wiser 
Creature—God’s better than All—The Old Vicarage. 


THE morning of the ninth was very beautiful, with 
a slight tendency to frost, I breakfasted, and having 
no intention of proceeding on my journey that day, | 
I went to take a leisurely view of Llandovery and 
the neighbourhood. 

Llandovery is a small but beautiful coma situated _ 
amidst fertile meadows. It is a water-girdled spot, | 
whence its name Llandovery or Llanymdyfri, which — 
signifies. the church surrounded by water. On its west 
is the Towey, and on its east the river Bran 
or Brein, which descending from certain lofty 
mountains to the north-east runs into the Towey a 
little way below the town. The most striking object. 
which Llandovery can show is its castle, from which 
the inn, which stands near to it, has its name. This 
castle, majestic though in ruins, stands on a green 


} 
| 
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mound, the eastern side of which is washed by the 
Bran. Little with respect to its history is known. One 
| thing, however, is certain, namely that it was one of the 
| many strongholds, which at one time belonged to Griffith 
| ap Nicholas, Lord. of Dinevor, one of the most remark- 
able men which South Wales has ever produced, of 
whom a brief account here will not be out of place. 
Griffith ap Nicholas flourished towards the concluding 
| part, of the reign of Henry the Sixth. He was a 
powerful chieftain of South Wales and possessed 
immense estates in the counties of Carmarthen and 
Cardigan. King Henry the Sixth, fully aware of his 
_importance in his own country, bestowed upon him 
the commission of the peace, an honour at that time 
seldom vouchsafed to a Welshman, and the captaincy 
of Kilgarran, a strong royal castle situated on. the 
_ southern bank of the Teivi a few miles above Cardigan, 
_ He had many castles of his own, in which he occasion- 
: ally resided, but his. chief residence was Dinevor, half 
way between Llandovery and Carmarthen, once. a 
palace of the kings of South Wales, from whom 
Griffith traced lineal descent. He was a man very 
proud at heart, but with too much wisdom to exhibit 
many marks of pride, speaking generally. with’ the 
utmost gentleness and suavity, and though very brave 
_ never addicted to dashing’ into danger for the mere 
_ sake of displaying his valour. He was a great, master 
of the English tongue, and well acquainted with what 
learning it contained, but nevertheless was passionately 
attached to the language and literature of Wales, a 
proof of which he gave by holding a congress of bards 
and literati at Carmarthen, at which various pieces 
of eloquence and poetry were recited, and certain altera- 
_ tions introduced into the canons of Welsh versification. 
_ Though holding offices of trust, and emolument, under 
the Saxon, he in the depths of his sou! detested: the 
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race, and would have rejoiced to see it utterly extir- 
pated from Britain. This hatred of his against the 
English was the cause of his doing that which cannot 
be justified on any principle of honour, giving’ shelter 
and ‘encouragement to» Welsh thieves, who were in 
the habit of «plundering and ravaging the English 
borders. Though at’ the head of a numerous and wat’ 
like clan, which was strongly attached to him on 
various accounts, Griffith: did not exactly occupy’ a 
bed of roses.. He had amongst: his neighbours four 
powerful enemies who envied him his large possessions, 
with whom he had. continual disputes: about property 
and privilege: Powerful’ enemies’ they ‘may well be 
called, as they were no less personages than Humphrey 
Duke ‘of Buckingham, Richard Duke of York, who 
began the contest for the crown with King Henry 
the Sixth, Jasper Earl. of Pembroke, son of Owen 
Tudor, and half-brother of the king, and the Earl of 
Warwick. These accused him at court of being a 
comforter and harbourer of thieves, the result being 
that he was deprived not only of the commission of 
the peace, but of the captaincy of Kilgarran, which 
the Earl of Pembroke, through his influence with 
his half-brother, procured for himself. They moreover 
induced’ William Borley’ and Thomas Corbet, two 
justices of the: peace for the county’ of Hereford; to | 
grant''a warrant for his apprehension''on the ground 
of his being in league with the thieves of the Marches: 
Griffith in the bosom of his mighty clan bade defiance 
to Saxon warrants, though once having ventured: to 
Hereford he nearly fell into the power of the’ ministers | 
of justice, only escaping by the intervention of Sir | 
John’ Scudamore, with whom he was ‘connected by } 
marriage. Shortly afterwards, the: civil war breaking | 
out, the Duke of York ‘apologised ‘to Griffith, and be- | 
sought his assistance ‘against the’ king, which~ the | 
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chieftain readily enough promised, not out of affection 
for York, but from the hatred which he felt, on account 
of the Kilgarran affair, for the Earl of Pembroke, who 
had sided, very naturally, with his half-brother, the king, 
and commanded his forces in the west... Griffith fell at 
the great battle of Mortimer’s cross, which was won for 
York by a desperate charge made right at Pembroke’s 
banner by Griffith and his Welshmen, when the rest 
of the Yorkists were wavering. His last words were: 
“Welcome, Death! since honour and victory make for us.” 

The power and wealth of Griffith ap Nicholas, and 
also parts of his character, have been well described 
by one of his bards, Gwilym ab Ieuan Hen, in an 
ode to the following effecf:— 


“ Griffith ap Nicholas, who like thee 
For wealth and power and majesty ! 
Which most abound, I cannot say, 
On either side of Towey gay, 
From hence to where it meets the brine, 
- Trees or stately towers of thine? 
The chair of judgment thou didst gain, 
But not to deal in judgments vain— 
To thee upon thy judgment chair 
From near and far do crowds repair ; 
But though betwixt the weak and strong 
No questions rose from right or wrong 
The strong the weak to thee would hie ; 
The strong to do thee injury, 
And to the weak thou wine wouldst deal, 
And. wouldst trip up the mighty heel. 
A lion unto the lofty thou, 
A lamb unto the weak and low. 
’ Much thou resemblest Nudd of yore, 
~ Surpassing all who went before’; 
bon _ Like him 'thou’rt fam’d for bravery, 
*. |.‘ . For noble birth and high degree. 
; A Hail, captain of Kilgarran’s hold! 
Lieutenant of Carmarthen old! 
Hal chieftain, Cambria’s choicest boast pv 
Hail, justice, at the Saxon’s‘cost 00 6 Soci 
x 
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Seven castles high confess thy sway, 
Seven palaces thy hands obey. 

Against my chief, with envy fired, 
Three dukes and judges two conspired, 
But thou a dauntless front didst show, 
And to retreat they were not slow. 

O, with what gratitude is heard 

From mouth of thine the whispered word, 
The deepest pools in rivers found 

In summer are of softest sound ; 

The sage concealeth what he knows, 

A deal of talk no wisdom shows ; 

The sage is silent as the grave, 

Whilst of his lips the fool is slave ; 
Thy smile doth every joy impart, 

Of faith a fountain is thy heart ; 

Thy hand is strong, thine eye is keen, 
Thy head o’er every head is seen:” 


The church of Llandovery is a large edifice standing 
at the southern extremity of the town in the vicinity 
of the Towey. The outside exhibits many appearances 
of antiquity, but the interior has been sadly modernized. 
It contains no remarkable tombs ; I was pleased, how- 
ever, to observe upon one or two of the monuments 
the name of Ryce, the appellation of the great clan to 
which Griffith ap Nicholas belonged ; of old the regal 
race of South Wales... On inquiring of the clerk, an 
intelligent young man who showed me over the sacred 
edifice, as. to’ the state of the Church of England at 
Llandovery, he gave me a very cheering account, adding, 
however, that before the arrival of the present in- 
cumbent it was very low indeed. “What is the clergy- 
man’s name?” said 1; “I heard him preach last night.” 

“JT know you did, sir,” said the clerk, bowing, “for I 
saw you at the service at Llanfair—his name is Hughes.” 

“ Any relation of the clergyman at Tregaron?” said I. 

“Own brother, sir.” oe 

“He at Tregaron bears a very high character,” said I. 
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“And very deservedly, sir,” said the clerk, “for he is 
an excellent man; he is, however, not more worthy of 
his high character than his brother here is of the one 
which he bears, which is equally high, and which the 
very dissenters have nothing to say against.” 

_ “ Have you ever heard,” said I, “of a man of the name 
of Rees Pritchard, who preached within these walls some 
two hundred years ago?” 

“Rees Pritchard, sir! Of course ] have—who hasn’t 
heard of the old vicar—the Welshman’s candle? Ah, he 
was aman indeed! We have some good men in the 
Church, very good; but the old vicar—where shall we 
find his equal?” 

“Ts he buried in this church?” said I. “No, sir, he 
was buried out abroad in the churchyard, near the wall 
by the Towey.” 

“Can you show me his tomb?” said I. “No, sir, nor 
can any one; his tomb was swept away more than a 
hundred years ago by a dreadful. inundation of the river, 
which swept away not only tombs but dead bodies out 
of graves. But there’s his house in the market-place, 
the old vicarage, which you should go and see.. I would 
go and show it you myself but I have church, matters 
just now to attend to—the place of church clerk at 
Llandovery, long a sinecure, is anything but that under 
the present clergyman, who, though not a Rees Pritchard, 
is a very zealous Christian, and not unworthy to preach 
in the pulpit of the old vicar.” , 

_ Leaying the church I went to see the old vicarage, but 
before saying anything respecting it, a few words about 
the old vicar, 

Rees Pritchard was born at Llandovery, about the 
year 1575, of respectable parents. He. received the 
rudiments of a classical education at the school of the 
place, and at the age of eighteen was sent to Oxford, 
being intended for the clerical profession. At Oxford he 
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did not distinguish himself in an advantageous manner 
being more remarkable for dissipation and riot than 
application in the pursuit of learning. Returning to 
Wales, he was admitted into the ministry, and after the 
lapse of a few years was appointed vicar of Llandovery. 
His conduct for a considerable time was not only unbe- 
coming a clergyman, but a human being in any sphere. 
Drunkenness was very prevalent'in the age in which he 
lived, but Rees Pritchard was so inordinately addicted to 
that vice that the int worst of his parishioners were 
scandalized, and said : ee as we may be we are not 
half so bad as the parson.” 

He was in the habit of spending the greater part of his 
time in the public-house, from which he was generally 
trundled home in a wheel-barrow in a state of utter 
insensibility. God, however, who is aware of what every 
man is capable of, had reserved Rees Pritchard for great 
and noble things, and brought about his conversion in a 
very remarkable manner. 

The people of the tavern which Rees Pritchard fre- 
quented had a large he-goat, which went in and out and 
mingled with the guests. One day Rees in the midst of 
his orgies called the goat to him and offered it some ale ; 
the creature, far from refusing it, drank greedily, and 
soon becoming intoxicated, fell down upon the floor, 
where it lay quivering, to the great delight of Rees 
Pritchard, who made its drunkenness a subject of jest to 
his boon companions, who, however, said nothing, being 
struck with horror at such conduct in a person who was 
placed among them to bea pattern and example. Before 
night, however, Pritchard became himself intoxicated, 
and was trundled to the vicarage in the usual manner. 
During the whole of the next day he was very ill and_ 
kept at home, but on the following one he again repaired 
to the public-house, sat down and called for his pipe and 
tankard. The goat was now perfectly recovered, and was — 
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standing nigh. No sooner was the tankard brought than 
Rees taking holdsof it held it to the goat’s mouth. The 
creature, however, turned away its head in disgust, and 
hurried out of the room. This circumstance produced an 
instantaneous effect upon Rees Pritchard. “My God!” 
said he to himself, “is this poor dumb creature wiser than 
I? Yes, surely ; it has been drunk, but having once ex- 
perienced the wretched consequences of drunkenness, it 
refuses to be drunk again. How different is its conduct 
to mine! I, after having experienced a hundred times the 
filthiness and misery of drunkenness, have still persisted 
in debasing myself below the condition of a beast. Oh, 
if 1 persist in this conduct what have I to expect. but 
wretchedness and contempt’ in: this world and eternal 
perdition in the next? But, thank God, it is not yet too 
late to amend ; I am still alive—I will become a new 
man—the goat has taught me a lesson.” Smashing his 
. pipe he left his tankard untasted on the table, went home, 
and became an altered man. 

Different as an angel of light is from the fiend of the 
pit was Rees Pritchard from that moment from what he 
had been in former days, For upwards of thirty years 
he preached the Gospel as it had: never been preached 
before in the Welsh tongue since the time of Saint Paul, 
supposing the beautiful legend to be true which tells us 
that Saint Paul in his wanderings found his way to 
Britain and preached to the inhabitants the inestimable 
efficacy of Christ’s bloodshedding in the fairest Welsh, 
having like all the other apostles the miraculous gift of 

tongues. The good vicar did more. In the short intervals 
of relaxation which he allowed himself from the labour of 
the ministry during those years he composed a number 
of poetical pieces, which after his death were gathered 
together into a volime and published, under the title of 
“Canwyl! +)Cymry ; or, the Candle of the Welshman.” 
This work, Iiiieh has gone through’ almost countless 
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editions, is written in two common easy measures, and 
the language is so plain and simple that it is intelligible 
to the homeliest hind who speaks the Welsh language. 
All of the pieces are of a strictly devotional character, 
with the exception of one, namely,a welcome to Charles, 
Prince of Wales, on his return from Spain, to which 
country he had gone to see the Spanish ladye whom at 
one time he sought as bride. Some of the pieces are 
highly curious, as they bear upon events at present for- 
gotten ; for example, the song upon the year 1629, when 
the corn was blighted throughout the land, and “A 
Warning to the Cumry to repent when the Plague of 
Blotches and Boils was prevalent in London.” Some 
of the pieces are written with astonishing vigour, for 
example, “The Song’ of the Husbandman,” and:“God’s 
Better than All,” of which last piece the following is a 
literal translation :— 


“Gop’s BETTER THAN ALL. 


“ God’s better than heaven or aught therein, 
Than the earth or aught we there can win, 
Better than the world or its wealth to me— 
God’s better than all that is or can be. 
Better than father, than mother, than nurse, 
Better than riches, oft proving a curse, 
Better than Martha or Mary even— 
Better by far is the God of heaven. 
If God for thy portion thou hast ta’en 
There’s Christ to support thee in every pain, 
The world to respect thee thou wilt gain, 
To fear thee the fiend and all his train. 
Of the best of portions thou choice didst make 
When thou the high God to thyself didst take, 
. A portion which none from thy grasp can rend 
Whilst the sun and the moon on their course shall wend 
~ When the sun grows dark and the moon turns red, 
‘When the stars shall drop and millions dread, 
When the earth shall vanish with its pomps in fish 
Thy portion still 2 remain entire. 
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Then let not thy heart, though distressed, complain ! 
A hold on thy portion firm maintain. 

Thou didst choose the best portion, again I say— 
Resign it not till thy dying day.” 


The old vicarage of Llandovery is a very large 
mansion of dark red brick, fronting the principal street 
or market-place, and with its back to a green meadow 
bounded by the river Bran. It is in a very dilapidated 
condition, and is inhabited at present by various poor 
families. The principal room, which is said to have 
been the old vicar’s library, and the place where he 
composed his undying Candle, is in many respects a 
remarkable apartment. It is of large dimensions. The 
roof is curiously inlaid with stucco or mortar, and is tra- 
versed from east to west by an immense black beam. 
The fire-place, which is at the south, is very large and 
seemingly of high antiquity. The windows, which are 
two in number and look westward into the street, have 
a quaint and singular appearance. Of all the houses in 
Llandovery the old vicarage is by far the most worthy 
of attention, irrespective of the wonderful monument of 
God’s providence and grace who once inhabited it. 

The reverence in which the memory of Rees Pritchard 
is still held in Llandovery the following anecdote will 
show. As I was standing in the principal street staring 
intently at the antique vicarage, a respectable-looking 
farmer came up and was about to pass, but observing 
how I was employed he stopped, and looked now at 
me and now at the antique house. Presently he said : 

“A fine old place, is it not, sir? but do you know 
who lived there ?” 

Wishing to know what the man would say provided 
he thought I.was ignorant as to the ancient inmate, I 
turned a face of inquiry upon him; whereupon’ he 
advanced towards me two or three steps, and 
placing his face so close to mine that his nose nearly 
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touched my cheek, he said in a kind of piercing 
whisper— 

“The: Vicar.” 

Then drawing his face back he looked me full in the 
eyes as if to observe the effect of his intelligence, gave 
me two nods as if to say, “He did, indeed,” and 
departed. 

The Vicar of Llandovery had then’ been deta decstid 
two hundred years. Truly the man in whom piety and 
genius are blended is immortal upon earth. 


CHAPTER XCVIII 


Departure from Llandovery—A Bitter Methodist—North and 
South—The Caravan—Captain Bosvile—Deputy Ranger—A 
Scrimmage—The Heavenly Gwynfa—Dangerous Position. 


ON the tenth I departed from Llandovery, which I have 
no hesitation in saying is about the pleasantest little 
town in which, I have halted in the course of my 
wanderings. I intended to sleep at Gutter Vawr, a 
place some twenty miles distant, just within Glamorgan: 
shire, to reach which it would be necessary to pass over 
part of a range of wild hills, generally called the’ Black 
Mountains. I started at about ten o'clock; the morning — 
was lowering, and there were occasional showers of rain 
and hail. I passed by Rees Pritchard’s church, holding 
my hat in my hand as I did so, not out of respect for 
the building, but from reverence for the memory of the 
sainted man who of old from its pulpit called sinners 
to repentance, and whose remains slumber ih the church- 
yard unless washed away by some frantic burst of the — 
neighbouring Towey.. Crossing a bridge over the Bran 
just before it enters the: greater stream, I» proceeded 
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alonga road: running nearly south and having a range 
of fine hills on the east. Presently violent gusts of wind 
came on, which tore: the:sear leaves by thousands from 
the ‘trees, of which ‘there were plenty by the roadsides: 
After avlittle time; however, this elemental hurly-burly 
passed away; a »rainbow: made. its appearance, and 
the day became’ comparatively fine. Turning tothe 
south-east under a hill covered with oaks, I left the 
vale of the Towey behind me, and soon caught a glimpse 

of isome very lofty hills whichI supposed'to be ‘the 
- Black Mountains. It was a mere glimpse, for scarcely 
had I-descried’'them when mist settled down and totally 
obscured them from my view. 

In about an:hour I:reached Llangadog, a large village. 
The name'signifies the church: of Gadog.. Gadog wasia 
British saint of the fifth century, who after labouring 
amongst his own countrymen for their spiritual good for 
many years, crossed the sea to Brittany, where he: died. 
Scarcely had I entered Llangadog when a great shower 
of rain came:down. Seeing an ancient-looking hostelry 
I ati once: made: for it.In a’ large and’ comfortable 
_ kitchen I found a:middle-aged woman seated by a huge 
deal table near a blazing fire, with a couple of large 
books open before her. Sitting down‘on a‘chair I told 
her im English to bring mea pint of ale. She did'so, and 
again sat down to her books, which on ‘inquiry I found 
to be a Welsh’ Bible and Concordance. We soon got 
into discourse:about religion, but did not exactly agree, 
for she was’a bitter Methodist, as bitter as her beer, 
only half of which I could get down: 

“Leaving Llangadog I pushed forward.» The day was 
now tolerably fine. In two or three hours: I came toa 
glen,\thesides of which were beautifully wooded! On 
my left was a river, which came roaring down from a 
- range of lofty mountains right before me to the south- 
east,  Theiriver, as I was told byva lad, was'the Sawdde 
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or Southey, the lofty range the Black Mountains. 
Passed a pretty village on my right standing something 
in the shape of a semicircle, and in about half-an-hour 
came to a bridge over a river which I supposed: to be 
the Sawdde which I had already seen, but which I 
subsequently learned was an altogether different stream. 
It was running from the south, a wild, fierce flood, 
amidst rocks and stones, the waves all. roaring and 
foaming. 

After some time I reached another sicher near the 
foot of a very lofty ascent. On my left to the east upon 
a bank was a small house, on one side of which was a 
wheel turned round by a flush of water: running in a 
little artificial canal; close by it were two small cascades, 
the waters of which, and also those of the canal, passed 
under the bridge in the direction of the west. Seeing a 
decent-looking man engaged in sawing a piece of wood 
by the roadside, I asked him in Welsh whether the house 
with the wheel was a flour mill. 

“Nage,” said he, “it-is a pandy, fulling init ‘ 


“Can, you tell me the name of a river,” said I, 


“which I have left about a mile behind me: Is it the 
Sawdde?” 

““Nage,” said he, “it is the Lleidach.” 

Then looking at me with great curiosity, he asked if I 
came from the north country. 

“Yes,” said I, “I certainly come from there.” 

“Tam glad to hear it,” said he, “for Ihave long 
wished to see.a man from the north country.” » 

“ Did you never see one before ?” said I. 

“ Never in my life,’ he replied ; “men from the north 
country seldom show themselves in these parts.” 

“Well,” said I; “I am not ashamed to, say: that I 
come from the ond it 

“ Ain’t you?» Well, I don’t: know iste you. tay any 


particular reason to be ashamed, for it ois rather your 
; ae | 
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misfortune than your fault; but the idea of any one 
coming from the north—ho, ho!” 

“ Perhaps in the north,” said I, “they laugh at a man 
from the south.” 

'“Laugh at a man from the south! No, no; they 
can’t do that.” 

“Why not?” said I; “why shouldn’t the north laugh 
at the south as well as the south at the north?” 

“Why shouldn’t it? why, you talk like a fool. How 
could the north laugh at the south as long as the south 
remains the south and the north the north? Laugh at 
thesouth! you talk like a fool, David, and if you go on 
in that way I shall be angry with you. However, J’ll 
excuse you ; you are from the north, and what can one 
expect from the north but nonsense? Now tell me, do 
you of the north eat and drink like other people?, What 
do you live upon?” 

“Why, as for myself,” said 1; “I generally live on 
the best I can get.” 

“Let's hear what you eat; bacon and eggs?” 

“Oh yes, I eat bacon and eggs when I can get nothing 
better.” 

“ And what do you drink? Can you drink ale?” 

“Oh yes,” said 1; “I am very fond of ale when it’s 
good. Perhaps you will stand a pint?” 

“Hm,” said the man looking somewhat blank ; “there 
is no ale in the Pandy and there is no public-house near 
at hand, otherwise——Where are you going to-night?” 

“To Gutter Vawr.” 

“Well, then, you had better not loiter; Gutter Vawr 
is a long way off over the mountain. It will be dark, 
I am afraid, long before you get to Gutter Vawr. Good 
evening, David! I am glad to have seen you, for I 
have long wished to see a man from the north country. 
Good evening! you will, find plenty of good ale at 
Gutter Vawr,” 
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I went on my way: The road led in’ a south+eastern 
direction gradually upward to very lofty regions. After 
walking about half-an-hour I saw a kind of wooden 
house on wheels drawn by two horses’ coming! down 
the hill towards me. A: short black-looking fellow in 
brown-top boots, corduroy breeches, jockey coat and 
jockey cap sat on the box, holding the ‘reins in one 
hand and along whip in the other. Beside him ‘was’a 
swarthy woman in»a wild flaunting dress: Behind the 
box out of the fore part of the caravan péered two or 
three black children’s heads: A pretty little foal about 
four months old came frisking’ and gambolling now 
before now beside the horses, whilst a colt of * some 
sixteen months followed more leisurely behind.’ “When 
the caravan was about ten yards distant I stopped;and 
raising my left hand with the little finger pele iinet 
I exclaimed : 

“ Shoon, Kaulomengro, shoon! In’ Dibbel’s nav, 
where may tu be jawing to?” 

Stopping his caravan with considerable difficaty the 
small black man glared at me for a moment like’a wild 
cat, and then said in a voice partly ono seein 
kind : 

“ Savo shan tu? Are you ‘one of the Ingrines?” — 

“Tam the chap what certain folks calls: bie: Romany 
Rye.” Cea” 

“Well, ll be jiggered if I wasn’t chinthind so’and if 
I wasn’t penning so to my juwa as we were a down 
the chong.” i 

“Tt isa long time since we last met, Captdlin eS 
for I suppose I may call you Captain now?” 

“Yes! the old man’ has been dead and bind this 
many a year, and his sticks and titles are now mine. 
Poor soul, I hope he is happy ; indeed I know he’ is, 
for he lies in Cockleshell churchyard, the place” he'was — 
always so fond of, and has his Sunday waistcoat on ‘him 1 
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with the fine gold) buttons, which he was always: so 
proud of. Ah, you may: well call it a long time since 
we met—why, it can’t be less than thirty year.” 

“ Something about that—you were a boy then of about 
fifteeni”» 

» €So Iwas,'and you a tall: young slip of about twenty ; 
well, how did you come to jin: mande?” 

) “Why, I knew you by your fighting mug—there 
ain't such another mug in England.” 

“ No more there an’t—my old father: always used to 
say it was of no use hitting it for it always broke his 
knuckles. Well, it was: kind of you:to jin mande after 
so many years. The last time I think I.saw you was 
near Brummagem, when you were:travelling about with 
Jasper Petulengro and—I say, what’s become of the 
young woman you used to keep company with?” 

“1 don’t know?’ 

“Vou don’t?) Well, she was a fine young woman and 
a vartuous. I remember her knocking down and giving 
a’ black eye to ‘my old mother, who was wonderfully 
deep in Romany, for making a bit:of a gillie about you 
and she.. What was the song?» Lord, how my memory 
failseome! >» Oh, here it is :— 

as | _“* Ando berkho Rye cand 
~ Oteh pivd teh khavé 

Tu lerasque ando berkho piranee 

‘Teh corbatcha por pico.” 
Have you seen Jasper Petulengro lately ?” said I. 
» “Yes, Ishave'seen him, but it was ata very considerable 
distance. - Jasper’ Petulengro doesn’t come near the likes 
of we now. Lord! you can’t think what grand folks he 
and his wife have become of late years, and all along of 
a trumperty lil which somebody has written about them. 
Why, they fee hand: and’ glove with the Queen and 
Prince,and’ folks: say that’ his wife is going to be made 


654 WILD WALES [CHAP. 


dame of honour, and Jasper Justice of the Peace and 
Deputy Ranger of Windsor Park.” 

“Only think,” said I. “And now tell. me, what 
brought you into Wales?” 

“What brought me into Wales? I'll tell you; my 
own fool’s head: I was doing nicely in the Kaulo Gav 
and the neighbourhood, when I must needs pack up 
and come into these parts with bag and baggage, wife 
and childer. I thought that Wales was what it was 
some thirty years agone when our foky used to say— 
for I was never here before—that there was something 
to be done in it ; but I was never more mistaken in my 
life: The country is overrun with Hindity mescrey, 
woild Irish, with whom the Romany foky stand no 
chance. The fellows underwork me at tinkering, and 
the women outscream my wife at telling fortunes—more- 
over, they say the country is theirs and not intended 
for niggers like we, and as they are generally in vast 
numbers what can a poor little Roman family do but 
flee away before them? A pretty journey I have made 
into Wales. Had I not contrived to pass off.a poggado 
bav engro—a broken-winded horse—at a fair, I at this 
moment should be without a tringoruschee piece in my 
pocket. I am now making the best of my way back 
to Brummagem, and if ever I sews again to this Hindity 
country may Calcraft nash me.” 

“TI wonder you didn’t try to serve some of the Irish 
out,” said I. 

“TI served one out, brother; and my wife and childer 
helped to wipe off a little of the score. We had: stopped 
on a nice green, near a village over the hills in Gla- 
morganshire, when up comes a Hindity family, and bids 
us take ourselves off. Now it so happened that there 
was but one man and a woman and some childer, so I 
laughed, and told them to drive us off. . Well, brother, 
without many words, there was a regular scrimmage. 
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The Hindity mush came at me, the Hindity mushi at 
my juwa, and the Hindity chaves at my chai. ‘It 
didn’t last long, brother. In less than three minutes 
I had hit the Hindity mush, who was a plaguey 
big fellow, but couldn’t fight, just under the point of 
the chin, and sent him to the ground with all his senses 
gone. My juwa had almost scratched an eye out of the 
Hindity mushi, and my chai had sent the Hindity 
childer scampering over the green. ‘Who has got to 
quit now?’ said I to the Hindity mush after he had got 
on his legs, looking like a man who has been cut down 
after hanging just a minute and a half. ‘Who has got 
notice to quit, now, I wonder?’ Well, brother, he didn’t 
say anything, nor did any of them, but after a little time 
they all took themselves off, with a cart they had, to the 
south. Just as they got to the edge of the green, how- 
ever, they turned'round and gave a yell which made all 
our blood’ run cold. I knew what it meant, and said, 
‘This is no place for us.’ So we got everything together 
and came away; and, though the horses were tired, 
never stopped till we had got ten miles from the place; 
and well it was we acted as we did, for, had we stayed, 
I have no doubt that a whole Hindity clan would have 
been’ down. upon us before morning and cut our 
throats.” 

“Well,” said I, “farewell: I can’t stay any longer. 
As it is, I shall be late at Gutter Vawr.” 

“Farewell, brother!” said’ Captain Bosvile; and, 
giving’ a cry, he cracked his whip and set his horses 
in motion. 

“Won't you, give us sixpence to drink?” cried Mrs 
Bosvile, with a rather shrill voice. 

“Hold your tongue, you she-dog,”» said Captain 
Bosvile. “Is that the way in which you take leave of 
an old friend? Hold your tongue, and let the Ingrine 
gentleman jaw on his way. a 
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I proceeded on my way as fast as I could, ‘for: the day 
was now closing in. My progress, however, was not 
very great; for the road was steep, and was continually 
becoming, moreso. In about half-an-hour I ‘came:to a 
little. village; consisting of three or four houses:;'‘one of 
them, at the door of which several carts were standing 
bore the sign of a tavern. 

“ What is the name of this place?” bid I toa man 
who was breaking stones on the road. 

“ Capel Gwynfa,” said he. rh th 

Rather surprised. at, the, name, which | sheneilats in 
English the Chapel of the place of. bliss, I asked: the 
man why it was called ‘so. 10 roe 

“T don’t know,” said the man. 

“Was there ever a chapel here?” said ms 

“TI don’t know, sir; there is none now:” f 

“I daresay thier was.in the old: time,” said Ito my- 
self, as I.went.on, “in which some holy hermit prayed 
and told his, beads, and occasionally received. benighted 
strangers. .What.a poetical word that: Gwynfa, placé of 
bliss, is.|; Qwen. Pugh \uses, it;;in his) translation, of 
‘Paradise Lost’ to express Paradise, for he has rendered 
the words Paradise Lost by Col Gwynfa—thé loss of the 
place of bliss. I wonder whether the old scholar picked 
up the word here. Not unlikely. Strange fellowsthat 
Owen Pugh. , Wish I-had seen’him. No ‘hope'ofsseeing 
him now, exceptiin the -heavenly: Gwynfa. | Wonder 
whether there is such a place. Tom! Payne thinks 
there’s not. Strange fellow that Tom Paynes eMgniolly 
man. Wish I had never read him.” sunt 

Presently I:came to a little: cottage. with. a: ‘tolBar, 
Seeing a woman standing at the door, I: pane > of het 
the name ofthe gate.o12 voy voy hbhobt? 

“Cowslip Gans sir.” iy alticegh 

“Has it any! Welsh name?” >, . ash blogs 

“None that I know of, sir.” i Hansbaesg 
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This place was at-a considerable altitude, and com- 
manded an-extensivé view to the south, west, and north. 
Heights upon heights rose behind it to the east. From 
here the road ran to the south for a little way nearly 
level, then turned abruptly to the east,and was more 
steep than ever. .After the turn, I had a huge chalk 
cliff towering over me on the right, and a chalk precipice 
on my left. Night was now coming on fast, and, rather 
to.my uneasiness, masses of mist began to pour down 
the sides of the mountain. I hurried on, the road mak- 
ing frequent turnings. Presently the mist swept down 
upon. me, and was so thick that I could only see a few 
yatds before -me...1 was now obliged to. slacken my 
pace, and to advance with some degree of caution. I 
moved on in, this way for some time, when suddenly I 
heard a noise, as if a number of carts were coming 
rapidly down the hill. I stopped, and stood with my 
back close against the high bank. The noise drew 
nearer, and in a minute I saw distinctly through the 
mist, horses, carts, and forms of men passing. In one 
or two cases the wheels appeared to be within a few 
inches of my feet. I let the train go by, and then:cried 
out in English, “Am I right for Gutter Vawr?” 

“Hey?” said a voice, after a momentary interval. 

10 Ame bright for Gutter Vawr?” I shouted yet louder. 
1, Ves sure!” said a voice, probably the same. 

-Then instantly ‘a much Roughet voice cried, “Who the 
Devilare you?” Bt 

| \domade no answer, but went on, whilst the train con- 
tinued sits sway “rumbling down the: mountain. At 
length Iigained the top, where the’ road turned and led 
down a ‘steep descent towards the south-west. It was 
| now quite night, and the mist was of the thickest kind. 
' Ivcould just see that. there was a frightful precipice on 
my: left, so I> kept to the right,,hugging the side of the 
hill. -As I descended’ I heard every now and then loud 
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noises in the vale, probably proceeding from stone 
quarries. I was drenched to the skin, nay, through the 
skin, by the mist, which I verily believe was more 
penetrating than that described by Ab Gwilym. When 
I had proceeded about a mile I saw blazes down below, 
resembling those of furnaces, and soon after came to the 
foot of the hill. It was here pouring with rain, but I did 
not put up my umbrella, as it was impossible for me to be 
more drenched than I was. Crossing a bridge over a 
kind of torrent, I found myself amongst some houses. 
I entered one of them from which a blaze of light and a 
roar of voices proceeded, and, on inquiring of an old 
woman who confronted me in the passage, I found that 
I had reached my much needed haven of rest, the tavern 
of Gutter Vawr in the county of Glamorgan, | 


CHAPTER XCIX 


Inn at Gutter Vawr—The Hurly-burly—Bara y Caws—Change of 
Manner—Welsh Mistrust—Wonders of Russia—The Emperor 
—The Grand Ghost Story. 


THE old woman who confronted me in the passage’ of 
the inn turned out to be the landlady. On learning'that 
I intended to pass the night at her house, she conducted 
me into a small room on the right-hand) side of the 
passage, which proved to be the parlour. It was cold 
and comfortless, for'there was no fire in the grate.) She 
told me, however, that one should be lighted, and going 
out, presently returned with a couple of buxom wenches, 
who I soon found were her daughters. The good lady 
had little or no English ; the girls, however, had plenty, | 
and of a good kind too. They soon lighted a fire; and 
then the mother inquired if I wished for any supper. |, 
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“Certainly,” said I, “for I have not eaten anything 
since I left Llandovery. What can I have?” 
“We have veal and bacon,” said she. 
“That will do,” said 1; “fry me some veal and bacon, 
~and I shan’t complain. But pray tell what prodigious noise 
_ is that which I hear on the other side of the passage ?” 
“It is only the miners and the carters in the kitchen 
making merry,” said one of the girls. 
“Ts there a good fire there?” said I. 
"| ©Qh yes,” said the girl, “we have always a good fire 
in the kitchen.” 
_ “Well then,” said I, “I shall go there till supper 
is ready, for I am wet to the skin, and this fire casts 
very little heat.” - 
“You will find them a rough set in the kitchen,” 
_ said the girl. 
“TI don't care if I do,” said I; “when people are 
rough I am civil, and I have always found that civility 
beats roughness in the long run.” Then going out I 
crossed the passage and entered the kitchen. 
- It*was nearly filled with rough unkempt fellows, 
smoking, drinking, whistling, singing, shouting or jabber- 
ing, some in a standing, some in a sitting, posture. 
My entrance seemed at once to bring everything to 
a dead stop; the smokers ceased to smoke, the hand 
that was conveying the glass or the mug to the mouth 
was arrested in air, the hurly-burly ceased and every eye 
was turned upon me with a strange inquiring stare. 
Without allowing myself to be disconcerted I advanced 
to the fire, spread out my hands before it for a minute, 
_ gave two or three deep “ahs” of comfort, and then turn- 
ing round said: “Rather a damp night, gentlemen—fire 
cheering to one who has come the whole way from 
‘Llandovery — Taking a bit of a walk in Wales, to 
-see the scenery and to observe the manners and customs 
of the inhabitants—Fine country, gentlemen, noble 
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prospects, hill. and dale--Fine people too—open-hearted 
and generous; no wonder! descendants ‘of the Ancient 
Britons—Hope_ I[.:'don’t: intrude—other room © rather 
cold. and. smoking—If I do, will retire at once+don’t 
wish to interrupt any gentleman in their avocations or 
deliberations—scorn to do anything ungenteel or calcu- 
lated to: give offence—hope' I: know how ‘to behave 
myself—ought to do so—learnt grammar at the High 
School at Edinburgh.” 8 

“ Offence, intrusion!” cried twenty voices., “God 
bless your honour! no intrusion and no offénce at all; 
sit down—sit here—won’t br drink ?” 

“Please to: sit: here, \sir;’said»an old bricdyalboking 
man, getting up from a seat in the chimney-corner— 
“this is!no seat for: me whilst you‘are: here,it belongs 
to you—sit down in it,” and laying hold: ofsme he 
compelled me to sit: down: in’ the chair of dignity, whilst 
half-a-dozen hands» pushed) mugs of <beer>towards my 
face; these, showever;:1 «declined :to°-partake: ofson 
the very satisfactory ground that I had: not:taken supper, 
and that itiwas) a bad: thing to» drink: fctonyy esting, 
mote especially after coming out of a mist: . 

“Have you any news:to tell ofstheswar, sire? cat 
a) large rough: fellow, whoowas smoking-a-pipe:s to 71! 

“ Theilast news that-1 heard of the war,” vere I, “was 
that the.snow was two'!feet deep at Sebastopoh” 9 #2.) 

“T heard, three,’ said) the man; “however, sificthere 
be, but. two it, must, be: bad:!work forthe: poor’soldiers. | 
I. suppose’ you think | that we shall beat, the Russians 
in the end.” | bssiqe S18 ofd'o2 

fi Noy fh don’t” hale eS tthe Rouueele vare a, young 
nation and we are an aid): » they are peg ‘on eat 
we,are going off; every dog has its day2> of anitosro. | 
o3 “Thatis true;’;said the man, “but I am“sorry. that, 
sia think .we, shall not beat. the). Russians, for the 
-Russians, area bad Sebhivos “Snra uatiddrlint dd & 
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“Can you speak Welsh?” said a: darkish man with 
black, bristly hair.and:a small inquisitive eye. 

ff Of: a & know ‘two words in Welsh;” said /I.::“bara y 
caws.” 

“That’s bread sind pica! said the man, then turning 
toa neighbour of: his he said in’ Welsh: “He knows 
nothing of Cumraeg, only two words; ‘we’ may say 
anything we please; he can’t uriderstanid us. What 
a long! nose’he has !”” 

“Mind that he an’t' nosing us,” ‘said: his: cnestemes 
“¥ishould be ‘loth to wager that: he doesn’t understand 
Welsh; and, after all, he didn’t:say that he did not, 
but-got off by saying he understood those two’ words.” 
“No, he doesn’t understand» Welsh,’ said the other ; 
“no Sais understands’ Welsh; and thisis a Sais.» Now 
with regard to that piece of: job:work which you and 
I undertook.” Andforthwith hé ‘and the other ene 
into a disquisition about the job-work. 

The company soon got into its old ‘train, tiriteg 
and ‘smoking and making a most terrific hullabaloo. 
Nobody took any’ farther notice'of me. I'sat snug in 
the: chimney- “corner, trying to dry my wet things, and, 
as the ‘heat 'was’ very great, partially ‘succeeded.’ In 
abouthalf-an+hour one of the’ girls came to tell meé 
that my supper was ready, whereupon I got up and said: 
“Gentlemen, I’ thank yow for your' civility’; I am now 
going to suppers, perhaps before I turn in for the night 
I may look in upon you again.” Then without waiting 
for an'answer I left the kitchen and went into the other 
room, where I found a large dish of veal’ cutlets ‘and 
fried bacon ‘awaiting me, and also a smoking bowl of 
potatoes. Ordering’a jug of ale I sat’down,’and what 
with hunger and the goodness of the fare, for everything 
was or pie one of vi ees ail i ever ’ these 
in my life: + 

Supper: sii I called fora mine of Aneaey afte: -water, 
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over which I trifled for about half-an-hour and then 
betook myself again to the kitchen. Almost as soon as 
I entered, the company—who seemed to be discussing 
some point, and were not making much hurly-burly— 
became silent, and looked at me in a suspicious and 
uneasy manner. I advanced towards the fire. The 
old man who had occupied the seat in the chimney- 
corner and had resigned it to me, had again taken 
possession of it. As I drew near to the fire he looked 
upon the ground, and seemed by no means disposed 
to vacate the place of honour; after a few moments, 
however, he got up and offered me the seat with a 
slight motion of his hand and without saying a word. 
I did not decline it but sat down, and the old gentleman 
took a chair near. Universal silence now prevailed ; 
sullen looks were cast at me, and I saw clearly enough 
that I was not welcome. Frankness was now my only 
resource. “What's the matter, gentlemen?” said 1; 
“you are silent and don’t greet me kindly; have I 
given you any cause of offence?” No one uttered a 
word in reply for nearly a minute, when the old man 
said slowly and deliberately: “Why, sir, the long and 
short of it is this: we have got it into our heads that 
you understand every word of our discourse; now, do 
you or do you not?” 

“Understand every word of your icon ag said 
I; “I wish I did; I would give five pounds to under- 
stand every word of your discourse.” 

“That's a clever attempt to get off, sir,” said the old 
man, “but it won’t exactly do. Tell us whether you 
know more Welsh than bara y caws, or to speak more 


piataliin. whether you understand a good deal of what — 


We Say.” 


“Well,” said I, “I: do ssiencsasedd more Welsh devel 


bara y caws—I do understand a considerable part of 


a Welsh conversation; moreover, I can read Welsh, 
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and have the life of Tom O’r Nant at my fingers’ 
ends.” 

“Well, sir, that is speaking plain, and I will tell 
you plainly that. we don’t like to have strangers among 
us who understand our discourse, more especially. if 
they be gentlefolks.” 

“That's strange,” said I; “a Welshman or foreigner, 
gentle or simple, may go into a public-house in England, 
and nobody cares a straw whether he understands the 
discourse of the company or not.” 

“That may be the custom in England,” said the old 
man, “but itis not so in Wales.” 

“What have you got to conceal?” said 1; “I suppose 
you are honest men.” 

“T hope we are, sir,’ said the old man; “but I must 
tell you, once for all, that we don’t like strangers to 
listen to our discourse.” 

“Come,” said I, “I will not listen to your discourse, 
but you shall listen to mine. I have a wonderful deal 
to say if l once begin; I have been everywhere.” 

“Well, sir,” said the old man, “if you have anything 
to tell us about where you have been and what you 
have seen, we shall be glad to hear you.” 

_ “Have you ever been in Russia?” shouted a voice, 
that of the large rough fellow who asked me the question 
about the Russian war. 

“Oh yes, I have been in Russia,” said I. 
|. “Well, what kind of a country is it?” 

. “Very different from this,” said I, “which is a little 
country up in a corner, full of hills and mountains; that 
is an immense country, extending from the Baltic Sea 
to the confines of China, almost as flat as a pancake, 
there not being a hill to be seen for nearly two 
thousand miles.” 

“A very poor country isn’tit, always covered with ice 
and snow?” ) 
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“Oh no; it is one of the richest countries'in the world; 
producing all kinds of grain, with noble rivers intersecting 
it, and in some parts covered with stately forests, “In the 
winter, which is rather long, there is’ a good deal of ice 
and snow, itis true, but’ in the summer the weather is 
warmer than here.” 

“ And are there any towns and cities’ in’ Russia, sir, 
as there are in Britain?” said the old man’ who had te- 
signed his seat in the chimney~corner tome; “I suppose 
not, or if there be, nothing equal to Hereford’ or Bristol, 
in both of weil I have been.” 

“Qh yes,” said I, “thereare plenty of towns or cities. 
The two principal ones are Moscow and Saint Petersburg, 
both of which are capitals. Moscow ‘is\a’ fine old city, 
far up the country, and was the original’seat ofempire. 
In it there is a wonderful building called the Kremlin; 
situated on a hill. It is partly palace, partly temple, and 
partly fortress. In one of its halls are I don’t know how 
many crowns,taken from various kings whom the Russians 
have conquered.” But the most remarkable thing’ in» the 
Kremlin is a huge bell ina cellaroor cave, close by’ one 
of the churches ; it is twelve feet high; and the sound it 
gives when struck with an iron: bar, for there-are no 
clappers to Russian bells, isso loud that the ‘common 
Russians- say) it can: be heard over: the empire.’ The 
other city, Saint Petersburg, where the Court generally 
reside, is a modern and»very fine city; so: fine indeed, 
that I have no hesitation: in saying that neither Bristol 
nor Hereford is worthy to be. named in the same day 
with it. Many of the streets are miles in length, and 
straight as an arrow. ‘The Nefsky: Prospect, as: it: is 
called; a street which runs from the grand square, where 
stands'the Emperor’s palace,'to the monastery of Saint 
Alexander Nefsky, is nearly three miles in length, and)is 
full of noble shops and ‘houses, The;Neva, a river twice 


\ 


as broad and twice as deep as the Thames,’ and whose — 
. g ‘ i | 
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waters are clear as crystal, runs through the town, having 
on each side of it a superb quay, fenced with granite, 
which affords one of the most delightful walks imagin- 
able. If I had: my choice of all the cities of the world to 
live in, I would choose Saint Petersburg.” 

“And did you ever see the Emperor?” said the rough 
fellow, whom I have more than once mentioned, “did you 
ever see the Emperor Nicholas?” 

“Oh yes: I have seen him frequently.” 

“Well, what kind of a man is he? we should like to 
know.” 

‘“A man of colossal stature, with a fine, noble, butt 
rather stern and severe aspect. I think I now see him, 
with his grey cloak, cocked hat, and white waving 
plumes, striding down the Nefsky Prospect, and tower- 
ing by a whole head over other people.” 

“Bravo! Did you ever see him at the head of his 
soldiers ?” 

“Oh yes! I have seen the Emperor review forty 
thousand of his' chosen troops in the Champs de Mars, 
and a famous sight it was. There stood the great, proud 
man looking at his warriors as they manceuvred before 
him. . Two-thirds of them were cavalry, and each horse- 
man was mounted on a beautiful blood charger of 
Cossack or’ English breed, and arrayed in a superb 
uniform, . The blaze, glitter and glory were too much for 
my eyes, and I was frequently obliged to turn them 
away. The scene upon the whole put me in mind of an 
immense field of tulips of various dyes, for the colours of 
the dresses, of the banners and the plumes, were as 
gorgeous and manifold as the hues of those queenly 
flowers.” , 

“Bravo!” said dant voices ; “the gentleman speaks 
like, an areithiwr. Have you eon in other countries 
besides. sheesh 

“Oh yes! UVhave been i in, Bunker: the people of which 
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are not Christians, but frequently put Christians to 
shame by their good faith and honesty. I have been in 


; 
: 


the land of the Maugrabins, or Moors—a people who live — 


on a savoury dish called couscousoo, and have the 
gloomiest faces and the most ferocious hearts under 


heaven. I have been in Italy, whose people, though the — 


most clever in the world, are the most unhappy, owing 


to the tyranny of a being called the Pope, who, when I — 
saw him, appeared to be under the influence of strong © 
drink. I have been in Portugal, the people of which | 


supply the whole world with wine, and drink only water | 
themselves. I have been in Spain, a very fine country, | 
the people of which are never so happy as when paying | 
other folks’ reckonings. I have been but the wind is 
blowing wildly without, and the rain pelting against the 
windows; this is a capital night for a ghost story ; shall 
I tell you a ghost story which I learnt in Spain?” 
“Yes, sir, pray do; we all love ghost stories. Do tell — 
us the ghost story of ‘Shain? 
Thereupon I told the company Lope de Vega's shoud 
story, which is decidedly the best ghost story in the world. 
Long and loud was the applause which followed the 
conclusion of the grand ghost story of the world, in the 
midst of which I got up, bade the company good-night, 
and made my exit. Shortly afterwards I desired to be 
shown to my sleeping apartment. It was a very small 
room upstairs, in the back part of the house; and I 
make no doubt was the chamber of the two poor girls, 
the landlady’s daughters, as I saw various articles of 
female attire lying about. The spirit of knight-errantry 
within me was not, however, sufficiently strong to pre- 
vent me taking possession of the female dormitory; so, _ 
forthwith divesting myself of every portion of my habili- 
ments, which were steaming like a boiling tea-kettle, I | 
got into bed between the blankets, and inva ane was 
fast in the arms of Morpheus. 


i 
i 


| 


CHAPTER: C 


Startling Halloo—One-sided Liberty—Clerical Profession— De 
Courcy—Love of the Drop—Independent Spirit—Another 
People. 


I SLEPT soundly through the night. At about eight 
-o’clock on the following morning I got up and looked 


| out of the window of my room, which fronted the north. 
| A strange scene presented itself: a roaring brook was 
foaming along towards the west, just under the window. 


Immediately beyond it was a bank, not of green turf, 


| grey rock, or brown mould, but of coal rubbish, coke and 


cinders ; on the top of this bank was a fellow performing 


/some dirty office or other, with a spade and barrow; 
beyond him, on the side of a hill, was a tramway, up 
which a horse was straining, drawing a load of some- 
thing towards the north-west. Beyond the tramway was 
-a grove of yellow-looking firs; beyond the grove a range 
of white houses with blue roofs, occupied, I suppose, by 
-miners and their families; and beyond these I caught a 


sight of the mountain on the top of which I had been 


the night before—only a partial one, however, as large 
masses of mist were still hanging about it. The morn- 


ing was moist and dripping, and nothing could look 
more cheerless and uncomfortable than the entire scene. 

I put on my things, which were still not half dry, and 
went down into the little parlour, where I found an 


excellent fire awaiting me, and a table spread for break- 


fast. The breakfast was delicious, consisting of excellent 
‘tea, buttered toast, and Glamorgan sausages, which I 


really think are not a: whit inferior to those of Epping. 


After breakfast I went into the kitchen, which was now 


only occupied’ by two or three people. Seeing a large 
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brush on a dresser, I took it up, and was about to brush 
my nether habiliments, which were terribly bespattered 
with half-dried mire.~ Before, however, I could begin, 
up started one of the men, a wild, shock-headed fellow 
dressed like a carter, in rough blue frieze coat, yellow, 
broad: corduroy trowsers, grey woollen stockings and 
highlows, and snatching the brush out of my hand, fell 
to brushing me most vigorously, puffing and blowing all 
the time in a most tremendous manner. I did not 
refuse his services, but let him go on, and to reward him’ 
as I thought, spoke kindly to him, asking him various 
questions: “Are you. a carter?” said I. No answer. 
“One of Twm O’r Nant’s people?” No answer. 
“ Famous fellow that Twm O’r Nant; wasn’t he?’ Did 
you ever hear how he got the great trée in'at Carmarthen 
Gate? What is wood per foot at present? ‘Whom do’ 
you cart for? Or are you your own master ? ‘If so, 
how many horses do you keep?” | 
To not one of these questions, nor to a dozen others’ 
which I put, both in’ English and Welsh, did my friend 
with the brush return any verbal answer, though I could’ 
occasionally hear a kind of stifled giggle proceeding’ 
from him. Having at length thoroughly brushed ‘not! 
only my clothes, but my boots and my hat, which last’ 
article he took from my head, and placed it on again 
very dexterously, after brushing it, he put the brush 
down on’the dresser, and'then advanding to me made me 
a bow, and waving his forefinger bagkwirds and forwards 
before my face, he said, with a broad gtin: “Nice 
gentleman—-will -do anything for him’ but answer 
questions, and let him hear my discourse: Love to 
listen to his pleasant stories of foreign lands, ghosts and 
tylwith'teg; but before him, deem it wise to be mum, 
quite) mum. ‘Know what he comes about. Wants ‘to, 
hear discourse of poor man, that he may learn’ from it 
poor man’s little ways and infirmities, and mark them 


( 
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down in one small; little book to ‘serve for fun to: Lord 
Palmerston andthe other great gentlefolks in London. 


| Nice man, civil man, 1 don’t deny ;:and clebber man 


too, for he knows Welsh, and has been everywhere—but 


- fox-—old fox—lives at:Plas y-Cadno.”* 


Having been informed that there was a considerable 
iron foundry close by,'I thought it would: be worth my 


_ while to go and see it. ‘Isentered the premises, and was 


standing and looking round, when a man with the 
appearance of a respectable’ mechanic ‘came up and 
offered to show me over the place. I gladly accepted 
his offer, and he showed me all about the iron foundry. 
I saw a large steam-engine.at full play, terrible furnaces, 
and immense heaps of burning, crackling cinders, and 
a fiery stream of molten metal rolling along. After 
seeing what there was to be seen, I offered a piece of 
silver to my kind conductor, which he at once refused. 
On my asking him, however, to go to the inn) and have 
a friendly glass, he smiled, and said he had no. objection. 
So we went to the inn, and had two friendly’ glasses of 
whiskey-and-water together, and also some discourse. I 
asked him if there were any English employed on the 
premises. “None,” said he, “nor.Irish either; we are 
all Welsh.” Though he was a Welshman, his'name was 
a very common English one. 

After paying the reckoning, which only amounted to 
three and sixpence, I departed for Swansea, distant 
about thirteen miles. Gutter- Vawr consists of one 
street, extending for some little way along the Swansea 
road, the foundry, and a number of huts and houses 
scattered here and there. The population is’ composed 
almost entirely of miners, the workers at the foundry, 
and their families. For the first two or three miles the 
country through which I passed did not at all prepossess 


| 


) as Fox’s Court—perhaps London. 
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me in favour of Glamorganshire: it consisted of low, 
sullen, peaty hills. Subsequently, however, it improved 
rapidly, becoming bold, wild, and pleasantly wooded. 
The aspect of the day improved, also, with the appear- 
ance of the country. When I first started the morning 
was wretched and drizzly, but in less than an hour it 
cleared up wonderfully, and the sun began to flash out. 
As I looked on the bright luminary I thought of Ab 
Gwilym’s ode to the sun and Glamorgan, and with breast 
heaving and with eyes full of tears, I began to repeat 
parts of it, or rather of a translation made in my happy 
boyish years :— 
“Each morn, benign of countenance, 

Upon Glamorgan’s pennon glance ! 

Each afternoon in beauty clear 

Above my own dear bounds appear } 

Bright outline of a blessed clime, 

Again, though sunk, arise sublime— 

Upon my errand, swift repair, 

And unto green Glamorgan bear 

Good days and terms of courtesy 

From my dear country and from me! 

Moye round—but need I thee command ?— 

Its chalk-white halls, which cheerful stand— 

Pleasant thy own pavilions too— 

Its fields and orchards fair to view. 


“©, pleasant is thy task and high 
In;radiant warmth to roam the sky, 
To keep from ill that kindly ground, 
Its meads and farms, where mead is found, 
A land whose commons live content, — 
Where each man’s lot is excellent, 
Where hosts to hail thee shall upstand, 
Where lads are bold and lasses bland, 
A land I oft from hill that’s high 
Have gazed upon with raptur’d eye ; 
Where maids are trained in virtue’s school, 
Where duteous wives spin dainty wool ; 
A country with each gift supplied, 
Confronting Cornwall’s cliffs of pride.” 
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Came to Llanguick, a hamlet situated near a 
tremendous gorge, the sides of which were covered with 
wood, Thence to the village of Tawy Bridge, at the 
bottom of a beautiful valley, through which runs the 

| Tawy, which, after the Taf, is the most considerable 
river in Glamorganshire. Continuing my course, I 
passed by an enormous edifice which stood on my right 
hand. It had huge chimneys, which were casting forth 
smoke, and from within I heard the noise of a steam- 
engine and the roar of furnaces. 

“What place is this?” said I to a boy. 

“Gwaith haiarn, sir; ym perthyn i Mr Pearson. Mr 
Pearson’s iron works, sir.” 

I proceeded, and in about half-an-hour saw a man 
walking before me in the same direction in which I was. 
He was going very briskly, but I soon came up to him. 
He was a small, well-made fellow, with reddish hair and 
ruddy, determined countenance, somewhat tanned. He 
wore a straw hat, checkered shirt, open at the neck, 
canvas trousers and blue jacket. On his feet were shoes 

remarkably thin, but no stockings, and in his hand he 
held a stout stick, with which, just before I overtook 
him, he struck a round stone which lay on the ground, 
sending it flying at least fifty yards before him on the 
road, and following it in its flight with a wild and some- 
what startling halloo. 

“ Good-day, my friend,” said I; “you seem to be able 
to use a stick.” 

“And sure I ought to be, your mbondwik seeing as how 
my father taught me, who was the best fighting man with 
a stick that the Shanavests ever had. Many is the 
head of a Caravaut that he has broken with some such 
an Alpeen wattle as the one I am carrying with me here.” 

“ A good thing,” said I, “that there are no Old Waist- 
coats and Cravats = present, at least bloody factions 
bearing those names.” 
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“Your honour thinks so!, Faith! I amoclane of a 
contrary opinion. I wish the ould» Shanavests and 
Caravauts were fighting still, and I among them. 
Faith! there was some life in Ireland in their days.” 

“And plenty of death too,” said I. “ How fortunate 
it is that the Irish have the English among them to 
prevent their cutting each other's throats.” 

“The English prevent the Irish from cutting. each 
other’s throats! Well, if they do, it is only that ‘they 
may have the pleasure of cutting them themselves, The 
bloody tyrants! too long has their foot been upon the 
neck of poor old Ireland.” 

“ How do the English tyrannise over Ireland?” 

“How do they tyrannise> over her? | Don’t, they 
prevent her from having the free exercise of her Catholic 
religion, and make her help to support their own Pro- 
testant one?” 

“Well, and don’t the Roman Catholics prevent the 
Protestants from having the free exercise of their 
religion, whenever they happen to be the most numerous, 
and don’t they make them help to support the: Roman 
Catholic religion ?” 

“ Of course they do, and quite right! Had I my will, 
there shouldn't be a place of Protestant: worship’ left 
standing, or a Protestant churl allowed to go about with 
a head unbroken.” 

““Then’ why do you blame the Protestants for keeping 
the Romans a little under?” 

“Why do I blame them? A purty question! a 
an’t they wrong, and an’t we right ?” 

“ But they say that they are right and you wrong.” 

“They say! who minds what they say? Haven’t we 
the word of the blessed Pope that we are right?” 

“ And they say that ey ah the word - the fuse 
Gospel that you are wrong.” 

“The Gospel! who cares for the Gospel ? Surely 
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you are not: going to compare the: Gospel with the 
Pope?” 

“Well, they certainly are not to be named in the same 
day.” 

“They are not? Then good luck to yout We are 
both of the same opinion: Ah, I thought your honour 
was a rale Catholic.’ Now, tell me from what kingdom 
of Ireland does your honour hail?” 

» f Why, I was partly educated in Munster.” 

“In Munster! Hoorah! | Here’s the hand of a 
countryman to your honour. Ah, it wasiasy to be seen 
from the learning, which your honour shows, that. your 
honour is from Munster. There’s no spot in Ireland like 
Munster for learning. What says the old song? 

1B “Ulster for a soldier, 

Connaught for’a thief, 

Munster for learning, 

_ And Leinster for beef.’ 


._“Hoorah for learned Munster! and down with 
beggarly, thievish .Connaught! I would that a Con- 
naught man would come athwart me now, that I might 
break his thiefs head with my Alpeen.” 

“You don’t seem to like the Connaught men,” said I. 
3 Like them! who can like them? a parcel of beggarly 
thievish blackguards, So your honour was edicated in 
Munster—I mane. partly edicated. I suppose,by your 
saying that you were partly edicated, that your honour 
was intended for the clerical profession, but being over 
fond of the drop, was forced to lave college before your 
edication was quite completed, and so for want of a better 
profession took up with that of merchandise. Ah, the 
love, of the drop at college has prevented many a clever 
young fellow from taking holy orders. Well, it’s a pity 
but it can Ae ie helped. . I am fond of.a drop myself, and 
when : we ar. to —— - shall be happy to offer your honour 

a%~ 
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a glass of whiskey. I hope your honour and I shall 
splice the mainbrace together before we part.” 

“T suppose,” said I, “by your talking of splicing the 
mainbrace that you are a sailor.” 


“Tam, your honour, and hail from the Cove of Cork . 


in the kingdom of Munster.” 

“T know it well,’ said I, “it is the best sea-basin in 
the world. Well, how came you into these parts?” 

“ll tell your honour ; my ship is at Swansea, and 
having a relation working at the foundry behind us I 
came to see him.” 

“ Are you in the royal service?” 

“T am not, your honour; I was once in’ the royal 
service, but having a dispute with the boatswain at Spit- 
head, I gave him a wipe, jumped overboard and swam 
ashore. After that I sailed. for Cuba, got into the 
merchants’ service there, and made several voyages to the 


Black Coast. At present I am in the service of the 


merchants of Cork.” ; 

“JT wonder that you are not now in the royal service,” 
said I, “since you are so fond of fighting. There is hot 
work going on at present up the Black Sea, and. brave 
men, especially Irishmen, are in great request.” _ 

“Ves, brave Irishmen are always in great request with 
England when she has a battle to fight. At other times 
they are left to lie in the mud with the chain round their 
necks. It has been so ever since the time of De Courcy, 
and I suppose always will be so, unless. Irishmen all 
become of my mind, which is not likely. Were the Irish 
all of my mind, the English would find no. Irish 


champion to fight their battles when the French or the 


Russians come to beard them,” 

“By De Courcy,” said I, “ you mean the man ode 
the King of England eenaned in the Tower of London 
after taking from him his barony in the county of Cork. e 


“Of course, your honour, and whom he kept in the 
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Tower till the King of France sent over a champion to 
insult and beard him, when the king was glad to take 
De Courcy out of the dungeon to fight the French 
champion, for divil a one of his own English fighting 
men dared take the Frenchman in hand.” 

“A fine fellow that De Courcy,” said I, 

* Rather too fond of the drop though, like your honour 
and myself, for after he had, caused the French champion 
to flee back into France he lost the greater part of the 
reward which the King of England promised him, solely 
by making too free with the strong drink... Does. your 
honour remember that part of the story ?,”) |. 

'“T think I do,’ said I, “but I, should be very glad to. 
hear you felate. it.” 

“Then your honour shall... Right glad was the King of 
England when the French champion fled back to France, 
for no sooner did the dirty spalpeen hear that they were 
going to'briig De Courcy against him, the fame of 
whose strength and courage filled the whole world, than 
he betook himself back to his‘ own country, and was 
never heard of more. Right glad, I say, was the King 
of England, and gave leave to De Courcy to return to 
Ireland. ‘And you shall have,’ said he, ‘of the barony 
which I took from you all that you can ride round on the 
first day of your'return.’.. So De Courcy betook himself 
to Ireland and to his, barony, but he was anything but a 
lucky man, this De Courcy, for his friends and relations 
and tenantry, hearing of his coming, prepared a grand 
festival for him, with all kinds. of illigant viands and 
powerful liquors,-and when he arrived there.it was wait- 
ing for him, and down to it he sat, and, ate, and drank, 
and for joy of seeing himself once more amongst. his 
friends and tenantry in the hall of his forefathers, and for 
love of the drop, which he always had, he drank of the 
powerful. liquors more. than he ,ought, and the upshot 
was that he became drunk, agus do bhi an duine-maith 
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sin ‘misgeadh do ceather o glog; the good gentleman 
was drunk till four o’clock, and when he awoke he found 
that-he had but two hours of day remaining to win back 
his' brave ‘barony. ‘ However; he did not lose heart, but 
mounted his horse and set off riding as fast as a man 
just partly recovered from intoxication could be expected 
to:do, and he contrived to ‘ride round four parishes, and 
only four, and these four parishes were all that he 
recovered of his brave’ barony, and all that he had to live 
upon till his dying day, and'all that he had to leave to 
his» descendants, ‘so that’ De Courcy could scarcely be 
called a very lucky man, after all.” 
‘Shortly after my friend the sailor had concluded his 
account of De Courcy, we arrived in the vicinity of a 
small town’ or ‘rather considerable village.’ It stood ‘on 
the right-hand side of the road, fronting ‘the east, 
having a’ high romantic hill wehind it on ‘the’ sides ‘of 
which' were woods, groves, and pleasant- — waite, 
houses. 
“What place is this?” said I to my companion: 
‘This is ———; your honour; and _ here, if your honour 
will accept a glass of whiskey we ‘will ie ‘the | main- 
brace together.” u 
“Thank you,” said' I; “but I amin Haste to I gistirko 
Swansea. Moreover, if I'am over’ fond of the drop, as 
you say I'am, 'the sooner I ca to Oe ee 
the better.” 
Very true, your honour! Well, at any ‘rate, when 
your honour gets to Swansea, you will’not be able to say 
that’ Pat’ Flannagan walked for miles’ with your honour 
along the road, ones seers your: nee a ee of 
whiskey. “) On tor | 
20 Nor «shall Pat Pisknbledn be able! to say the sane 
thing of my honour. 1 havea shilling in my pocket-at | 
Pat Flannagan’s service, if he say to by ch with it 
the mainbrace for! himself and for me?1009) 90 Jy) Bay 
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_“Thank» your honour; but [ have a shilling in my 
own pocket, anda: dollar: too, and’ a five-pound note 
besides ; so I needn't 3 beholden for disiale money to 
anipbiddst under the sun,’ 

“Well then, farewell! Here’s my hand ReStan leat a 
| Phatraic ui Flannagan!” 

‘“Slan leat «a» dhuine-uasail!” ‘said Patrick, giving 
me ‘his hand; “and pee ait ee an ees to 
ye. ” 
 ) Thereupon ‘he tlhomect aside to , and I anfthed 
_my way to Swansea. Arrived at a place called Glandwr, 
about: two miles from: Swansea, I found thatsI was 
splashed from top to toe, for the roads were: frightfully 
mity, and was ‘sorry to perceive that my. boots had: given 
way atthe soles, large pieces of which were sticking out. 
I ‘must; however, do the poor things the justice ‘to say, 
that it was’no wonder that they were in this dilapidated 
condition, ‘for in’ those boots I had walked atleast) two 
hundred miles, over all kinds of paths, since:I ‘hadigot 
them soled at Llangollen. “Well,” said 1.to myself, “it 
won't do to show myself at Swansea in this condition, 
more especially as I shall go to the best ‘hotel; :I/ must 
try and get myself made a little decent here.” : Seeing a 
little inn, on my right, I entered it, and addressing myself 
to a neat comfortable landlady, who was standing: eye 
the bar, I Saide+ 5 

‘Please 'to let me havea glass of ale!—and Paee 
as’ Ihave been’ walking along the:road, I should ‘be: gid 
of the services of the ‘ boots. re 

“Very. oo sir,’ said the landlady: with a 
ae [2 

. Then showing me into a nice little eahiled parlours she 
béauatee me the glass of ale, and presently. sent:in a lad 
with a> boot-jack:‘to minister to’me. Oh, what can’t a 
little money effect? For sixpencein ‘that small nice inn, 
I had aoglassof ale)my boots cleaned;:and the 'excres- 
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cences cut off, my clothes wiped with a dwile, and then 
passed over with a brush, and was mySelf thanked over 
and over again. Starting again with all the spirited 
confidence of one who has just cast off his slough, I soon 


found myself in the suburbs of Swansea: As I passed © 


under what appeared to be a railroad bridge I inquired 
in Welsh of an ancient-looking man, in coaly habiliments, 
if it was one. He answered in the same language that it 
was, then instantly added in English :— 


> 


“You have taken your last farewell of bie sir; it’s 


no use speaking Welsh farther on.” 

I passed some immense edifices, antiiosliie manu- 
factories, and was soon convinced that, whether I was 
in Wales or not, I was no longer amongst Welsh. The 
people whom I met did not look like Welsh. They were 
taller and bulkier than the Cambrians, and were speaking 
a dissonant English jargon. The women had much the 
appearance of Dutch fisherwomen ; some of ‘them: were 
carrying huge loads.on their heads. I spoke in Welsh 
to two or three whom I overtook. low : 

“No Welsh, sir!” 

“Why don’t you speak Welsh?” said I. 

“ Because we never learnt it. We are not Welsh. 2 

“Who are you then?” 

“English ; some calls us Flamings.” 

“Ah, ah!” said I to myself; “I had forgot? 2 

Presently I entered the town, a large, bustling, dirty, 
gloomy place, and inquiring for the first hotel, was directed 
to the “ Mackworth Arms,” in: Wine Street.. 

As soon as I was shown into the parlour I summoned 
the “boots,” and on his making his appearance I said in 


a stern voice: “ My Hobits want soling ; let them be done 


by to-morrow morning.” 


“Can't, be, sir; it’s now Saturday jafteniboam Maal oe 


1» 


shoemaker couldn’t, begin them to-night! 
“But you must make him!” said I; “and laok here, a 


a 
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shall give him a shilling extra, and you an extra shilling 
for seeing after him.” 

“Yes, sir; I’ll see after him—they shall be done, sir, 
Bring you your slippers instantly. Glad to see you again 
in Swansea, sir, looking so well.” 


CHAPTER CI 


Swansea—The Flemings—Towards England. 


SWANSEA is called by the Welsh Abertawé, which 
signifies the mouth of the Tawy. Aber, as I have more 
than. once had occasion to observe, signifies the place 
where a river enters into the sea or joins another. It is a 
Gaelic as well as a Cumric word, being found in the 
Gaelic names Aberdeen. and Lochaber, and there is good 
reason. for supposing that the word harbour is derived 
from it. Swansea or Swansey is a compound word of 
Scandinavian origin, which may mean either a river 
abounding with swans, or the river of Swanr, the name 
of some northern adventurer who settled down at its 
mouth. The final ea or ey is the Norwegian aa, which 
signifies a running water ; it is of frequent occurrence in 
the names of rivers in Norway, and is often found, simi- 
larly modified, in those of other countries where the 
adventurous Norwegians formed settlements. 

__ Swansea first became a place of some importance 
shortly after the beginning of the twelfth century. In 
the year 1108, the greater part of Flanders having been 
submerged by the sea,* an immense number of Flemings 
came over to: England, and entreated of Henry the First 
the king then occupying the throne, that he would allot 
to them landsin which they might settle, The king sent 


| . i: 
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them to various parts of Wales, which had been conquered 
by his barons or those of his predecessors : a considerable 
number occupied Swansea and the neighbourhood ; but 
far the greater part went to Dyfed, generally but im- 
properly called Pembroke, the south-eastern ‘part of 
which, by far the most fertile, they entirely took posses- 
sion of, leaving to the Welsh the rest, which is very 
mountainous and barren. 

I have already said that the people of Swansea stand 
out in broad distinctness from the Cumry, differing from 
them in stature, language, dress, and manners, and wished 
to observe that the same thing may be said of the inhabi- 
tants of every part of Wales Which the Flemings colonised 
in any considerable numbers. 

I found ape accommodation very good at the “ Mack- 
worth Arms”; I passed the Saturday evening very 
agreeably, ghd batabe well throughout the night. The 
next morning to my great joy I found my boots, capi- 
tally repaired, awaiting me before my chamber door. 
Oh the mighty effect of a little money! After breakfast 
I put them on, and as it was Sunday went out in order 
to go to church. The streets were thronged with people ; 
a new mayor had just been elected, and his worship, 
attended by a number of halbert and javelin men, was 
going to church too. I followed the procession, which 


moved with great dignity and of course very slowly: ‘The 


church had a high square tower, and looked ‘a’ very fine 
edifice on the outside, and no less so within, for the nave 
was lofty with noble pillars on each side. I stood ‘during 
the whole of the service’ as did ‘many others, for the 
congregation was so great that it was impossible to 
accommodate all with seats. The ritual was’ performed 
in a very Satisfactory manner, and was followed by an 
excellent sermon. I am ashamed’ to’ say that “have 
forgot the text, but I remember 4 good deal of the dis- 


course. The preacher said amongst other things that the — 
a if \ 


} 
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| Gospel was’not preached in vain, and that he very'much 
| doubted whether a sermon'was ever delivered which did 


not ‘do some good:On the'conclusion of the service I 
strolled ‘about*in order to see the town and’ what 'per- 
tained to it) ‘The town is of considerable size, with some 
remarkable edifices, spacious'and convenient quays, and 
a commodious harbour into which the river Tawy flowing 
from the north empties itself. The town and harbour are 
overhung on the side of the east bya lofty green mountain 
with a Welsh: name, no doubt exceedingly appropriate, 
but-which'I regret'to say has escaped my memory. 

“After having seen all that I wished) I: returned to my 
innand discharged all my obligations. I then departed 
framing my ‘course eastward towards England, having 
traversed Wales nearly from north to south. 


‘CHAPTER CII 


Leave os ra Pandemonium—Neath Abbey— Varied 
Scenery. 


IT was about two.o'ciock of.a dull and gloomy afternoon 
when I started from.Abertawy or Swansea, intending to 
stop at Neath, some eight miles distant. As I passed 
again through the suburbs, I. was struck with . their 
length andthe evidences of, enterprise. which | they 
exhibited-—enterprise, however; evidently chiefly con- 
nected with) iron and_ coal, for almost every. object 
looked awfully grimy. | Crossing, a bridge I proceeded to 
the east.up abroad, and spacious valley, the eastern, side 
of which was formed by susset-coloured hills, through a 
vista of which I could descry a range of tall blue 


‘mountains. As I proceeded \1,,sometimes, passed plea- 


sant groves and hedgerows, sometimes huge works ; 
in this valley there was/a singular, mixture of nature: and 
- ¥ y* 
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art, of the voices of birds and the’clanking of chair’ of © 
the mists of heaven and the smoke of furnaces, 

I reached: Llan ,a small village half-way. between 
Swansea and Neath, sa without stopping continued my 
course, walking very fast: JI had surmounted a hill, and 
had nearly’ descended that. side of it which. looked 
towards the east, having on my, left, that is to ithe north, 
a wooded height, when an extraordinary scene presented 
itself to my eyes.. Somewhat to the south rose immense 
stacks of chimneys surrounded by grimy. diabolical- 
looking buildings, in the neighbourhood: of which were 
huge heaps of cinders and black'rubbish.. From the chim- 
neys, notwithstanding it was Sunday, smoke was proceed- 
ing in volumes, choking the atmosphere all around. From 
this pandemonium, at the distance of about a quarter ofa 
mile to the south-west, upon a green meadow, stood, look- 
ing darkly grey, a ruin of vast size with window holes, 
towers, spires, and arches., Between it and the accursed 
pandemonium, lay a horrid filthy place, part of which 
was swamp and part pool: the pool black as soot, and 
the swamp of a disgusting leaden colour. Across this 
place of filth stretched a tramway leading seemingly 
from the abominable mansions to the ruin. So strange 
a scene I had never beheld in nature. Had ‘it’ been on 
canvas, with the addition’ of a’ number of diabolical 
figures, proceeding along the tramway, it’ might ‘have 
stood for Sabbath in Hell—devils proceeding ‘to’ after- 
noon worship, and would have formed a picture” worthy 
of the powerful but insane painter, Jerome Bos.’ 

After’ standing for a considerable time staring at the 
strange spectacle I proceeded. Presently sae a lad, 
I asked ‘him what was the name of the ruin. eat gutiw de 

“The Abbey,” he replied.’ DC Ae Ba Y, 

= Neath ‘Abbey ?” said [: 

she We . esvord’ Fi 

ideas often Feat of this abbey, which’ in ieitaay 
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was one of the most famous in Wales, I determined to go 
and inspect it. It was with some difficulty that I found 
my way to it. It stood, as I have already observed, in a 
meadow, ‘and was on almost every side surrounded by 
| majestic hills. To give any clear description of this 
ruined pile would be impossible, the dilapidation is 
so great, dilapidation evidently less the effect of time 
than of awful violence, perhaps that of gunpowder.’ The 
southern is by far the’ most perfect portion’ of the 
_ building ; there’ you’ see not only walls but. roofs. 
Fronting you full south, is a mass of masonry with two 
immense arches, other arches behind’ them: entering, 
you find yourself beneath a vaulted roof, and passing on 
you come to an oblong square which may have been a 
church ; an iron-barred window on your right enables 
you to look into a mighty vault, the roof of which 
is'supported by beautiful pillars. Then——but I forbear 
to say more respecting these remains, for fear of stating 
what is incorrect, my stay arnongst them having been 
exceedingly short. 

The Abbey of Glen Neath was founded in the twelfth 
century by Richard Grenfield, one of the followers 
of Robert Fitzhamon, who subjugated Glamorgan. 
Neath Abbey was a very wealthy one, the founder 
having endowed it with extensive tracts of fertile land 
along the banks of the rivers Neath.and ,Tawy. In 
it the unfortunate Edward of Carnarvon sought a, refuge | 
for. a few days from the rage of his. revolted. barons, 
whilst, his favourite, the, equally unfortunate, Spencer, 
endeavoured to find a covert amidst the thickets of the 
wood- covered hill to the north, _When Richmond landed 
at Milford Haven to dispute the crown with’ Richard the 
Second, the then Abbot. of |Neath repaired.to him: and 
gave him. his benediction, in. requital for. which: the 
adventurer gave him his promise that in the event of his 
obtaining the crown, he would found a college in Glen 
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Neath, .which» promise, however, after he had won the 
crown, he forgot to perform.*,, The wily abbot, when’ he 
hastened, to pay’ worship to what he, justly conceived «to, 
be the rising sun; littke dreamt that he was about to bless 
the future’ father, of .the. terrible man doomed. by 
Providence, to, plant the abomination. of . desolation 
in, Neath, Abbey and, in all the other nests of aia 
throughout, the land, 

Leaying the ruins I proceeded towards Neath,, The 
scenery, soon. became yery beautiful ; not. that I had left 
machinery altogether, behind, for I, presently, came to a 
place where, huge, wheels were turning, and there, was 
smoke and blast, but there was much that, was rural and 
beautiful to be seen, something like park scenery, and. 
then there were the mountains near,and inthe, distance. 
I reached Neath, at about half-past four,and took wp my, 
quarters at,an inn,which had been recommended.to me 
by, my. friend the boots at. Swansea. 


CHAPTER CUI 


_ Town of ets ee LM and Huntsman— gee pete 
a Sheath Mountain 


Nearows is a place of some ‘antiquity, for it can” oobi of 
the remains ofa castle and is a corporate town. ‘There i is 
but little Welsh spoken in it. It is situated’on the’ Neath, 
and exports vast’ quantities of coal and iron, of both ‘of 
which there ‘are rich” miries ‘in’ the néighbourhiood. “Te 
derives its name from the river’ Nedd or N eth, on which 
it! stands. “| Nedd or Neth is the same word as Nith, ‘the 
name of a river in Scotland, andi is in some degree’ con- 
mei pions ‘N idda, the’ name of! one in Cc Ni ae 


1 fsv.b 
+ + § Greal, P: 279. 


\ 
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| in. Welsh signifies a dingle, and the word’ in: its various 
| forms has always something to do with lowness ‘oriins 
| feriority of position. Amongst ‘its forms are Nether and: 


Nieder. The term is well applied to the Glamorganshire 


| river, which runs through dingles and under mountains. 


>The Neath has its source inthe mountains of Brecon; 


| and bi the ‘sea ‘some little way below in town of 
| Neath. 


On: the Monday morning I resumed my journey, ws direct 


i ing my course up the vale of Neath towards Merthyr 
| Tydvil, distant about four-and-twenty miles. The weather 
| was at first rainy, misty and miserable, but improved: by 
| degrees. I passed through’ a village which I 'was told 


was called Llanagos ; close to it were immense establish- 
ments of some'kind. ‘The scenery soon’ became exceed- 
ingly beautiful; hills:covered with wood to 'the tops were 
on either side of the’ dale.» I passed an avenue leading 
somewhere through groves, and was presently overtaken 
and passed by houndsiand a respectable-looking old hunts- 
man on a black horse; a minute afterwards I caught a 
glimpse of an old red-brick mansion nearly embosomed/in 
sroves, from which proceeded a mighty cawing. Probably: 
it belonged to the proprietor of the dogs, and! certainly 
looked a very fit mansion ‘for a’ Glamorganshire: squire, 
justice of the peace and keeper of a pack of hounds. 

I went on, the vale increasing in beauty ; there wasia 
considerable drawback, however: one of those detestable 
contrivances; a railroad, was on the farther side—along 
a were passing; rumbling and screaming. 
~-Tsaw-a bridge on my right hand with ‘five or six’ low 
nee ‘over the’ river, which was here’ full of ‘shoals. 
erin a woman, the name of the baie y bas sivil 

“Pont Fawr ei galw, sir.” NOT 

J was Hee amongst oe teal Welsh-this woman had 
no English. 

“IT passed bp ‘séveral rbrnalilcable inomitdins, baat onthe 
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south and northern side of the vale, Late in the after- 
noon Icame to the eastern extremity of the valeiand 
ascended a height. Shortly afterwards I reached — 
a small village. 

Entering a public-house I called for ale and sat vrei 
amidst some grimy fellows, who said nothing to‘me and 
to whom I ‘said nothing—their discourse was in Welsh 
and English. Of their Welsh I understood but little; for 
it was a strange corrupt jargon. In: about half-dn-hour 
after leaving this place I came to the beginning of a vast 
moor. It’ was now growing rather dusk, and I could see 
blazes here and there ; occasionally I heard horrid sounds, 
Came to Irvan, an enormous mining-place withia spectral- 
looking chapel, doubtless'a Methodist one. ' The street 
was crowded with rough, savage-looking men. “Is this 
the way to Merthyr Tydvil?” said I to one, 

“Ves!” bawled the fellow at the utmost strotch of his 
voice. 

“Thank you!” said I, taking off my ie andi passing on. 

Forward I, went, up hill and down dale.’ Night now 
set in. 1 passed a grove of trees and presently came to 
a collection of small houses at the bottom: ofa. little 
hollow... Hearing a step nearme I stopped) and said) in 
Welsh :.“ How far to Merthyr Tydvil?” iv & 

“ Dim:)Cumrag, sir |”: said a voice, 7 that of a 
man, 

“Good night!” said I, and without PRT te pit the 
question in English, I pahes on up.an.ascent, and, was 
presently amongst trees... Heard for a, longtime, the 
hooting of an\owl or rather, the frantic hollo. | Appeared 
to.pass by where the bird had its station, Toiled-up an 
acclivity and when,on the top. stood. still, and, looked 
around me. There was a glow on all sides in: the heaven, 
except in the north-east quarter. Striding on I. saw a cot- 
tage on my left hand, and standing at the door the:figure — 
of a;woman.: “How far to Merthyr?” said. in Welsh, _ 


: 
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“Tair milltir—three miles, sir.” 

Turning round a/corner’at:the:top of a hill I saw 
blazes here and there, and what appeared to bea glowing 
mountain in the south-east... 1. went towards:it down a 
descent which continued for a long, long way ; so great was 
the light cast by the blazes and that wonderful glcwing 
object, that I could distinctly see the little stones upon 
the road. After walking about half-an-hour, always 
going downwards, I saw a house on my left hand and 


_heard a noise of water opposite to it. It was a_pistyll. 


I went to it, drank greedily, and then hurried on. More 
and more blazes, and the glowing object looking more 
terrible than ever. It was now above me at some dis- 
tance to the left, and I could see that it was an immense 
quantity of heated matter like lava, occupying the upper 
and middle parts of a hill, and descending here and there 
almost to the bottom in a zigzag and tortuous manner. 
Between me and the hill of the burning object lay a deep 
ravine. After a time I came to a house, against the door 
of which a man was ines i What i is all that burning 
stuff above, my friend ?” . 
te Dross from the iron forges, sir!” 

I now perceived a valley below me full of lights, and 
descending reached houses and a tramway. I had blazes 
now all around me. I went through a filthy slough, over 
a bridge, and up a street, from which dirty lanes branched 
off on either side, passed throngs of savage- -looking people 
talking clamorously, shrank from addressing any of them, 
arid finally, undirected, found myself before the CHE 
Inn at ead Tydvil. : 


CHAPTER CIV 


Iron and Coal—The Martyred Princess—Cyfartha Fawr—Diabolical 
Structure. 


MERTHYR TYDVIL is situated in a broad valley , through 
which roll the waters of the Taf. . It was till late an in- 
considerable village, but is at present the greatest mining 
place in Britain, and may be called with much propriety 
the capital of the iron and coal. 

It bears the name of Merthyr Tydvil, which signifies 
the Martyr Tydvil, because in the old time a Christian 
British princess was slain in the locality which it occupies. 
Tydvil was the daughter .of ,Brychan, Prince of Brecon, 
surnamed Brycheiniawg, or the Breconian, who flourished 
in the fifth century and was a contemporary, of Hengist. 
He was a man full of Christian zeal, and a great preacher 
of the Gospel, and gave his children, of. which he had 
many, both male and female, by. various wives, an educa- 
tion which he hoped would not only make them Christians, 
but enable them to preach the Gospel to their country- 
men. They proved themselves worthy of. his care, all of 
them without one exception becoming exemplary Chris- 
tians, and useful preachers. In his ee days he, retired 
to a hermitage in Glamorganshire | near the ‘Taf, and 
passed his time in devotion, receiving occasionally visits 
from his children. Once, when he and several of them, 
amongst whom was Tydvil, were engaged in, prayer, e 
band of heathen Saxons rushed in upon. them and slew 
Tydvil with three of her brothers. Ever since that time 
the place has borne the name of Martyr Tydvil.* 

The Taf, which runs to the south of Merthyr, comes 
down from Breconshire, and enters the Bristol Channel 
at Cardiff, a place the name of which in English is the 


* Hanes Crefydd Yn NGhymru. 
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city on’ the’ Taf! It is one of the most beautiful of 
rivets, but. is not navigable on account of its numerous 
shallows.’ Thes;only' service which. it renders - to 
commerce is feeding a ‘canal which extends. from 
Merthyr to Cardiff. «It is surprising) how similar many 
ofthe Welsh rivers are in. name:' Taf, Tawey, Towey, 
Teivi, and! Duffy. differ but. very little: in sound. . Taf 
and, Teivi -have» both the same; meaning, namely:a 
tendency: to ‘spread -out., The other names, though 


_ probably expressive of the properties or peculiarities of 


the streams to which they Reanesvely belong, I know 
not how to translate. : 

' The morning of ithe fourteenth was very fine. After 
breakfast I went to see the’! Cyfartha Fawr. iron works, 
generally considered to be the great wonder of the 
place. After some slight) demur I. obtained permission 
from, the; superintendent. :to,inspect. them. I. was 


: attended by an intelligent mechanic); What shall I 


say about the Cyfartha. Fawr? 1) had best. say but 
very little.’ 1 saw \enormous furnaces, I'\ saw streams 


of molten metal, ‘I saw a long: ductile piece:of red-hot 


iron being operated upon., || saw millions of «sparks 
flying about: I saw)an immense wheel impelled round 
with: frightful velocity by a steam-engine of two hundred 
and forty horse power. ‘I heard» all kinds of dreadful 
sounds: The general effect was stunning These works 
belong to the Crawshays, a family distinguished by 
a strange kind ‘of eccentricity; but also by genius and 
enterprising spirit, and! by such a strict feeling of honour 
that it is a.;common saying that ‘the word of any one ve 
them i is as good'as the bond of/other people. 

» After seeing [the Cyfartha I) roamed about, making 
general observations... The mountain of dross::which 
had, startled: me onthe: preceding night with its terrific 
glare, and which stands to the.north-west of the town, 
looked now nothing more than an immense dark heap 
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of cinders. It is only when the shades of night) have 
settled down that the fire within manifests itself; making 
the hill appear an immense glowing mass. All 'the hills 
around ‘the town, some of which are very high, have a 
scorched and blackened look. An old Anglesea bard, 
rather given to bombast, wishing to extol the abundant 
cheer of his native isle said: “ The hillsiof Ireland’ are 
blackened by the smoke from the kitchens of Mona.” 
With much more propriety might a bard of the banks 
of the Taf, who’should wish to apologise for the rather 
smutty appearance /of his native vale exclaim: “The 
hills around the Taf once so green are blackened by the 
smoke from the chimneys of Merthyr.” The town is 
large'and’ populous. ‘The inhabitants for the most part 
are Welsh, and Welsh is the language’ generally spoken, 
though all have some knowledge of: English. °The 
houses are in general low and mean, and builtvof rough 
grey. stone.’ Merthyr, however, can’ show ‘several’ re- 
markable’ edifices, though of a gloomy horrid Satanic 
character. ‘There is the hall of the Iron, with its arches, 
from whence proceeds incessantly'a thundering’ noise of 
hammers. Then*there is an ‘edifice atthe foot of a 
mountain, half way up the side of which is a blasted 
forest and)'on the top an ‘enormous crag. A’ truly 
wonderful edifice it is, suchoas Bos would have imagined 
had. he wanted to ipaint the palace of Satan. There it 
stands +a house of reddish ‘brick with a ‘slate roof— 
four horrid black towers behind, two of them” belching 
forth smoke and) flame ‘from their tops+ holes: like 
pigeon holes here \ands there — two immense ‘white 
chimneys standing) by themselves,’ What edifice ‘can 
that be of such strange mad details? I ought to’ have 
put that question to some one''in. Tydvil)-but did not; 
though -I stood staring at the, diabolical:structure with — 
my mouth open. It:is of no use ae _ eas to ; 
myself here... 5 ns nth stom Yitirton wor Bestoal 
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After strolling “about for some two ‘hours § with 
my hands in'my pockets; I returned ‘to my inn, called 
for a glass of ale, paid my reckoning, flung my ‘satchel 
over my shoulder, and departed. 


CHAPTER.CV 


Start for Caerfili—Johanna Colgan—Alms-Giving—The Monstrous 
_Female—The Evil Prayer—The Next Day—The Aifrionn 
—Unclean Spirits—Expectation—Wreaking Vengeance—A 
decent Alms: | 


I LEFT Merthyr about twelve o'clock: for) Caerfili. .My 
‘course lay along the: valley to the south-east: I passed 
a large village called Troed y Rhiw, or the foot of the 
slope; from its being at the foot ofa lofty elevation, 
which stands on the! left-hand side of the road, and was 
speeding onward fast, with the Taf at some distance on 
my right, when I saw a strange-looking woman advanc- 
ing towards me. ,She seemed between forty and fifty, 
was. bare-footed and; bare-headed, with ‘grizzled hair 
hanging in elf locks, and was dressed in rags and tatters, 
When about,ten yards; from, me, she pitched: forward, 
gave three or four grotesque tumbles, heels over head, 
then standing bolt upright, about a yard beforé me, she 
raised her right arm, and shouted in a most discordant 
voice—* Give ‘me an alms, forthe glory of God!” 

-I stood still} quite confounded. Presently, however, 
recovering, myself,I, said :—“ Really, I. don’t think vit 
would be for the glory of God to give you alms.” 

“Ye don't! _Then, Biadh. an_taifrionn——however, 
Vilgive ye a \chance\yet...Am I to. get my alms ‘or 
Haber ies | 

“Before I, give you, alms I. ‘must’ know something 

anon you. Who are yours tc 
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“Who am I?,,, Who should I be but Johanna Colgan 
a bedivilled woman from the'county of Limerick?” 

“And how. did you. become bedevilled 2?” 

“Because a woman something like myself said an 
evil prayer over me for not giving her an alms, which 
prayer I have at my tongue’s end, and unless I get my 
alms will say over you. So for your own sa honey, 
give me my alms, and let me go on my way.” 

“Oh, I am not to be frightened by evil Meee Sp I 
shall give you nothing till I hear all about you” ~~ 

“Tf TI tell ye all about me will ye give me an alms?” 

“Well, I have no ejection to give you something if 
you tell me your story.” 

“ Will ye give me a dacent alms?” 

“Oh, you must leave the amount to my free will and 
pleasure. I shall give you what I think fit.” 

“Well, so ye shall, honey; and I‘makeé no ‘doubt iye 
will give mea dacent alms, for I like the look of’ ye, 
and knew ye to be:an Irishman half a mile‘off; Only 
four, years ago, instead of being a bedivilled ‘woman, 
tumbling about the world, I was as quiet and’ respect. 
able a .widow :as could be found in ‘the county “of 
Limerick, -I had a nice little farm at an ‘aisy rint, 
horses, cows, pigs; and servants, and, what'was better 
than all, a couple of fine ‘sons, who ‘were’ a°help ‘and’ 
comfort to me. But» my» black: day was “not! far ‘off 
Iwasa mighty: charitable woman,’ and ‘always 
willing ‘to. give to the bacahs -and ‘other’ beggars’ 
that came about, Every! morning, before’ I opened 
my. door, I: got’ ready the alms° which I ‘intended to: 
give away in ithe course of the day 'to those that 
should ask. for them, ‘and I made so good a! (pre. 
paration that, though ‘plenty of cripples and ‘Other 
unfortunates wandering through the world came to me 
every day, part of the alms was sure to remain upon my 
hands. every night when I closed my door. The alms 
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which I. gave,away consisted of meal ; and I had always 
a number of small measures of male standing ready:on 
a board; one of which I used to empty into the poke: of 
- every bacah or, other; unfortunate who used to place him- 
self at the side of my, door, and cry out ‘Ave Maria!’ or 
‘In the name of God!’ © Well, one morning I sat within 
my door spifining, with a little bit of colleen beside: me 
who waited upon meas servant. My measures of meal 
were all ready for the unfortunates who should: come, 
filled with all the meal in the house; for there was no 
meal-in the house save what: was in those measures— 
divil a particle, the: whole stock being exhausted ; though 
by evening I expected plenty more, my two sons being 
gone to the ballybetagh, which was seven miles distant, for 
a fresh supply, and for other things., Well, I sat within 
my door, spinning, with my servant by my side ‘to wait 
upon me, and my measures of male ready for the un- 
fortunates who might come to ask for alms, There I 
sat, quite proud; and more happy than I had ever felt in 
my life before; and the unfortunates: began to make 
their appearance: First came a bacah on crutches}; then 
came a woman with a white swelling; then came an 
individual who had nothing at all the matter with him, 
andiwas only a poor unfortunate, wandering about the 
world’; then came a far cake,* a dark’ man, who was led 
about by a gossoon; after him a simpley, and after the 
simpleton somebody else as much or more unfortunate. 
And) as the afflicted people arrived and placed’ them- 
selves bythe side‘ ofthe door and) said ‘Ave: Mary,’ or 
‘In the name of God; or crossed. their arms, or: looked 
down upon the ground, each according to his: practice, I 
got up and emptied'my measure of male into’ his poke, 
or whatever he carried about with him /for receiving the 
alms which might'be given to him ;.and my measures of 
6 ie Fd 8 LOWE TO fe Ded j df 
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male began to be emptied fast, for it seemed that upon 
that day, when I happened to be particularly short ‘of 
meal, all the unfortunates in the county of Limerick had 
conspired’ together to come to ask me for alms. At last 
every measure of meal was emptied, and there I sat in 
my house with nothing to give away provided an un- 
fortunate should come. Says I to the colleen: ‘What 
shall I. do provided any more come, for all the meal is 
gone, and there will be no more before the boys’ come 
home at night from the ballybetagh.’ Says the colleen’: 
‘If any more come, can’t ye give them something: else?’ 
Says I: ‘It has always been my practice to give in meal, 
and loth should I be to alter it; for if once I begin to 
give away other things, I may give away all Ihave.’ Says 
the colleen : ‘ Let’s hope no one else will come: there have 
been thirteen of them already.” | Scarcely had she said 
these words, when a monstrous woman, half-naked, and 
with a long staff in her hand, on the top of which was a 
cross, made her appearance; and placing herself right 
before the door, cried out so that you might have heard 
her for a mile, ‘Give me an alms for the glory of God!’ 
‘Good woman,’ says I to her, ‘you will be kind enough 
to excuse me: all the preparation I had made for alms 
has been given away, for I have: relieved thirteen 
unfortunates this blessed morning—so may the Virgin 
help. ye, good; woman!’ ‘Give’ mean alms,’ saidithe 
Beanvore, witha louder voice than before, ‘or it will: be 
worse for you.’ ‘You must excuse me, good’ mistress,’ 
says I,‘ but I have no more meal ‘in the house. Those 
thirteen: measures which you see there empty were’ full 
this morning, for what was in them I have given away to 
unfortunates... So the Virgin’ and Child help you.‘ Do 
you choose to ‘give me an alms?’ she shrieked, so that 
you might have heard her to Londonderry, : ‘TIf*ye have 
no male give me something else.’ ‘You must excuse me, 


good ‘lady,’ says I: ‘it is my custom to give alms in 
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meal, and in nothing else. I have none ‘in’ the’ house 
now; but if ye come on the morrow’ ye: shall have a 
triple measure. In the meanwhile may the Virgin, 
Child, and the Holy Trinity assist ye!’) Thereupon she 
looked at me fixedly for a moment, and then said, not in 
a loud voice, but in a low, half-whispered way, which 
was ten times more deadly :— 


ahs Biaidh an taifrionn gan sholas duit a bhean shalach !’ 


_ Then turning from the door she went away with long 
strides. Now, honey, can ye tell me the meaning, of 
those words?”, 
“ They mean,” cael I, “unless I am much mistaken:: 
‘May the Mass never comfort ye, you dirty queen!” 
__“Ochone! that’s the maning of them, sure enough. 
They are cramped words, but I guessed that was. the 
meaning, or something of the kind. . Well, after hearing 
the evil prayer, I sat for a minute or two quite stunned; 
at length recoyering myself a bit I said, to the colleen: 
‘Get up, and run after the womap and tell her to. come 
_ back and cross the prayer. I meant by crossing that 
she should call it back or do something that would take 
the venom out of it. Well, the colleen was rather loth 
to go, for she was a bit scared. herself, but;,on my 
beseeching her, she got up.and ran after the woman, and 
being rather, swift. of foot, at, last, though with, much 
difficulty, overtook her, and begged her to come back 
and cross the prayer, but the divil of a woman would do 
no such ‘thing, and when the colleen persisted she..told 
her that if she didn’t go back, she would say an. evil 
prayer ‘over her too. So the colleen left her, and came 
back, crying and frighted, All the rest. of the, day,.I 
remained sitting on the stool speechless, thinking of the 
prayer which the woman had said, and wishing I) had 
given her everything I had in the world, rather than she 
should haye, said, itt At night. came home. the boys, and 
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found their mother sitting on the stool, like one’ stupefied. 
‘What’s the matter with you, mother?’ they said. ‘Get 
up and help us to unpack. ‘We ‘have brought home 
plenty of things on the car, and amongst others''a whole 
boll. of meal.’ ‘You might as well have left it behind 
you, said I; ‘this morning a single measure’ of male 
would have been to me of all the assistance inthe world, 
but I quistion now if I shall ever want. meal, again.’ 
They asked me what had happened to me, and after 
some time I told them how a monstrous woman had 
been to me, and had said an evil prayer over me, because 
having no meal in the house I had not given her an 
alms. ‘Come, mother,’ said they, ‘get up “ahd help us 
to unload! never mind the prayer of the monstrous 
woman—it is all nonsense.’ Well, I got up and helped 
them to unload, and cooked them a bit, and sat down 
with them, and tried to be merry, but felt that I was no 
longer the woman that I was. The next day I didn’t 
seem to care what became of me, or how matters went 
on, and though there was now plenty of meal in the 
house, not a measure did I fill with it to give away in 
the shape of alms ; and when the bacahs and the liprous 
women, and the dalic men, and the other unfortunates 
placed themselves at the Sftle of the door, and gave me 
to understand that they wanted alms, each in his or her 
particular manner, divil an alms did I give them, but let 
them stand ‘and took no heed of them, so that at last 
they took themselves off, grumbling and cursing, - ‘And 
little did I care for their grumblings and cursings. _ Two 
days before I wouldn’t have had an unfortunate grumble 
at me, or curse me, for all the riches’ below the sun ; ~but 
now their grumblings and curses didn’t give me the slight. 
est unasiness, for I had an evil prayer spoken against me 
in the Shanna Gailey by the monstrous woman, and ‘I 
knew that I was blighted in this world ‘and the next, 
In a little time 1 ceased to pay ‘any ‘heed’ to’ ‘the 4 
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farming business, or to the affairs of the’ house, so 
that»tmy sons*had no:comfort ‘in their home: “And I 
took»to® drink and induced my eldest son to take to 
drink too—my youngest son, however, did not take to 
drink, ‘but conducted himself well, and toiled and 
laboured like a horse, and often begged me and his 
brother to consider what we were about, and not to go 
on in’a way which would bring’ us all’to ruin, but I paid 
no'regard to what’ he*said, and his brother followed my 
example, so that at‘last seeing things were getting 
worse every day, and that we should soon be turned out 
of house and home, for no rint was paid; every penny that 
could: be got being*consumed in waste, ‘he bade us fare: 
well and went and listed for a sodger. ‘But if matters 
were bad’enough before he went away, they became 
much worse after ; for now when the unfortunates came 
to the door for alms, instead of letting them stand in 
pace till they were tired, and took themselves off, I 
would mock them ard point at them, and twit them with 
their sores and other misfortunes, and not unfrequently 
I would fling scalding water over them, which would 
send them ‘howling and honing away, till at last there 
was not an unfortunate but feared to come within a mile 
of my door: Moreover I began to misconduct myself at 
chapel, more especially at the Aifrionn or Mass, for ‘no 
sooner was the bell rung, and the holy corpus raised, than 
T-would shout and hoorah, and go tumbling and toppling 
along the floor before the holy body, as I just now 
tumbled along the road before you, so that the people 
were scandalized, and would take me by the shoulders 
and turn me out‘of doors, and began to talk of ducking 
me in the bog. The priést of the parish, however, took 
my part, saying that. I ought not to be persecuted, for 
that I was not aedoihtatile for what I did, being a 
‘possessed pefson, and under the influence or divils. 
These, ‘however, said hé; ‘T’ll’soon cast out from her; and 
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then the woman will be a holy cratur, much better than 
she ever was before,’ A very learned man was Father 
Hogan, especially in casting out divils, and a portly; 
good-looking man too, only he had a large rubicon nose, . 
which people said he got by making over free with the 
cratur in sacret. I had often looked at the nose, when 
the divil was upon me, and felt an inclination to seize 
hold of it, just to see how it felt. Well, he had me to 
his house several. times, and there ‘he put holy cloths 
upon. me, and tied holy images to me, and read to, me 
out of holy books, and sprinkled holy water over me, and 
put questions to me, and at last was so plased with the 
answers I gave him, that he prached a sermon about me 
in the chapel, in which he said that he had cast six of 
my divils out of me, and should cast out the seventh, 
which was the last, by the next Sabbath, and then should 
present me to the folks in the chapel as pure a vessel as 
the blessed Mary herself—and that I was destined to ac- 
complish great things, and to be a mighty instrument in 
the hands of the Holy Church, for that he intended. to 
write a book about me, describing the, miracle he had 
performed in casting the seven divils out of me, which he 
should get printed at the printing-press of the blessed 
Columba, and should send. me through all Ireland to sell 
the. copies, the profits of which would go towards the 
support of the holy society for casting out unclane spirits, 
to which he himself belonged. _ Well, the people showed 
that they were plased bya loud shout, and went away 
longing for the next Sunday when I. was to be presented 
to them without a divil,in me. Five times the next 
week did I go to the priest’s house, to be read to, and be 
sprinkled, and have.cloths put upon me, in order that the 
work of casting out, the last divil, which it seems was 
stronger than all the rest, might be. made smooth and > 
aisy; and on the Saturday I came to have the: last, divil 
cast-out, and found his riverince in full canonicals, seated 
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in his aisy chair. ‘Daughter,’ said he when, he saw me, 
‘the work is neatly over.. Now kneel down before me, 
and I will make the sign of the cross over your forehead, 
and then you will feel the last and strongest of the divils, 
which have so long) possessed ye, go out of ye through 
your eyes, as I expect you will, say to the people) as- 
sembled.in the chapel to-morrow.’ So I put myself.on 
my: knees before his reverence, who after muttering some- 
thing, to himself, either in Latin or Shanna Gailey—I 
believe it was Latin, said, ‘Look me in the face, daughter!’ 
Well, I, looked his reverence in the face, and there I saw 
his nose looking so large, red, and inviting that I could 
not resist the temptation, and before his reverence could 
make the sign of the cross, which doubtless would, have 
driven the divil out of me, I made a spring at, it, and 
seizing hold of it with forefinger and thumb, pulled hard 
at it. Hot and inctious did it feel. Oh, the yell that 
his reverence gave! However, I did, not let go my hold, 
but kept pulling at the nose, till at last to avoid the 
torment, his reverence came tumbling down upon me, 
causing me by his weight to fall back upon the floor. 
At the yell which he gave, and at the noise of the fall, 
in came rushing his reverence’s housekeeper and _stable- 
boy, who seeing us down on the floor, his reverence upon 
me and my hand holding his reverence’s nose, for I felt 
loth to let it go, they remained in astonishment and 
suspense. When his reverence, however, begged. them, 
for the Virgin’s sake, to separate him from the divil of a 
woman, they ran forward, and having with some difficulty 
freed his reverence’s nose from my hand, they helped him 
up. The first thing that his reverence did, on being 
placedion his legs, was to make for a horse-whip, which 
stood in one corner of the room, but I guessing how he 
meant to use it, sprang up, from the floor, and before he 
could make a cut at me, ran out of the room, and hasted 
home. The. next day, when all the people for twenty 
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miles round met in the chapel, in the expectation ‘of 
seeing me presented to them a purified and holy female, 
and hearing from my mouth the account of ‘the miracle 
which his reverence had performed, his reverence made 
his appearance in the pulpit with a dale of gould bater’s 
leaf on his nose, and from the pulpit he told the people 
how I had used him, showing them the gould bater’s leaf 
on his feature, as testimony of the truth of his ‘words, 
finishing by saying that if at first there were seven devils, 
there were now seven times seven within'me. Well, when 
the people heard the story, and saw his nose’ with the 
bater’s leaf upon it, they at first began to laugh, but when 
he appealed to their consciences, and asked them if'such 
was fitting tratement for a praist, they ‘said it: ‘was’ not, 
and that if he would only but curse me, they would soon 
do him justice upon me. His reverence then cursed by 
book, bell, and candle, and the people, setting off fromthe 
chapel, came in a crowd to the house where’ I lived, to 
wrake vengeance upon me. Overtaking my son by ‘the 
way, who was coming home in a state of intoxication, 
they bate him within an inch of his life, and’ left “him 
senseless on the ground, and no doubt would haveserved 
mé much worse, only seeing them coming; and’ guessing 
what.they came about, though 'I was a bit intoxicated 
myself, I escaped by the back of the house out into the 
bog, where I hid myself amidst a copse of hazels.’ The 
people coming to the house, and not finding me’there, 
broke and destroyed every bit of furniture, and “would 
have pulled the house down, or set fire to ‘it, had not an 
individual among them cried out that doing so would be 
of no use, for that the house did not belong’ to’ me, and 
that destroying it would merely be an injury’ to’ the next 
tenant. So the people, after breaking my furniture and 
ill-trating two or three dumb beasts, which happened not 
to have been made away with, went away, and in ‘the 


dead of night I returned to the house, where’ I found ty 
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son, who bad Gast peers home covered with blood:and 
bruises. We hadn’t, however, a home long, for the agents 
of the landlord came to seize for, rent, took all they could 
find, and turned us out upon the wide world. Myself and 
son wandered’ together for an hour or two, then, having 
a quarrel with eachother, we parted, he going one way 
and'I another, Some little time after I heard that he 
was transported. As for myself, I thought I might 
as well take a leaf: out of the woman’s' book who 
had been the ruin of me. So I went about bidding 
people give me alms for the glory of God, and threaten- 
ing those who gave me nothing that the mass should 
never comfort them. It’s a dreadful curse that, honey ; 
and I would advise people to avoid it even though they 
give away all they have. If you have no comfort in the 
mass, you will have comfort in nothing else. Look at 
me: IL have no comfort in the mass, for as soon as 
the priest’s bell rings, I shouts’and hoorahs, and performs 
tumblings before the blessed corpus, getting myself 
kicked out of chapel, and as little comfort as: 1 have in 
the mass have lin other things, which should be a com- 
fort ‘to me.I have two sons) who ought to be ‘the 
greatest comfort to me, but are they sor We'll see—- 
one is transported, and. of course is no comfort to me at 
all. The other is a sodger. Is he ai comfort: to me? 
Nota bit. .A month ago when I was travelling through 
the -black..north,, tumbling and. toppling about, ,and 


threatening’ people with my prayer, unless they gave me © 
alms, a woman, who knew me, told me that he was with 


his regiment at Cardiff, here in Wales, whereupon I 


_ determined to go and see him, and crossing the water got 


into England, from whence I walked to Cardiff asking 
alms of the English in the common English way, and of 
the Irish, and ye are the first Irish I have met, in the 
way in which I asked them of‘you. But when I got to 
Cardiff did I see my son? I did not, for the day before 
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he had sailed with his regiment to a place ten thousand 
miles away, so I shall never see his face again nor derive 
comfort from him. Oh, if there’s no comfort from the 
mass there’s no comfort from anything else, and he who 
has the evil prayer in the Shanna Gailey breathed upon 
him, will have no comfort from the mass. Now, honey, 
ye have heard the story of Johanna Colgan, the bedivilled 
woman. Give her now a dacent alms and let her go!”» 

“Would you consider sixpence a decent alms?” 

“T would. If you give me sixpence, I will not say 
my prayer over ye.” 

“Would you give me a blessing?” 

“J would not. A bedivilled woman has no blessing 
to give.” . 

“Surely if you are able to ask people to give you alms 
for the glory of God, you are able to give a blessing.” 

“ Bodderation! are ye going to give me sixpence ?” 

. see here’s a shilling for you! Take it and go in 
peace.” 

“ There’s no pace for me,” said Johanna Colauie sails 
the money. “What did the monstrous famale say to 
me? »‘Biaidh an taifrionn gan sholas duit a bhean 
shalach.” * This is my pace—hoorah! hoorah!” then 
giving two or three grotesque topples she oe felt 
in the direction of Merthyr Tydvil. 

* Curses-of this description, or evil prayers as they are called, are very 
common in the Irish language, and are frequently turned to terrible account 
by that most singular class or sect, the Irish mendicants. Several cases have 


occurred connected with these prayers, corresponding in many respects with 
the case detailed above. 


CHAPTER CVI 


Pen y Glas—Salt of the Earth—The Quakers’ Yard—The 
Rhugylgroen. 
As I proceeded on my way the scenery to the south on 
the farther side of the river became surprisingly beautiful. 


_ On that side noble mountains met the view, green fields 


and majestic woods, the latter brown it is true, for their 
leaves were gone, but not the less majestic for being 
brown. Here and there were white farm-houses: one of 
them, which I was told was called Pen y Glas, was a 
truly lovely little place. It stood. on the side of a green 
hill with a noble forest above it, and put me wonderfully 
in mind of the hunting lodge, which Ifor Hael allotted 
as a retreat to Ab Gwilym and Morfydd, when they fled 
to him from Cardigan to avoid the rage of the Bow Bach, 
and whose charming appearance made him. say to his 
love :— 
“ More bliss for us our fate: propounds 
On Taf’s green banks than Teivy’s. bounds.” 

On I wandered. After some time the valley assumed 
the form of an immense basin, enormous mountains com- 
posed its sides. In the middle rose hills of some altitude, 
but completely overcrowned by the mountains around. 
These hills exhibited pleasant inclosures, and’ were 
beautifully dotted with white farm-houses. Down below 
meandered the Taf, its reaches shining with a silver-like 
splendour. The whole together formed an exquisite 
picture, in which there was much ‘sublimity, much still 
quiet life, and not a little of fantastic fairy loveliness. 

The sun was hastening towards the west as I passed 
a little cascade onthe left, the waters of which, after 
running under the road, tumbled down a gully into the 
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river. Shortly afterwards meeting a man I asked him 
how far it was to Caerfili. 

“When you come to the Quakers’ Yard, which is a 
little way further on, you will be seven miles from Caer- 
fili.” 

“What is the Quakers’ Yard?” 

“A place where the people called Quakers bury 94 
dead.” 

“Ts there a village near it?” 

i foci is, and the village is called by the: same 
name.” 

“Are there any Quakers in it?” 

“Not one, nor in the neighbourhood, but there are 
some, I believe, in Cardiff.” 

“Why do they bury their dead there?” 

“You should ask them, not me. I know nothing 
about them, and don’t want; they are a bad set of 
people.” 

“Did they ever do you any harm?” 

“Can't say they did. Indeed I never’ saw one’ in ee 
whole of my life.” 

“ Then why do you call them bad ?”: 

“ Because everybody says they are.” 

“Not everybody. I don’t; I have always found sain 
the salt of the earth.” 

“ Then it is salt that has lost its savour. But perhaps 
you are one of them?” 

“No, I belong to the Church of Enghad.”. i “ie 

“Qh, you do, Then. good-night to you. I) am a 
Methodist. I thought at first that you were one of our 
ministers, and! had; hoped to hear from you pe ati 
profitable and conducive to salvation, but aE S16 

“Well, so you shall. Never speak ill of people of auoas 
you know nothing. If that isn’t a saying conducive to 
salvation, I know not what is. Good evening to you.” © 

I.‘soon reached the village. Singular- enough, the 
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people of the very first house, at which I inquired 
about the Quakers’) Yard, were entrusted: with the’ 
care’ of it} ‘On’ my expressing a wish to see it, a 
young woman took down a key, and said that if I 
would follow her’ she would show it me. The Quakers’ 
burying-place is situated on a little peninsula or tongue 
of land, having a brook on its eastern and northern sides, 
and’ on its western the-Taf. It-is a little oblong yard, 
with low walls, partly overhung with ivy. The entrance 
is ‘a’ porch’to the south. The Quakers! are no friends to 
tombstones, and the only visible evidence’ that this’ was 
a place of burial was a single flag-stone, with a: half- 
obliterated’ inscription, which with some difficulty I 
deciphered, and’ was’ as' follows :— 
To the, Memory of THOMAS EDMUNDS 
Who died April the ninth 1802 aged 60 years. 


And of Mary EDMUNDS 
‘Who died January ‘the fourth 1810 aged 701 


The needa of ie descending: sun) gilded the.Quakers’ 
burial-ground as’ I trodiits precincts... A) lovely. resting- 
place looked ‘that little) oblong yard; on the peninsula, 
by the! confluence! of the. waters, and, quite in keeping 
with the character of the quiet Christian. people, who 
sleep: within iti, The Quakers: have. for some. time: past 
been a decaying sect, but: they have..done, good.work. in, 
their day, and when, they are,.extinct).they are not 
destined to be soon: forgotten. Soon. forgotten! How. 
should a sect ever be forgotten, to.which. have belonged. 
three such. men as George Fox,. William) Penn, and 
Joseph Gurhey ? 

Shortly after I left the Quakers’ Yard. the sun went 
downiand. twilight.settled.upon, the earth... Bursuing, my 
coursé)I, reached; some woodlands, and.on inquiring, of a 
man, whom I saw standing ,at.the. door, of a. cottage;.the 
name of the district, was told that it was called Ystrad 

Ch 
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Manach—the Monks’ Strath or valley.. This name it 
probably acquired from having belonged in times of old 
to some monkish establishment. The moon now arose 
and the night was delightful. As I was wandering along 
I heard again the same wild noise which I had heard the 
night before, on the other side of Merthyr Tydvil. The 
cry of the owl afar offin the woodlands.. Oh that strange 
bird! Oh that strange cry! The Welsh, as I have, said 
on a former occasion, call the owl Dylluan. Amongst 
the cowydds of Ab Gwilym there is one to the dylluan. 
It is full of abuse against the bird, with whom the poet 
is very angry for having with its cry frightened Morfydd 
back, who was coming to the wood to keep an assignation, 
with him, but not a little of this. abuse is. wonderfully 
expressive and truthful. He calls the owl a grey thief—the 
haunter of the ivy bush—the chick of the oak, a blinking 
eyed witch, greedy of mice, with a visage like the bald 
forehead of a big ram, or the dirty face of an old abbess, 
which bears no little resemblance to the chine of an ape. 
Of its cry he says that it is as great a torment as an 
agonizing recollection, a cold shrill laugh from’ the midst 
of a kettle of ice; the rattling of sea-pebbles in an old 
sheep-skin, on which account many call the owl the hag 
of the Rhugylgroen.. The Rhugylgroen, it will be as 
well to observe, isa dry sheepskin containing a number: 
of pebbles, and is used as a rattle for frightening crows. 
The likening the visage of the owl to the dirty face of 
an old abbess is capital, and the likening the cry to the 
noise of the rhugylgroen is anything but unfortunate, 
For, after all, what does the voice of the owl so much re- 
semble as a diabolical rattle. I’m sure I don’t ep 
Reader, do you ? eee (els) 

I reached Caerfili at about seven o'clock, adie went to siti ‘ 
“Boar’s Head,” near the ruins of a stupendous: castle, on 
which the beams of the moon were enine 
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CHAPTER CVII 
Caerfili Castle—Sir Charles—The Waiter Inkerman. 


I) SLEPT well during the night.. In the morning after 
breakfast I went to seé the castle, over which I was con- 
ducted by a woman who was intrusted with its care. It 
stands on the eastern side of the little town, and is a truly 
enormous structure, which brought to my recollection a 
saying of our great Johnson, to be found ‘in: the account 
of his journey to the Western Islands, namely “that 
for all the castles which he had seen beyond the Tweed 
the ruins yet remaining of some one of those which’ the 
English. built. in, Wales would find materials.” The 
original founder was one John De Bryse, a powerful 
Norman, who married the daughter of Llewellyn Ap 
Jorwerth, the son-in-law of King John, and the most war- 
like of all the Welsh princes, whose exploits, and particu- 
larly a victory which he obtained over his father-in-law 
with whom he was always at war, have been immor- 
talized by the great war-bard, Dafydd Benfras. It» was 
one of the strongholds which belonged to the Spencers, 
and ‘served for a» short time as a retreat to the un- 
fortunate. Edward the Second. «It» was ruined by: 
Cromwell, the grand foe of the baronial castles of Britain 
but not in sothorough and sweeping a manner as to leave 
ita mere heap of stones. There is a noble entrance porch 
fronting the west—a spacious courtyard, a grand banquet- 
‘Ing room, a corridor of vast length, several lofty towers, 
a chapel, a sally-port, a guard-room and a strange under- 
ground vaulted place called the mint, in which Caerfili’s 
barons once coined money, and in which the furnaces still 
exist which were used for melting metal.» The name 
_ Caerfili is said to signify the Caste of Haste, and to have 
707 
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been bestowed on the pile because it was built in a hurry. 
Caerfili, however, was never built in a hurry, as the 
remains show. Moreover, the Welsh word for haste is not 
fil but ffrwst. Fil means a scudding or darting through 
the air, which can have nothing to do with the building 
of a castle. Caerfili signifies Philip’s City, and was called 
so after one Philip'a saint.’ It no more means the’ castle 
of haste than Tintagel in Cornwall signifies the'castle of 
guile, as the learned have said it does, for Tintagel 
simply means the house in the gill of the hill) a term 
admirably descriptive of the situation of the building: 

I started from Caerfili at’ eleven for Newport, distant 
about seventeen miles. Passing through’ a'‘toll-gate I 
ascended an acclivity, from the top of which I obtained a 
full view of the castle, looking stern, dark and majestic. 
Descending the hill I came toa bridge over a river called 
the Rhymni or Rumney, much celebrated in Welsh and 
English song—thence to Pentref Bettws, or the village of 
the bead-house, doubtless so called from its having con- 
tained in old times a house in which pilgrims: — tell 
their beads, 

The scenery soon became very beautiful—its’ beauty, 
however, was toa certain extent marred by a horrid black 
object, a huge coal work, the chimneys of which’ were 
belching forth smoke of the densest description.» “Whom 
does that work belong to?” said I) to’a man pipe as 
black as a chimney sweep. gs 

“Who does it belong to? Why, to Sin Charles.” 

“Do you mean Sir Charles Morgan?” 

“I don’t know. I only know. that it lode to: ‘Sit 
Charles, the kindest-hearted and richest man in nOMRabes 
and in England too.” GSH § 


Passing some cottages I heard. a group)! ols deeidoan Pr 


speaking English. Asked an intelligent Maneaae sibs if 
she could speak Welshi doitiw deine 


“Yes,” said she, “Iocan speak (it, fet not very. well.” ve 
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There is not much Welsh spoken by the children here- 
about., The old folks hold more to it. 

I saw again the Rhymni river, and crossed it by a 
bridge ; the river here was filthy and turbid, owing of 
course to its’ having received the foul drainings: of the 
neighbouring coal works, . Shortly afterwards I emerged 
from the coom.or valley of the Rhymni, and entered upon 
a fertile and tolerably level district... Passed by Llanawst 
and Machen. The: day which had been very fine! now 
became dark.and gloomy. Suddenly, as I was descend- 
ing a slope, a brilliant party, consisting of four young 
ladies in riding-habits, a youthful cavalier anda servant 
in, splendid livery—all on noble horses, swept ‘past’ me 
at, full gallop down the hill. Almost immediately after- 
wards, seeing a road-mender who was. standing holding 
his cap in his hand—which he had no doubt just 
reverentially doffed—I said. in Welsh: “Who are 
those ladies?” 

“Merched, Sir Charles—the daughters of Sir Charles,” 
he replied. 

»“ And is the gentleman their brother ?” 
- “No! the brother is in the Crim—fighting with the 
Roosiaid., I,don’t know who yon gentleman be.” 
~ “Where does Sir Charles live?” 
“Down in the Dyfryn, not far from Basallaig.” 

“Tf I were'to go and see: him,” I said, “do ‘bere think 
he would give me a cup of ale?” 
nites ‘tht he would ; he has given me one many a 
time.” 

I soon reached Basallaig, a pleasant ville standing 
in a\valley and. nearly surrounded ‘by the groves of Sir 
Charles Morgan. Seeing a decent public-house I said to 
myself, “I think I shall step inand have my ale here, 
and not go running after Sir Charles, whom perhaps after 
all. I shouldn’t, find at home.” ’ So I went in and called 
for a pint of ale.. Over my ale I trifled for about half-an- 
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hour, then paying my groat I got up and set off for 
Newport, in the midst of a thick mist which had suddenly 
come on, and which speedily wetted me nearly to the skin. 
I reached Newport at about half-past four, and put up 
at a large and handsome inn called the King’s Head. 
During dinner the waiter, unasked, related to me his 
history. He was.a short thick fellow of about forty, with 
a very disturbed and frightened expression of coun- 
tenance, He said that he was a native of Brummagen, 
and had lived very happily at an inn there as waiter, but 
at length had allowed himself to be spirited away to an 
establishment -high up in Wales amidst the scenery. 
That very few visitors came to the establishment, which 
was in a place so awfully lonesome that he soon became 
hipped, and was more than once half in a mind to fling 
himself into a river which ran before the door and moaned 
dismally. That at last he thought his best plan ‘would 
be to decamp, and accordingly took French leave early 
one morning. That after many frights and much’ fatigue 
he had found himself at Newport, and taken service at 
the King’s Head, but did not feel comfortable, and was 
frequently visited at night by dreadful dreams. That he 
should take’ the first opportunity of getting to Brum- 
magen, though he was afraid that he'should not be able 
to get into his former place, owing to his ungrateful be- 
haviour. He then uttered a rather eloquent eulogium on 
the beauties of the black capital, and wound up all by 
saying that: he would rather be a brazier’s dog at Brum- 
magen than head waiter at the best establishment in 
Wales.’ . icy 
After dinner I took up a newspaper and found in it an 
account of the battle of Inkerman, which appeared to 
have been fought on the fifth of November, the very day 
on which I had ascended Plynlimmon. I was sorry ‘to 
find: that: my countrymen had ‘suffered dreadfully, and 
would have been utterly destroyed but for the opportune 
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arrival of the French. “In my childhood,” said I, “the 
Russians used’ to help us against the French ; now the 
French help us against the Russians. Who knows but 
before I die I may see the Russians helping the French 
against us?” 


CHAPTER CVIII 


Town of Newport— The Usk—Note of Recognition—An Old 

Acquaintance — Connamara, Quean — The Wake — The Wild 

Irish—The Tramping Life—Business and Prayer—Methodists 
—Good Counsel. 


NEWPORT is a large town in Monmouthshire, and had 
once walls and a castle. It is called. in Welsh Cas 
Newydd ar Wysg, or the New Castle upon the Usk. It 
stands some miles below Caerlleon ar Wysg, and was 
probably built when that. place, at one time one of the 
most considerable towns in Britain, began to fall into 
decay. The Wysg or Usk has fts.source among some 
wild hills in the south-west of Breconshire; and, after 
absorbing several smaller streams, amongst which is the 
Hondu, at the mouth of which Brecon stands, which on 
that account is called in Welsh Aber Hondu, and tra- 
versing: the whole of Monmouthshire, enters the Bristol 
Channel near Newport, to which| place vessels of con- 
siderable burden can ascend. Wysg or Usk is an ancient 
British word, signifying water, and is the same as the 
‘Irish word uisge or whiskey, for whiskey, though gener- 
ally serving to denote a spirituous liquor, in great vogue 
amongst the Irish, means simply water. The proper 
term for the spirit is uisquebaugh, literally acqua vite, 
but the compound being abbreviated by the English, who 
have always been notorious for their habit of clipping 
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words, one of the strongest of spirits is now generally 
denominated by a word which is properly ne ne of 
the simple element water. 

Monmouthshire is at present considered -an English 
county, though certainly with little reason, forjit not:only 
stands on the western side of the Wye, but the names of 
almost all its parishes are Welsh, and many thousands of 
its population still speak the Welsh language. It is called 
in Welsh Sir, or Shire, Fynwy, and takes its name from 
the town Mynwy or Monmouth, which receives its own 
appellation from the river Mynwy or Minno, on which it 
stands. There is a river of much the same name, not in 
Macedon but in the Peninsula, namely the Minho, which 
probably got its denomination from that race cognate to 
the Cumry, the Gael, who were the first colonizers of the 
Peninsula, and whose generic name yet stares us in the 
face and salutes our ears in the words Ceanhetay and 
Portugal. 

I left Newport ‘at about ten o’clock on the 16th’; thie 
roads were very wet, there having been a deluge: of rain 
during the night. The morning was a regular November 
one, dull and gloomy. ' Desirous of knowing whereabouts 
in these parts the Welsh language ceased, I interrogated 
several people whom I met. First spoke: to: Esther 
Williams. She told me she came from Pennow, some 
miles farther on, that she could speak Welsh;‘and that 


indeed all the people could for at least eight miles to the — 


east of Newport. This latter assertion of ‘hers 'was, 
however, anything but corroborated by a young woman, 
with a pitcher on -herhead, whom I shortly’ aftesinidbdk 
met, for she informed me that she could speak no Welsh, 
and that for one who could speak it, from) where I was 
to the place where it ceased altogether, there were ten 
who could not. ‘I believe the real fact is that about half 
the people for seven’or eight miles to the east of New- 


; 


port speak Welsh, more or less, as about half those whom \ 
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I met 4 peed in’ Welsh, answered) me in that 
tongs 

Passed through Pennow or Penhow, a snail village. 
The scenery in the neighbourhood of this place is highly 
interesting) «To the north-west at>some distance is 
Mynydd Turvey, a sharp pointed blue mountain. To 
the south-east, on the right, much nearer, are’ two beau- 
tiful green hills, the lowest ‘prettily wooded, and having 
on its top a fair white mansion called Penhow Castle, 
which belongs to a family of the name of Cave. Thence 
to: Llanvaches, ‘a pretty little village’ When I was about 
the middle of this: place I heard .anodd'sound, something 
like a note'of recognition, which attracted’ my attention 
to an object very near to me, from which it seemed to 
proceed;'and which was.coming: from the ‘direction in 
which I was going. It was the figure seemingly of a 
ifemale, wrapped in'a/coarse blue cloak, the feet. bare and 
the legs barecalso) nearly up to the knee, ‘both terribly 
splashed with: theslush of the: road. The head was 
surmountéed»by:a kind of hood, which just permitted me 
to'see: coarse red hair, a broad:face, grey eyes,a snubbed 
nose; blubber lips and: great white: teeth—the eyes were 
Stating intently atime. -J stopped and:stared’ too, and 
at:last! thought: recognised the features of the uncouth 
girl I had seen on the green near Chester with: the Irish 
tinker Tourlough and: his wife. ‘ 

“Dear me!” said I, “ did I, not see you near chaste 
dast summer 7” » ead 

“To be sure ye did; cand ye were going to pass me 
without a word of netices or kindness: had) I not Elven 
oe a bit of a hail.” 

Lif Well said <1} iL beg yaad een How is it all 
\citiage + fue allo V 

as! pianite well. How.i is it Wick yere hanner ?” 
.“- Tolerably. :\ Where: do:you come from?” 
“From Chepstow,, yereshatnier.ioo¢ mol cge 
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“ And where. are you going to?” 

“To Newport, yere hanner.” : 

“And*I. come from Newport, and am going (e 
Chepstow. Where’s Tourlough and his wife?” 

“At Cardiff yere hanner; I shall join chedlaamman 
to-morrow,” ry 

“Have you been long away from them 2” 

“ About a week, yere hanner.” 

“ And what have you been doing?” 

“Selling my needles, yere hanner.” 

“Oh! you sell needles. Well, Iam glad to Flaue 
met you. Let me see. There’s.a nice little inn oon 
the right: won’t you come in -and have some 
refreshment?” 5. Oi 

“Thank yere hanner ; I have no pest to nsokeie 
giass wid an old friend. ” dois 

“ Well, then, come in; you must. be tired, cand I; shall 
be glad to have some eoiecesien with you’ 

We went into the inn—a little tidy place. On ae 
calling, a respectable-looking old man made his appear- 
ance behind a bar. After serving: my companion with 
a glass of peppermint, which she said: she preferred to 
anything else; and me with a glass:of ale, both of which 
I paid for; he retired, and we sat down on:two old chairs 
beneath a window in front of the bar. . 

“Well,” said. I, “I auphass cu shag leish: here’ 
slainte—+—” 1 

“Slainte yuit a ahaa? said a git tasting 1 ‘her 
peppermint. 

‘Well: how do-you like it 

“Tt’s very nice indeed.” Loni ‘ 

“That's: more: than Iican say of the one sill “ike 
all the ale in these parts, is bitter. Well, mines feet of 
Ireland do you come from?” © i on 

“From no: part at all. \1.never was’ in Iislanibi in 1 my 
life. I am from Scotland: Road; Manchester.” 9°. 
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“Why, I thought you were Irish!” 

“And so Iam; and all the more from being born 
where I was. iPods not such a place for Irish’ in — 
the world as Scotland Road.” 

“Were your father and mother from helene Bvt 

“My mother was from Ireland: my father was Irish 
of Scotland Road, where they:met and married.” 

“And what did they do after they married ?” 

“Why, they worked hard, and did their best to geta 
livelihood for’ themselves ‘and children, ‘of ‘which they 
had \several besides myself, who was ‘the eldest. My 
father was ‘a bricklayer, and my mother sold ‘apples and 
oranges and other: fruits, according to the season, ‘and 
also whiskey, which: she’ made’herself, as she well: knew 
how; for my mother was ‘not only ia Connacht woman, 
but an out-and-out Connamara quean, and when ‘only 
‘thirteen had wrought with the ‘lads’ whoused’ to‘make 
the raal cratur on the islands’/between. Ochterard’ and 
Bally na hinch. As soon as I was able, I helped my 
mother in«making and disposing of the whiskey and in 
selling the fruit. As for the othér childreny they all died 
when young; of favers, of which there is always plenty 
in Scotland Road. » About four years ago—that,is; when 
I was just fifteen—there was a great ‘quarrel among the 
workmen about wages.. Some! wanted more than their 
masters’ were willing to give; others: were willing to 
take what’ was) offered’ them; ‘Those. who were _ dis- 
satisfied were’ called bricks ;\'those who were’ not ‘were 
called ‘dungs..|My father» was:'.a brick; and, being: a 
good man with his fists, was looked upon as» a very 
proper person to fight a: principal’ man:amongst.:the 
‘dungs.’ They: fought in; the fields near>Salfordsforva 
pound) a side’ My father: had: it all his own way for 
the first three rounds, but:in the fourth, receiving»a 
blow under| the ear from: the dung, ‘he: dropped; and 
never got up again, dying suddenly.’ A grand: wake 
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my father had, for which my mother furnished usque- 
baugh galore ; and comfortably and dacently it: passed 
over till about three: o’clock. in the morning, when, a 
dispute happening to arise—not ‘on the matter of wages, 
for there was not a dung amongst the Irish of Scotland 
Road—but as to whether the O’Keefs. or O’Kellys were 
kings of Ireland a thousand years ago, a general fight 
took place, which brought in the police, who, being soon 
dreadfully baten, as we all turned upon them, went and 
fetched the military, with: whose help they ‘took and 
locked up several.of the party, amongst whom were my 
mother and myself, till the next morning, when we were 
taken before the magistrates, who, after a ‘slight scold- 
ing, set us at liberty, one.of them: saying that» such dis- 
turbances formed part of the,Irish funeral service’; 
whereupon we. returned.to the, house,.and- the est of 
the party joining, us, we carried» my. father’s body’ to 
the churchyard, where ‘we butied it — mop with 
many tears and groanings,” if 

“And how did your mother and aye _ on: fees 
your father was buried?” {> ». 

“As well as we could, ‘vere atone we" aie fruit, 
and now and then a drop of whiskey, which: we made ; 
but this state of things didnot last long, for: one day 
my mother seeing the dung who had: killed: my father, 
she flung, a large: flint stone and knocked-out his right 
eye, for doing which she: was taken| up’and ‘tried,-and 
sentenced to a year’s ‘imprisonment, chiefly \it was 
thought because she had been’ heard to ‘say: that she 
would, do the dung'.a mischief the first) time: she met 
him.: She, however, did not suffer all ; herosentence, 
for: before she» had been in* prison three» months: she 
caught a disorder ;which« carried her’ offs. .1 went:.on 
selling fruit by myself whilst she was in trouble, and 
for some time after her death, but very lonely, and 
melancholy, “At Jast’‘my uncle Tourlough, or, as the. 
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English: would call ‘him, Charles, chancing ‘to come: toe 
Scotland Road along: with his: family, I was glad to 
accept an invitationto join them which he gave me, 
and with them I have been ever since, travelling about 
England and Wales and Scotland; helping ;-my aunt 
with the children, and driving much the same. ttade 
which ‘she’ has driven rd twenty years past, which is 
not an unprofitable one.” 

“Would you have any objection to tell. me all you 
do?” 

“Why I> sells needles, as\ I said before, ;and some- 
times I buys oe of servants, and sometimes. I ‘tells 
fortunes.” 

“Do you ever do anything in the way of strio- 
pachas ?” 

» “Ohi no! I never do anything in that line; I, would 
be burnt first. I: wonder you should dream of such a 
thing.” 

- “Why surely it is not: worse than buying things of 
Gacants, who no doubt steal them from their employers, 
or telling fortunes, which is dealing with the devil.” 

“Not worse? Yes, a thousand times worse; there is 
nothing so very particular in doing them. things; but 
striopachas—Oh dear !” 

“It's a dreadful thing: I cali but the other aime 
are quite as bad ; you should’ do none of them.” 

“T'll take vere care that I never do: one, and that is 
striopachas; them other things I know. are not quite 
right, and I hope soon to have done wid them; any: day 
I can shake them off and look people’ in the: face, but 
_ were I once to a manage I could ‘never hold up 
my head”: 

“How comes it that | ae have | sind a tide of 
striopachas'? ” 

“I got it) from my rioters and she got it Fe hers 
All Irish women have a dread of striopachas. It’s the 
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only thing that frights them ; I. manes the, wild Irish, 


for as for the quality women’'I have heard they are no 


bit better than the English: ._ Come, yere wear let’s 
talk of something :else.” 

“You were saying:snow that you were thinking of 
leaving off fortune-telling and buying things of servants, 
Do'you' mean to depend upon your needles alone? ”) 

“No; I am thinking of leaving off tramping alto: 
gether and‘going to the Tir na Siar.” . 

“Tsn’t that America?” 

“Its, yere hanner; the land. of the west is America.” 

“A ‘long way for a lone girl.” . 

“J should not be alone, yere hanner ; I should be wid 
my uncle Tourlough and ‘his wife.” 

“ Are they going to America ?” 

“They are, yere hanner ; they intends leaving off 
business and going to alerts next spring.” 

“Tt will cost money.” 

“Itewill, yere hanes but, they have paints: / and 
so have I.” 


“Is it because business is slack that you are ‘thinking 


of going to America?” 
“Oh no, yere hanner ; we wish to go there in order to: 
get rid of old ways and habits, amongst which are 


fortune-telling and’ buying things of sarvants, which: yere 


hanner was jist now checking me wid.” 
«:©And can’t you get rid of them here?” 

“We cannot, yere’ hanner, | If we stay here we must 
go.on tramping, and <it is well known. that doing them 
yaa is part of tramping.” 

‘ And what:would you do in America?”) © 

“Oh, we could do plenty of things in Amercian 
likely: we should buy) a piece of land and settle down,” 


“How came you to see the wickedness of ‘the tramp» — 


ingsdifeR) ti tog a ' \ sage Las 


o By ‘hearing a preat, many sarmons and -preachings), \f : 


7 
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and having often had the Bible read to us by in 
women who came to our tent.” 
“Of what religion do you call yourselves now?” 

“] don’t know, yere hanner; we are clane unsettled 
about religion. “We were once Catholics and carried 
Saint Colman of Cloyne about wid us in a box; but 
after hearing a’sermon at a church about images, we 
went ghee took the saint out of his box and cast: him 
into a river.” 

“Oh it will never do to isetbiee to: the Popish religion, 
a religion which upholds idol-worship and persecutes the 
‘Bible—you should belong to'the Church of England.” 

“Well, perhaps we should, yere hanner, if its ministers 
were not‘such proud violent men. Oh, you little know 
how they look down:upon all poor people, especially on 
us tramps.’ Once my poor aunt, Tourlough’s wife, who 
has always had ‘stronger: conviction ‘than any’ of us; 
followed onevof them home after he had been preaching, 
and begged him to give her God, and was told by him . 
that she was a thief, and if she didn’t take herself out of 
the house he would’ kick ‘her out.” 

“Perhaps, afterall,’ said 1; “:you had better join the 
Methodists—I should say that their ways would suit you 
better than those of: any other’ denomination ‘of 
Christians.” 

“Vere hanner knows nothing about them, otherwise 
ye wouldn’t talk in that manner. Their ways would 
never do for people who want to have done with lying 
and staling, and have always kept themselves clane from 
striopachas, Their word is not worth ‘a> rotten: straw, 
_yere hanner, and sin every transaction which they have 
with people they try to cheat and overreach—ask my 
uncle Tourlough, who has had many dealings with them. 
But what is far worse, they do that! which’ the wildest 
calleen t’other side of Ougteraarde would be burnt rather 
than do. » Who: can tell: ye more’ on that ‘point than I, 
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yere hanner? I have been at their chapels at nights; 
and have listened to their screaming prayers; and have 
seen what’s been going on outside the chapels after their 
services, as they call them, were over—I never saw’ the 
like going on. outside Father Toban’s: chapel, iyere: 
hanner! Yere hanner’s hanner asked me:if 1 ever’ did 
anything in the way of striopachas—now iI tellye that I 
was never asked to do anything in ‘that line but by one 
of them folks—a great man amongst them he-was, both 
in the way of business ‘and- prayer, for he was’ a com- 
mercial traveller during six days of the week anda 
preacher on the’ seventh—and such a preacher,—Well; 
one Sunday night after he had preached: a sermon ‘an 
hour-and-a-half long, which had put halfia dozen: women 
into what they call static fits, he overtook melin-a idarki 
street and wanted me to do striopachas ‘with him—he 
didn’t say striopachas, yer hanner, for -he had no: Irish 
but he said something’ in prices which’ was the scape 
_ thing,” . f 
“And what did: you do?” 
“Why, I asked him what he meant ie neil fan: “ai 
a poor ugly girl—for no one knows better: than myself, 
yere hanner, that I’ am very ‘ugly—whereupon ‘he told 
me that he was notimaking fun of me; for it had: Jong 
been the chief wish of his heart to commit Striopachas’ 
with a! wild: Irish) Papist, and: that she:-believed if ‘he 
searched the world he should find none wilder than my-+ 
self.” } WIG! i bey f 16) “OR Svan 
“And toh did you teply Py iHste\t 
“Why, I said:to' him; yere eee that’ I fis tell: the 
congregation, idt’ which: he laughed: and» said: that» he 
wished I would, for that: the congregation would say they 
didn’t believe me, though: at heart: — besa and Seige ind 
like him all the’ better forit.”)o:)) 9910 t ob san opal 
“Well, and what did you say then?” 2 roto’ nulla 


“Nothing, at all, yereyhanner ;/ but I spat’in his face \ 


{ 
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and went home and told my uncle Tourlough, who forth- 
with took out a: knife and began to sharp it ona 
whetstone, and I make no doubt would have: gone and 
stuck the fellow like'a pig, had not my poor aunt begged 


| him notion her knees,) After that we had nothing more 


to.do with the Methodists as far as religion went.” 

| “Did this affair odcur-in England or Wales?” | 

\ “Inthe heart of England, yere hanner ; we have never 
been to the Welsh chapels, for we know little of ithe 
language.” 

“Well, lam glad it didn’t happen in Wales: I have 
rather a high opinion of the Welsh Methodist. The 
worthiest; creature I-ever: knew was a Welsh Methodist. 
And now I mustleave you and make the best of my way 
to Chepstow.” 

.>Can*t yere hanner give me God before ye go?” 

“IL -can give you half-a-crown to help you on your way 
to America.” 

fT want no half-crowns, yere hanner ; but if ye would 
give me God I’d bless ye.” 

. “What. do you mean by giving you God?” 
' “Putting, Him in my heart by some sien counsel 
which. will guide me through life.” . 
“The only good counsel I can give you is to keep the 


commandments; one of them it seems you have always 


_ kept. Follow the rest and you can’t go very wrong.” 


“YT wish I knew them better than I do, yere hanner.” 

“Can’t you read ?” 

“Oh no, yere hanner, I can’t read, neither can 
Tourlough nor his wife,” 

“Well, learn to read, as soon as possible. When you 
have got to America and settled down you will have 
time enough: to learn to read.” 

'“ Shall we: be yeed) bai hanner, hi we have tears 


: to tead P321id 1 OW 


' “Let’s hope you wil 
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“One of the things, yere hanner, that have made us 
stumble is that some of the holy women, who have come 
to our tent and read the Bible to us, have afterwards 
asked my aunt and me to tell them their fortunes.” 

“If they have, the more shame for them, for they can 
have no excuse. Well, whether you learn to read or not, 
still eschew striopachas, don’t steal, don’t deceive, and 
worship God in spirit, — in ee That’s ‘the: best 
counsel I can give you.” aa 

“ And very good counsel it is, yere hanner, and I will 
try o Svea it, and now, yere hanner, it us g° our “we 
ways.” 

We placed our glasses upon the bar and went out. In 
the middle of the road we shook hands and parted, she 
going towards Newport and I towards Chepstow. After 
walking a few yards I turned round’ and looked after 
her. There she was in the damp lowering afternoon 
wending her way slowly through mud and puddle; her 
upper form huddled in the rough frieze mantle, and her 
coarse legs bare to the top of the calves. “ Surely,” said 
I to myself, “there never was an object’ less promising 
in appearance. Who would think that there could be all 
the good sense and proper feeling in that uncouth girl 
which there really is?” to aid 


CHAPTER CIX 
Arrival at Sele eas ae 


I PASSED through Caer Went, once an Perey arial 
station, and for a long time after the departureiof>the 
Romans.a celebrated ‘British city, now a poor ‘desolate | 
place consisting of a few old-fashioned housés' and a 
strange - looking dilapidated church. .No “Welsh \is_ 


Te 
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spoken at Caer Went, nor to the east of it, nor indeed 
for two or three miles before you reach it from the west. 
The country between it and Chepstow, from which it 


_ is distant about four miles, is delightfully green, but 


somewhat tame. 
Chepstow stands on the lower part of a hill, near to 


- where the beautiful Wye joins the noble Seusen. The 


British name of the place is Aber Wye or the disem- 


| boguement of the Wye. The Saxons gave it the 
|| name of Chepstow, which in their language signifies 


a place where a market is held, because even in 
the time of the Britons it was the site of a great 
cheap or market. After the Norman Conquest. it 
became the property of De Clare, one of William’s 


| followers, who built near it an enormous castle, which 
| enjoyed considerable celebrity during several centuries 
| from having been the birthplace of Strongbow, the 
| eonqueror of Ireland, but which is at present chiefly 


illustrious from the mention which is made of it in one 
of the most stirring lyrics of modern times, a piece by 


| Walter Scott, called the “Norman Horseshoe,” com- 


memorative of an expedition made by a De Clare of 
Chepstow, with the view of insulting with the print of his 
courser’s shoe the green meads ‘of Glamorgan, and 
which commences thus :— 

. “Red glows the forge ”— 


» Iwent'to the principal inn, where I engaged a private 


| room and’ ordered the best dinner which the people 


could provide::\ Then leaving my satchel behind me I 
went to the castle, amongst the ruins of which I groped 


| and wandered for nearly an hour, occasionally repeating 
‘verses of the Norman Horseshoe. I then went to. the 


Wye and drank of the waters at its mouth, even as 


| some time before | I had arunk of the waters at its source. 
| Then returning to my inn I got my dinner, after which 
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I called for a bottle of port, and placing my feet against 
the sides of the: grate: I passed. my» time drinking wine 
and’singing Welsh songs ‘till ten: o’clock at)night,; when 
I paid» my reckoning, amounting to something. ¢con- 
siderable. Then shouldering my satchel proceeded 
to the railroad station, where:I purchased a first-class 
ticket, andyensconcing myself in a comfortable: carriage, 
was soon on: the/way to London, where «I: arrived’ at 
about four o’clockin the morning,/ having had'during the 
whole of my:journey a most uproarious setof neighbours a 
few carriages» behind» me, namely; some hundred and 
fifty of Napier’s: tars euspanseeian from thee oes to 
the Baltic. 


CUMRO AND CUMRAEG, 


THE Orda home of: the Cae was pisces 
Hindustan, the.extreme point of which, Cape.Comorin, 
derived , from, him,.its. name....It) may,.be here asked 
what is the exact meaning of. the, word Cumro?... The 
true.,.meaning..of the word. is;a.youth,,.. It is,.connected 
with a. Sanscrit. word, signifying a youth, and likewiseya 
prince. .....It,is| surprising.. how. similar in, meaning. the 
names of several nations are: Cumro, a, youth; -Gael, 
a hero ; * Roman, one whois comely,a husband ;+ Frank 
or Frenchman, a free, brave fellow; Dane, an honest 
man ;;Turk,.a handsomeylady; Arab; a; sprightly fellow. 
Lastly, Romany \Chal;;the name by which the:Gypsy 
styles | himself, signifying notvan! | ern i ¢ tah of 
Romext i doid of ro 

101 Phe fea af ee Cumro is called after: hil 


a Sanserit, Kali, a hero. ; 
ies Sanserit;! Rama; Ramana, a husband. ; 
¢ Romany chal, son of Rome, lad of Rome. ; fae chis, Auoies 
of Rome, girl of ‘Rome. Chal, chiel, child, the Russian — cheloviek. a 
man, and the Sanscrit Jana;‘to' be born; tare all kindred: words! )2% 119 a i 


Fats 
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| Cumraeg. Of Cumric there: are: :three!’ dialects,’ 'the 
_ speech »ofsCumru; or Wales; that of »Armorica: of, as 
_ the Welshocall it, Llydaw,:and’ the Cornish, which is:no 
longer: spoken, and -only exists:in books. and:iin the 
names of «places: The Cumric’: bears: considerable 

affinity to: the Gaelic, or the language of the Gael, of 
_ which there are’ also ‘three dialects; the Irish, the speech 

of the: Scottish Highlanders, and: the Manx, which: last 
is rapidly becoming’ extinct.’ The Cumric) and. Gaelic 
\ have notonly a great’ many thousand words in common, 

‘but also a:remarkable grammatical feature, the mutation 
and dropping of certain «initial consonants under certain 

circumstances, which feature is peculiar to the ‘Celtic 

languages. “Iheonumber: of Sanscritie words which the 

‘Cumric and Gaelic possess) is considerable, Of the two 

the Gaelic possesses) the; most; and those: have, generally 
more: of 'the:Sanscritic character, than*:the words: of 

the same class which ‘are «to: be» found:,in: the Welsh. 

The Welsh, however; ':frequently:'possesses the primary 

word when the Irish does not. Of this: the following 
dis'an instance. ::One:of the numerous Irish words for a 

‘mountainis codadh, ., This word: is almost identical with 
‘the Sanscrit' kuta, which also. signifies). a\ mountain; ‘but 
‘kuta/and codadh are only:secondary' words. .-The Sanscrit 
‘possesses the'radical of kuta, and that is kuda; to-heap up, 
‘but theIrish: does: not) possess »:the «radical. of codadh. 
‘Fhe; Welsh,: without: possessing. any» word ‘for a) hill at 
all: like-‘codadh, ;has the -primary ‘or: radical; word ; that 
«word -is'codi, to» rise! or) raise, almost identical ,in'sound 
‘and. sense with. the)Sanscrit; kuda,: -Till<a; house. is 
raised: there is’ no: house, | ‘and. there,!is no» hill till, the 
Nara or Omnipotent says ‘Ar7se. (0! 

The: Welsh isione of) the ;most, copious. cect of 
hn world, as it contains at least eighty thousand words. 
“Tt has’ Seven vowels ; “wih Welsh” ‘being. ‘pronounced 
like 00, and’y like u and i. Its: most remarkable 
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feature is the mutation of initial) consonants, to 
explain which properly would require. more space 
than .I can afford.* The nouns are of two- numbers, 
the singular and plural, and a few have a» dual 
number. The genders are three, the Masculine, the 
Feminine and the Neuter. There are twelve plural 
terminations of nouns, of which the most common is au. 
Some substantives' are: what the grammarians call 
aggregate plurals,t “which are not used in the plural 
without the addition of diminutive terminations, for 
example adar, birds, aderyn, a bird; gwenyn, bees, 
gwenynen, a single bee.” | There are different kinds of 
adjectives; some have a plural, some have*none ; some 
have a feminine ‘form; others ‘-have> not; the most 
common plural termination is ion. It is said by some 
that the verb has properly no present tense, the future 
being used instead. The verbs present many difficulties, 
and there are many defective and irregular ones. In the 
irregularities of its verbs the Welsh ‘ae is rig 
resembles the Irish. 

The numerals require some particdlar notice: forty, 
sixty and eighty are expressed by deugain, trigain, and 
pedwarugain, literally, two twenties, three twenties, and 
four twenties ; whilst fifty, seventy, and ninety /are 
expressed by words corresponding with: ten’ after two 
twenties, ten after three twenties, and ten after four 
twenties. Whether the Welsh had evera‘less clumsy 
way of expressing the above numbers is unknown— 
something similar is observable in French, and the same 
practice prevails in the modern Gaelic; in the ancient 
Gaelic, however, there are such numerals as ceathrachad, 
seasgad, and naochad, ‘which correspond with» quad- 
raginta, ‘sexaginta, and nonaginta. The numerals: es 

* For a clear and sanistactary account of this wee see Owen's Welsh 


Grammar, P. 13: 
+ Owen’s Grammar, p. 40. 


Bre 4 
sabi 


\ 
5 
' 


CUMRO AND CUMRAEG 727 


tri,,and pedwar, or two, three, and four, have feminine 
forms, becoming when preceding feminine nouns, dwy, 
|tair, and, pedair.. In Gaelic no numeral has a feminine 
form; certain numerals, however, have an influence over 
‘nouns which others have not, and before cead, a hundred, 
and mile, a thousand, do, two, is changed. into da, for it 
'is Mot. customary to say do chead, two hundred, and do 
\mhile, two’ thousand, but da chead and da mhile.* 
‘With respect to pedwar, the Welsh for four, I have to 
observe that it bears no similitude to’ the word: for the 
‘same number in Gaelic; the word for four. in 
Gaelic is ceathair, and the difference between ceathair 
and»; pedwar. is great’ indeed. Ceathair is what 
‘may be called a Sanscritic numeral; and it is pleasant 
‘to trace it in various shapes, through various languages, 
up ito the gtand speech of India: Irish, ceathair ; Latin, 
|quatuor ; ‘Greek, téssares; Russian, cheturi; Persian, 
chahar ; Sanscrit, chatur.. As to pedwar, it bears some 
resemblance: to: the English four, the German. vier, is 
| almost identical with the Wallachian patrou, and is very 
much like the Homeric word micvpes, but beyond Wallachia 
|and ‘Greece we find nothing like it, bearing the same 
meaning, though it is right to mention that the Sanscrit 
| word padai signifies a guarter,as well as a foot. It is 
curious that the Irish word for five, cuig, is. in like 
manner quite’as perplexing as the Welsh word for four. 
The Irish word for five is not a Sanscritic word; pump, 
the: Welsh word: for five, is. Pantschan is the Sanscrit 
{word for five, and pump is linked to pantschan by the 
| Atolick pémpe, ‘the Greek pénte and pémptos, the 
| Russian piat and the Persian Pantsch; but what is cuig 
| connected with ? Why jit i is eoemiected with the Latin 
quinque, and: perhaps with ‘the Arabic khamsa; but 
bec up than’ Arabia we find nothing. like Hy or 


. * Pronounced vile or wile—here the principle Aa literal mutation is ‘at 
world iD ANOs ae 
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if’ one thinks one recognises it, it is) under such. a 
disguise that one is rather timorous about swearing’ to it 
—and now nothing more on the subject of» numerals; ’ 
I have said that the Welsh is exceedingly copious. 
Its copiousness, however, does not proceed, like ‘that’ of 
the English, from borrowing from other languages. | It 
has certainly words in common with other’ tongues, but 
no tongue,’ at any rate in Europe, can prove that/it has‘a 
better claim than the Welsh to any word which it has in 
common with that language. No language has a better 
supply of simple words: for the narration of events than 
the Welsh, and simple words are the proper garb’ of 
narration ; and no language abounds more with terms 
calculated to express the abstrusest ideas) of “the :meta- 
physician. Whoever doubts its capability’ for: the 
purpose of narration, let him peruse the Welsh: Historical 
Triads, in which are told the: most remarkable events 
which befell: the early Cumry ; and) whosoever doubts 
its power for the purpose of abstruse ‘reasoning, let: him 
study a work called) Rhetorick, by ‘Master William 
Salisbury, written’ about the year'1570,; and I think 
he will ‘admit that there is no hyperbole, or, jasia 
Welshman would: call it, gorwireb, in what. lL have 
said with shaman to the capanilines ae the: — 
language. 
As ‘to its sounds—I Haws to observe that at sith: will of 
a master it) can’ be: sublimely sonorous, terribly sharp, 
diabolically’ guttural and «sibilant; | and»»swéet// and 
harmonious to’ a remarkable degree. -What’ more 
sublimely sonorous than certain hymns: of) Taliesin; 
more sharp and clashing than certain lines of Gwalchmai 
and Dafydd Benfras, describing battles; more diabolically 
grating than the Drunkard’s Choke-pear by Rhys:Goch, 
and more sweet: than the'lines of poor Gronwy:Owen to 
the Muse? Ah, those lines of his to the Muse. are 
sweeter even than the verses of Horace, of which they 
3 
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|profess to be‘animitation. What lines in Horace’s ode 
ican vie in sweetness with 


H 
! 
i 


“Tydi roit 4 diwair wén 
Lais.eos i lysowen !” 


| '-*'Thou couldst endow, with thy dear smile, 
With | voice of lark the lizard vile !” 


Bias Bionifes a nightingale, and Lysowen an eel. 
Perhaps in no language’ but the Welsh, could an eel be 


‘mentioned in lofty poetry: Lysowen is perfect music. 
Having stated that there are Welsh and Sanscrit 
words.which correspond, more or less, in sound. and 
/meaning, I here place side by side a small number -of 
such words, in order that the reader may compare them. 
WELSH SANSCRIT 
| Aber, a meeting of waters, an Ap, 4pah, water; apagd, a river ; 
outflowing ; Avon, a river; Persian, ab, water; Wallach- 
Aw, a flowing ian, apa 
Anal, breath Anila, air 
| Arian, silver Ara, brass; Gypsy, \‘harko, 
| copper * 
| Aur, gold 
Athu, to go Atha ; Russian, ‘iti 
Béd, being, existence Bhavat, bhita 
_ Brenin, a king Bharanda, a lord; Russian, 
| : barin 
Caer, a wall,.a city Griha, géha, a house; Hindu- 
a stani, ghar ; Gypsy, kair, kaer 
Cain, fine, bright K4nta, pleasing, beautiful ; 
Kana, to shine 
Canu, to sing Gé4na, singing 
Cathyl, a hymn Khéli a song ; ‘Gypsy, gillie 
‘Coed, a wood, trees Kut’ha, kuti, a tree 
-Cumro,a Welshman . Kuméra, a youth, a prince 
:Daear, daeren,'the earth » Dhard, fem. dharani 


_ Dant, aa iy wa Danta 


* Kat: aurum, gold; @ris, of brass. Perhaps the true meaning of ara, 
aurum, &c., is unrefined metal; if so, we have the root of them: all in our 
own word ore, ' 
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WELSH 
Dawn, a gift 
Derw, an oak 
Dewr, bold, brave 
Drwg, bad 


Duw, God 
Dwifr, dwfyr, water 
Dwr, water 


En, a being, a soul, that which 
lives 

Gair, a word 

Gwr, a man 

Gwres, heat 


Geneth, girl 
Geni, to be born 
Gwybod, to know 
Hocedu, to cheat 
Huan, the sun 
Ieuanc, young 

Ir, fresh, juicy ~ 
Irdra, juiciness 
Llances, a girl 
Lleidyr, a thief 
Maen, a stone 
Mam, mother 
Marw, to die 
Mawr, great 
Medd, mead 
Meddwi, to intoxicate 


Medr, a measure 
Nad, a cry 
Nant, ravine, rivulet 


SANSCRIT 
Dana 
Daru, timber 
Dhira 
Durgati, hell; Durga, the 
goddess of destruction 
Déva, a god 


Tivara, the ocean (Tiber, Tevere) 

Uda; Greek, vdwp;. Sanscrit, 
dhfra, the ocean; . Persian, 
deria, dooria, the sea ; Gypsy, 
dooria : 

An, to breathe, to live; dna, 
breath ; Irish, an, a man, fire 

Gir, gira, one 

Vira, a hero, strong, fire ; Lat. 
vir, a man; Dutch, vuur, fire; 
Turkish, er, a man; Heb. Sher 
fire 

Kani 

Jana: 

Vid 

Kthaka, deceit 

Ina 

Youvan 

Ird4, water 


Lagnika 

Lata 

Mani, a gem 

Ma 

Mara, death 

Maha 

Mad’hu, honey 

Mad, to intoxicate ; Mada, in- 
toxication; Mada, pleasure ; 
Madya, wage ; Matta, intoxi- 
cated ; Gypsy, matto, drunk ; 
Gr. #é0v, wine, “edtw; to: be 
drunk y ; 

Matra 

Nad, to speak 5 Nada, sound 


Nadf{, a river ANG: 


WELSH 
Neath, Nedd, name of a river ; 
eae a dingle, what is low, 
| deep (Nith, Nithsdale) 
'Néf, heaven 


| Neidiaw, to leap; 

\Nér, the Almighty, the Lord, the 
| Creator 

|Nerth, strength, power 


'Noddwr, a protector - 
Nés, night 

Pair, a cauldron 

Péd, a foot ; pedair, four 
| Pridd, earth 

 Prif, principal, prime 
Rhén, the Lord 

| Rhian, a lady 

| Rhéd, a wheel 

| Swm, being together 
Swynwr, a wizard, sorcerer 


| Tad, father 

TAn, fire 

| Tant, a string 

_Tanu, to expand 

-_Toriad, a breaking, cutting 
| Uchafedd, height 

-Ych, ox 
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SANSCRIT 

Nicha, low, deep; nfchagd, a 
river, that which descends ; 
nitha, water 

Nabhas ; Russian, nabegd, the 
heavens ; Lat., nubes, a cloud 

Nata, to dance; Nata, dancing 

Nara, that which animates every 
thing, the spirit of God* 

Nara, man, the spirit of God ; 
Gr. 4vjp, a man, ~ vedpov, 
strength; Persian, nar, a 
male ; Arabic, nar, fire 

Natha 

Nisd 

Pithara 

Pad, a foot ; pada, a quarter 

Prithiv{,; the earth : 

Prabhu, a lord, a ruler 

Rdjan, a king 

Hindustani, rani 

Ratha, a car 

Sam 

Sanvanana, a witch; Hindu- 
stani, syani 

Tata 

Dahana 

Tantu 

Tana 

Dari, cutting 

Uchch’ya 

Ukshan 


* «The Eternal, the divine imperishable spirit pervading the universe.” 
—Wilson’s Sanscrit Dictionary, p. 453. 

‘The Nara is called by the Tartars soukdoun, and. by the Chinese ki: 
‘Principe qui est dans le ciel, sur la terre, dans homme, et dans toutes 
les choses matérielles et icammttatielles,” "— Dictionnaire Tartare Mantchou, 

| par Amyot. Tome second, p. 124. 
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In the above list of Cumric and Sanscrit words there | 
are certainly some remarkable instancés ‘of correspond- | 
ence in sound and sénse, the most interesting of which | 
is. that, afforded by Nér, the Cumric word for the Lord, 
and. Nara,.,the Sanscrit word for the Spirit of God. 
From comparing» the words in that list one might feel 
disposed ‘to rush to the conclusion ‘that the’ Cumric 
sprang from the Sanscrit, the sacred language . of sunny 
Hindustan. But to do so would be unwise, for deeper 
study. would,show that..if the Welsh has some hundreds 
of words in:common with the Sanscrit, it has thousands 
upon thousands which’ are not to bé’ found’ in that 
tongue, after making all possible allowance for change 
and modification. ,.No subject connected with what. is 
called philosophyis:more mortifying to proud human 
reason than: the’ investigation of languages, for in what 
do the researchés of the most unwearied’ philologist 
terminate but a chaos of doubt and perplexity, elsé why 
such exclamations as these? Why is. the Wallachian 
word for water Sanscrit? for what is the difference 
between apa and:ap? Wallachian is formed from Latin 
and Sclavonian; why ‘then is not the word for water 
either woda or aqua, or a modification of either ? Why 
is the Arabic word for the sea Irish, for what is, the 
difference between’ bahar, the Arabic word for sea, and 
beathra, an old Irish word for water, pronounced barra, 
whence the river Barrow? How is it that one of the 
names of the Ganges is Welsh ; for what is the difference 
between Dhur, a name of that river, and dwr, the 
common Welsh word for water? , How is it that zquor, 
a Latin word forthe’ sea, so much resembles A®gir, the 
name of the Norse God of the sea? and how is it that 
Aser, the appellative of the Northern Gods, is so like 
Asura, the family name of certain Hindu demons? 
Why does the scanty Gailk, the language of the Isle 
of Man, possess more Sanscrit words than the mighty 


Va 
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‘Arabic, the richest of all tongues; and why has the 
‘Welsh only four words for a hill, and its sister language 
‘the Irish fifty-five? How is it that the names of so 
‘many streams in various countries, for example Donau, 
‘Dwina, Don, and Tyne, so much resemble Dhuni, a 
Sanscrit word for a river? How is it that the Sanscrit 
'devila stands for what is wise and virtuous, and the 
‘English devil for all that is desperate and wicked? 
' How is it that Alp and Apennine, Celtic words for a 
hill, so much resemble ap and apah, Sanscrit words for 
| water? Why does the Sanscrit kalya mean to-morrow 
as well as yesterday, and the Gypsy merripen life as well 
‘as death? How is it that ur, a Gaelic word for fire, is 
‘so like urd the Basque word for water, and Ure the 
‘mame of an English stream? Why does nerén, the 
Modern Greek word for water, so little resemble the 
ancient Greek iSwp and so much resemble the Sanscrit 
nira? and how is it that nara, which like nira signifies 
water, so much resembles nara, the word for man and 
‘the Divinity ? How is it that Nereus, the name of an 
ancient Greek water god, and Nar, the Arabic word for 
fire, are so very like Nér, the Welsh word for the 
‘Creator? How is it that a certain Scottish river bears 
the name of the wife of Oceanus, for what is Teith but 
Teithys? How indeed! and why indeed! to these and 
_a thousand similar questions. Ah man, man! human 
‘reason will never answer them, and you may run wild 
about them, unless, dropping your pride, you are content 
to turn for a solution of your doubts to a certain old 
volume, once considered a book of divine revelation, but 
now a collection of old wives’ tales, the Bible. 


aes THE END 
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